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PROLOGUE. 


VlNCE  'tis  tW  Intent  and  lufinefs  of  the  ft  age  % 

To  copy  out  the  follies  of  the  age  ; 
To  bold  to  ev'ry  man  a  faithful  glafs, 
And  Jbew  him  of  ivbat  fpecies  he's  an  afs, 
I  hope  the  next  that  teaches  in  the  fcbool, 
Will  foe-TV  our  author  he's  a  fcribbling  fool : 
And  that  the  fatire  may  before  to  bite,  -\ 

Kind  Hca'Sn,  infplre  fame  venom*  d  prhjl  to  write  y  > 

And  grant  fame  ugly  laJy  may  indite  j  J 

For  I  would  have  him  laflfd^  by  Htav'n,  I  would) 
Till  his  preemption  fwam  away  in  blood. 
Three  plays  at  once  proclaim  a  face  of  brafs  j  •» 

No  matter  ivbat  they  are,  that's  not  the  cafet  > 

To  write  three  plays,  e'en  tbafs  to  be  an  afs,  J 

But  what  1  leaji  forgive,  he  knows  it  too  ; 
For  to  his  cojl  he  lately  has  known  you. 
Experience  Jlicws,  to  many  a  writer's"  fmart9 
Tcu  hold  a  court  where  me  cy  ne'et  bad  pa?  t  j 
Sa  much  rf  tie  old  fcrptnfs.  fling  you  have, 
Tcu  love  to  damn,  as  Hcav'n  delights  to  favc» 
In  foreign  farts,  let  a  bold  volunteer,  -\ 

For  public  good,  upon  the  fiage  appear,  I 

He  meets  ten  ihcitfand  fmiles  to  dijjipate  his  fear,  j 

All  tickle  on  ih*  ad-venturing  young  leginnert 
And  only  fee  urge  the  incorrigible  finmr  ; 
Thiy  touch  indeed  his  faults,  but  with  a  hand 
So  gentle,  that  bis  merits  Jllll  may  ft  and ; 
Kin  illy  they  bury  the  f allies  of  his  pen, 
Tbxt  he  ;.7<7v  jhun  lb<  m  when  he  writes  again. 
But  'tis  r,,,t  Jo  in  this  gond-natut'd  tiivn  ; 
All's  one,  an  ox,  a  poet,  or  a  crown  ; 
Old  England's  play  ^  was  a/ways  knot-king  down, 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS 


MEN. 
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Heartfree, 

Sir  John  Brute, 

Lora  Rake,  a  compa 
nion  to  Sir  John, 
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Mr.  Davis. 
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Mr.  Baddeley. 
Mr.  Branfby. 


Covert-Garden . 

Mr.Wroughtoa, 
Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  Mackiin. 

Mr.  Mahon. 
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Mr.  Quick. 
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Lady  Brute, 


Lady 


WOMEN. 

Mifs  Younge; 
Mrs.  Greville; 
Mrs.  Abiugton. 
Mrs.  Bradfliaw. 


Cornet,  Servant  to  Lady 
Fancyful, 


Mrs.  Bulkely. 
Mifs  Leefon. 
Mrs.  M.ittocka, 
Mrs.  Green. 
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A  C  T     I. 

SCENE,  Sir  John  Brute'j  Hovfe. 
Enter  Sir  John. 

SIR  JOHN. 

WHAT  cloying  rr.eat  is  love,  when  matrimony's  the 
fauce  to  it ! — Two  years  marriage  has  debauch'd 
my  five  fenfes.  Every  thing  I  fee,  every  th.ng  I  hear, 
every  thing  I  feel,  every  thing  I  fmei!,  and  e^eiy  thing 
I  tafte,  methinks,  has  wife  in'r.  No  boy  was  ever  fo 
weary  of  his  tutor,  no  girl  of  her  bib,  no  nun  of  doing 
pcnmce,  or  old  maid  ot  being  chatle,  as  I  am  of  being 
married.  Sure  there's  a  Tecret  curie  entailed  upon  the 
very  name  of  wife.  My  lady  is  a  young  hdy,  a  fine  h- 

dy,  a  witty  lady,  a  virtuous  la.ly and  yet  I  hate  her. 

There  is  but  one  thing  on  rarth  I  loath  beyond  her.  and 
that's  fighting.  Would  try  courage  come  up  to  a  fourth 
part  of  my  ill-nature,  I'd  Hand  buff  to  her  relation?,  and 
thruft  her  out  of  doors.  Eut  marriage  has  funk  me  down 
to  luch  an  ebb  of  refolution,  I  dare  not  draw  my  fword, 
tho'  even  to  get  rid  of  my  wife.  But  here  (lie  comes. 
Enter  Lady  Brire. 

Lady  Brute.  Do  you  dine  at  home  to-d.iy,   Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John.   Why,  do  you  expect  I  fliould  tell  you  what 
I  don't  know  my  elf? 

Laity  Bru'c.  I  thought  there  w.s  ro  harm  in  afking  yo'.i. 

Sir  Jvhn.  If  thinking  wrong  were  an  cxcufe  forimper- 
A  3 
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tinence,  womeu  might  be  juftified  ia  moft  things  they  fay 
or  do. 

Lady  Brute.  I'm  forry  I  have  faid  any  thing  to  dif- 
pleafe  you. 

Sir  John.  Sorry  for  things  pad,  is  of  as  little  impor 
tance  to  me,  as  my  dining  at  home  or  abroad  ought  to  be 
to  ymi. 

Lady  Brute.  My  enquiry  was  only  that  I  might  have 
provided  what  you  liked. 

Sir  John.  Six  to  four  you  had  been  in  the  wrong  there 
at,ain  ;  tor  what  I  liked  yerterday  I  don't  like  to-day, 
and  u'hiit  I  like  ro-day,  'tis  odds  I  mayn't  like  to-morrow. 

Lady  Brute.  Bat  if  I  had  afked  you  what  you  liked — 

S'.r  John.  Why,  then  there  would  be  more  alking  about 
it  than  the  thins;  is  worth. 

Lady  Brute.  1  wifli  I  did  but  know  how  I  might  pleafe 
you. 

Sir  John.  Aye;  but  that  fort  of  knowledge  is  not  a 
wife's  talent. 

Lady  Brute.  Whate'er  my  talent  is,  I'm  fure  my  will 
has  ever  been  to  make  you  eafy. 

Sir  Joh-'i.  If  women  were  to  have  their  wills,,  the  world 
would  be  finely  governed. 

Lady  Brute.  What  reafon  have  I  given  you  to  ufe  me 
as  you  do  of  late  ?  It  once  was  otherwife :  you  married 
»ie  for  love. 

*  Sir  John.  And  you  me  for  money  :  fo  you  have  your 
reward,  and  I  have  mine. 

I^ady  Brute.  What  is  it  that  difturb&  you  ? 

Sir  John.  A  parfon. 

Ladv  £>:.ir.  Why,  wrut  has  he  done  to  you  ? 

Sir  John.  He  has  married  me,  and  be  damn'd  to  him-. 

[Exit. 

Lady  Brute.  The  devil's  in  the  fellow,  I  think 1 

was  told  before  I  married  him,  that  thus  'twould  be  ;  but 
1  thought  I  had  charms  enough  to  govern  him  ;  and  that 
where  there  was  an  eftate,  a  woman  nnift  needs  be  happy  : 
fo  mv  vanity  has  deceived  me,  and  my  ambition  has  made 
me  uneafy.  But  there's  fome  comfort  ftill ;  if  one  would 
be  revenged  of  him,  thefe  are  good  times ;  a  woman  may 

have  a  gallant,  and  a  feparate  maintenance  too The 

'furry  puppy  1 Yet  he's  a  fool  for  it ;  for  hitherto  he 

^ 


THE     PIIOVOK'D    WIFE.  j 

has  beea  no  monfter  :  but  who  knows  how  far  he  may 
provoke  me  ?  I  never  loved  him,  yet  I  have  been  ever 
true  to  him  ;,  and  that,  in  fpite  of  all  the  attacks  of  art 
and  nature  upon  a  poor  weak  woman's  heart,  in  favour  of 
a  tempting  lover.  Methinks,  fo  noble  a  defence  as  I  have 

made,  fho  jld  be  rewarded  with  a  better  ufage -Or  who 

can  tell  Perhaps  a  good  part  of  what  I  fuffer  from  my 
hufband,  may  be  a  judgment  upon  me  for  my  cruelty  to 

my  lover But  hold — let  me  go  no  further— I  think  I 

have  a  right  to  alarm  t':is  furly  brute  of  mine  ;  but  if  I 
know  my  heart,  it  will  n-jver  let  me  go  fo  far  as  to  in 
jure  him. 

Enter  Belinda. 

Lady  Brute.  Good-morrow,  dear  coufin. 
Bel.  Good-morrow,  Madajn.     You  look  pleafed  this 
morning. 

Lady  Brute.  I  am  fo. 
Bd.  With  what,  pray  ? 
Lady  Brute.  With  my  hufband. 

Bel.  Drown  hufbands  !  for  yours  is  a  provoking  fellow, 
As  he  went  out  juit  now,  I  prayed  him  to  tell  me  what 
time  of  day  'twas;  and  he  afked  me  if  I  took  him  for 
the  church-clock,  that  was  obliged  to  tell  all  the  parifti. 

Lady  Brute.  He  has  been  faying  ib;ne  good  oblig'ng 
things  to  me  too..     In  fhort,  Belinda,   he  has  ufed  me  fo 
barharoufly  of  late,  that  I  could  almoil  refolve  to  play 
the  dowmight  wife — and  cuckold  him. 
Bel.  That  would  be  downright,  indeed. 
Lady  Brute.  Why,  arter  all,  there  is  more  to  be  faid* 
for  ii  than  you'd  imagine,  child.    He  is  the  firil  aggref- 
for,  not  1. 

Bel.  Ah,  but  you  know  we  muft  return  good  for  evil. 
Lady  Brute.  That  may  be  a  mi  (lake  in  the  tranflation.. 
Pr'ythee,  be  of  my  opinion,  Belinda;  for  I'm  pofitive 
I'm  in  the  right  ;  and  if  you'll  keep  up  the  prerogative 
of  a  woman,  you'll  likewife  be  pjfitive  you  are  in  the 
right,  whenever  you  do  any  thing  you  have  a  mind  to. 
But  I  fliaH  play  the  tool,  and  jeit,  oa,  till  I  make  you  be 
gin  to  th;nk  I'm  in  earneft. 

Bel.  I  ftian't  take  the  liberty,  Madam,  to  think  of  any 
thing  that  you  detire  to  keep  a  lecret  from  me. 

LeJy 
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Lady  Brute.  Alas,  my  de  ir,  I  have  no  fecrets !  My 
heart  could  never  yet  confine  my  tongue. 

Bel.  Your  eyes,  you  mean  ;  for  I  am  hire  I  have  fcen 
them  gadding,  when  your  tongue  has  been  locked  up  fafe 
enough. 

Lady  Brute.  My  eyes  gadding  !  Pr'ythee,  after  whom, 
child  ? 

"Bel.  Why,  after  one  that  thinks  you  hate  him  as  much 
as  I  know  you  love  him. 

Lady  Brute.  Conflanr,  you  mean. 
Bel.  I  do  fo. 

Lady  Brute.  Lord,  what  fliould  put  fuch  a  thing  into 
your  head  ? 

Bel.  That  which  puts  things  into  moft  people's  headsf 
obfervation. 

Lady  Brute.  Why,  what  have  you  obferved,  in  the 
name  of  wonder  ? 

Bel.  I  have  obferved  you  blufti  when  you  met  him  ; 
force  yourfelf  away  from  him  ;  and  then  be  out  of  hu 
mour  with  every  thing  about  you.  In  a  word,  never  was 
a  poor  creature  fo  fpurred  on  by  defire,  or  fo  reined  in 
with  fear  ! 

Lady  Brute.  How  ftrong  is  fancy  ! 
Bel.  How  we.ik  is  woman  ! 

Lady  Brute.  iVythee,  niece,  have  a  better  opinion  of 
your  aunt's  inclination. 

Bel.  Dear  aunt,  have  a  better  op'nion  of  your  niece's 
underftamiing. 

Lady  Brute.  You'll  make  me  angry. 
Bel.  You'll  make  me  lau^h. 
Lady  Brute.  Then  you  are  refol  ed  to  p:rfitt  ? 
Bel.  Potitively. 

Lady  Brute.  And  all  I  can  fay- 
Bel.   Will  lignify  nothing. 

Lady  Brute.  Tho'  I  fhouid  fwear  'twere  falfe— — - 
Bel.  I  ihf>uld  think  it  true. 

Lady  Brute.  Then  let  us  forgive;  \K:jpng  ber."\  for 
we  have  both  offended  :  I,  in  making  a  fecret ;  you,  in 
difcovering  ir. 

lid.  'Jooct- nature  may  do  much  :  bur  you  have  more 
reaibn  to  forgive  one,  than  I  have  10  pardon  t'other. 
Lady  Brute.  Tis  true,  Belinda,  }cu  have  given  me  fo 

many 
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many  proofs  of  your  friendfliip,  that  my  referve  has  been 
indeed  a  crime.     *  But,  that  you  may  more  eafily  forgive 

*  me,  remember,  child,  that  when  our  nature  prompts 

*  us  to  a  thing  our  honour  and  religion  have  foibid  us, 

*  we  would  (vvcr't  poffible)  conceal,   even   from  the  foul 
*'itfelf,  the  knowledge  of  the  body's  weakr,efs. 

*  Bel.  Well,  I  hope,  to  make  your  friend  amends, 
1  you'll  hide  nothing  from  her  for  the  future,  tho'  the 

*  body  (hould  ftill  grow  weaker  and  weaker. 

*  Lady  Brute.  No,  from  this  moment  I  have  no  more 
'  referve  ;'  and  as  a  proof  of  my  repentance,  I  own,  Be 
linda,  I'm  in  danger.     *  Merit  and  wit  afiault  me  from 

*  without,  nature  and  love  folicit  me  within  ;  my  huf- 

*  band's  barbarous  ufage  piques  me  to  revenge  ^  and  Sa- 

*  tan,  catching  the  fairoccalion,  throws  in  my  way  that 
'  vengeance,  which  of  all  vengeance,  pieaies  woman  beft. 

*  Bel*  Tis  well  Conftant  don't  know  the  weaknefs  of 
1  the  fortification ;    for,  o*  my  conicience,  he'd  fooa 

*  come  on  to  the  aflault. 

*  Lady  Brute.  Ay,  and  I'm  afraid,  carry  the  town  too.' 
But  whatever  you  may  have  obferved,  I  have  diflembled 
fo  well  as  to  keep  him  ignorant.     So  you  fee  I'm  no  co 
quet,  Belinda ;  *  and  if  you  follow  my  advice,  you'll  ne 
ver  be  one  neither.     '  fis  true,  coquetry  is  one  of  the 
main  ingredients  in  the  natural  composition  of  a  woman ; 
and  I,  as  well  as  others,  could  be  well  enough  pleafed 
to  fee  a  crowd  ot  young  fellows  ogling,  and  glancing, 
and  watching  all  occalions  to  do  forty   foolifb  officious 
things;  nay,  fhould  ibme  of  them  pufli  on  even  to 

hanging  or  drowning why — faith — if  I  fliould  let 

pure  woman  alone,  I  fliould  e'en  be  but  too  well  pleafed 
with  it. 

*  Bel.  I'll  fwear  'twould  tickle  me  ftrangely, 

*  Lady  Brute.  But  after  all,  'tis  a  vicious  practice  in 
'  us  to  give  the  leaft  encouragement,  but  where  we  defign 
*  to  come  to  a  conclusion  :'  for  'tis  an  unreafonable  thing 
to  engage  a  man  in  a  difeafe,  which  we  before-hand  re- 
folve  we  will  never  apply  a  cure  to. 

Bel.  Tis  true  ;  but  then  a  woman  muft  abandon  one 
of  the  fupremebleffings  of  her  life.  For  I  am  fully  con 
vinced,  no  man  has  half  that  pleafure  in  gallanting  a 
miftrefs,  as  a  woman  has  in  jilting  a  gallaat. 

Lady 
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Lady  Brute.  The  happiefl  woman  then  on  earth  muft 
be  our  neighbour. 

Bel.  Oh,  the  impertinent  compofition!  She  has  vanity 
and  affeftation  enough  to  make  her  a  ridiculous  original, 
and  in  fpite  of  all  that  art  and  nature  ever  furniflied  to 
any  of  her  iex  betoie  her. 

Lady  Brute.  She  concludes  all  men  her  captives ;  and 
whatever  courie  they  take,  it  ferves  to  confirm  her  in  that 
opinion. 

Bel.  If  they  flum  her,  flie  thinks  'tis  modefty,  and 
takes  it  for  a  proof  of  their  pallion. 

Lady  Brute.  And  if  they  are  rude  to  her,  'tis  conduct, 
and  done  to  prevent  town-talk. 

4  Bel.  When  her  folly  makes  them  laugh,  fhe  thinks 
'  they  are  pleafed  with  her  wit. 

*  Lat/y  Brute.  And  when  her  impertinence  makes  them 
'  dull,  concludes  they  are  jealous  of  her  favours.' 

Bel.  All  their  actions  and  their  words,  (he  takes  for 
granted,  aim  at  her. 

Lady  Brute.  And  pities  all  other  women,  becaufe  flie 
thinks  they  envy  lifer. 

Bel.  Pray,  out  of  pity  to  ourfelves,  let  us  find  a  better 
fubjec},  for  I'm  weary  nf  this.  Do  you  think  your  huf- 
band  inclined  to  jealoufy  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Oh,  no  ;  he  does  not  love  me  well  enough 
for  tiiar.  Lord,  how  wrong  men's  maxims  are  !  They 
are  feldotn  jealous  of  their  wives,  unlefs  they  are  very 
fond  of  them  ;  whereas,  they  ought  to  confider  the  wo 
men's  inclinations,  for  there  depends  their  fate.  Well, 

IP  en  may  talk  ;  but  they  are  not  fo  wife  as  we that's 

certain. 

Bel.  At  leaft  in  our  affairs. 

Lady  Brute.  Nay,  I  believe  we  fhould  out-do  them  in 
the  buiinefs  of  the  ftate  too  ;  for,  methinks,  they  do  and 
undo,  and  make  but  bad  work  on'r. 

Bel.  Why  then  don't  we  get  into  the  intrigues  of  go 
vernment  as  well  as  they  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Becaufe  we  have  intrigues  of  our  own, 
that  make  us  more  fpoit,  child.  And  fo  let's  in  and  con 
fider  of  them.  \Excunt. 


SCENE, 


THE    PROVOK'D    WIFE.  u 

SCENE,    a  Drcfling-room. 
Enter  Lady  Fanciful,  Mademoifelle,  and  Cornet. 

Lady  Fan.  How  do  I  look  this  morning  ? 
Cor.  Your  Ladyfliip  looks  very  ill,  truly. 
Lady  Fan.  Lard,  how  ill-natured  thou  art,  Cornet !  to 
tell  me  fo,  tho*  the  thing  fhould  be  true.     Don't  you 
know   that  I  have  humility  enough  to  be  but  too  eafily 
out  of  conceit   with  myfclr?  — Hold  the  glafs  ;    I  date 
fvvear  that  will  have  more  manners  than  you  have—— 
Mademoifelle,  let  me  have  your  opinion  toj. 

Mad.  My  opinion  pe,  Matam,  dat  your  Ladyfhip  ne 
ver  look  fo  well  in  your  life. 

Lady  Fan.  Well,  the  French  are  the  prettieft,  obliging 
people :  they  fay  the  moft  acceptable,  well-mannered 

things and  never  flatter. 

Mad.  Your  Ladyfhip  fay  great  juftice  inteed. 
Lady  Fan.  Nay,  every  thing's  juft  in  my  houfe  but 
Cornet.     The  very  looking-glafs  gives  her  the  dementi. 
But  I'm  almoft  afraid  it  flatters  me,  it  makes  me  look  fo 
very  engaging.  [Locking  affeftedly  in  the  glafs. 

Mad.  Inteed,  Matam,  your  face  pe  handfomer  than  all 
de  looking-glals  in  de  world,  croyez  may. 

Lady  Fan.  But  is  it  poflible  my  eyes  can  be  fo  languifti- 

ing and  fo  very  full  of  fire  ? 

Mad.  Matam,  if  de  glafs  was  burning-glafs,  I  bel'eve 
your  eyes  fet  de  fire  in  de  houfe. 

Lady  Fan.  You  may  take  that  nightgown,  Mademot- 
fell — Get  out  of  the  room,  Cornet ;  I  can't  endure  you. 
This  wench,  methinks,  does  look  fo  infufferably  ugly. 

Mad.  Every  ting  look  ugly,  Matam,  dat  fland  by  your 
Ladyfliip. 

Lady  Fan.  No,-  really,  Mademoifelle,  methinks  you 
look  mighty  pretty. 

Mad.  Ah,  Matam,  de  moon  have  no  eclat  ^  ven  de  fun 
appear. 

Lady  Fan.  Oh,  pretty  expreffion  !  Have  you  ever  been 
in  love,  Mademoifelle  ? 
Mad.  Ouy,  Matam. 

Lady  Fan.  And  were  you  beloved  again  ? 
Mad.  No,  Matam. 
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Lady  Fan.  Oh,  ye  gods,  what  an  unfortunate  creature 
(hould  I  be  in  fuch  a  cafe  !  But  nature  has  made  me  nice 
for  my  own  defence — I'm  nice,  ft rangely  nice,  Mademoi- 
felle.  I  believe,  were  the  merit  of  whole  mankind  be- 
flowed  upon  one  fingle  perfon,  I  fhould  flill  think  the  fel 
low  wanted  fomething  to  make  it  worth  my  while  to  take 
notice  of  him — And  yet  I  could  love,  nay,  fondly  love, 
were  it  poffible  to  have  a  thing  made  on  purpofe  for  me  : 
fer  I'm  not  cruel,  Mademoifelle  ;  I'm  only  nice. 

Mad.  Ah,  Matam  !  I  wifli  I  was  fine  gentleman  for  your 
fake.  I  do  all  de-ting  in  de  world,  to  get  a  little  way  in 
to  your  heart.  I  make  fong,  1  make  verfe,  I  give  you 
de  ferenade,  I  give  great  many  prefent  to  Mademoifelle  ; 
I  no  eat,  I  no  fleep,  I  be  lean,  I  be  mad,  I  hang  myfelf,  I 
drown  myfelf—  Ah%  ma  cbere  dame,  que  je  vous  aimerois  ! 

[Embracing  her. 

Lady  Fan.  Well,  the  French  have  ftrange  obliging 
ways  with  them  ;  you  may  take  thofe  two  pair  of  gloves, 
Mademoifelle. 

Mad.  Me  humbly  tank  my  fvveet  lady. 
Enter  Servant  with  a  letter. 

Ser.  Madam,  here's  a  letter  for  your  Ladyfbip.  [Exit. 

Lady  Fan.  'Tis  thus  I  am  itnportun'd  every  morning, 
Mademoifelle— Pray,  how  do  the  French  ladies,  when 
they  are  thus  acablees  f 

Mad.  Matam,  dey  never  complain.  -  Au  contraire, 
when  one  Frenfe  lady  have  got  a  hundred  lover,  den  flie 
do  all  (he  can — to  get  a  hundred  more. 

Lady  Fan.  Well  let  me  die,  they  have  le gout  ban.  For 
'tis  an  unutterable  pleafure  to  be  adored  by  all  the  men, 
and  envied  by  alj  the  women — Yet,  I'll  fwear,  I'm  con 
cerned  at  the  torture  I  give  them.  Lard  !  why  was  I 
formed  to  make  the  whole  creation  uneafy  ? — But  let  me 
read  my  letter — [Reads.] — "  If  you  have  a  mind  to  hear 
of  your  faults,  inftead  of  being  praifed  for  your  virtues, 
take  the  pains  to  walk  in  the  Green-walk  in  St.  James's 
Park,  with  your  woman,  an  hour  hence.  You'll  there 
meet  one,  who  hates  you  for  fome  things,  as  he  could  love 
you  for  others  :  and  therefore  is  willing  to  endeavour 

your  reformation If  you  come  to  the  place  I  mention, 

you'll  know  who  I  am  ;  if  you  don't,  you  never  {hall  : 
fo   take  your  choice."— —This  is  ftrangely   familiar, 

Mademoifelle ! 
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Mademoifelle!  Now  have  I  a  provoking  fancy  to  know 
who  this  impudent  fellow  is. 

Mad.  Deu  take  your  fcarf  and  your  mafk.  and  go  to  Ac 
rendezvous.     De  Frenfe  laty  do  juftement  comme  qa. 

Lady  Fan.  Rendezvous!  What,    rendezvous    with    a 
rtian,   Mademoifelle  ? 

Mad.  Eh,  pou.iquoy  non  ? 

Lady  Fan.  What,  and  a  man  perhaps  I  never  f.iw  ia 
ihy  life  ! 

Mad.  Tant  mieux:  c'eft  done  quelque  chofe  de  nou- 
veau. 

Lady  Fan.  Why,  how  do  I  know  what  defigns  he  may 
have  ?  He  may  intend  to  ravifli  me,  for  aught  I  know. 

Mad.  Ravhh  ! — Bagatelle.  I  would  fain  fee  one  im- 
pudent  rogue  ravifli  Mademoifelle.  Oui,je  le  voudrois. 

Lady  Fan.  Oh,  but  my  reputation,  Mademoifelle,  my 
reputation  ;  ah,  ma  chere  reputation  1 

Mad.  Matam Quand  on  1'a  uue  fois  perdus— — -on 

n'en  eft  plus  embarraflee. 

Lady  Fan.  Fie,  Mademoifelle,  fie ;  reputation  is  % 
jewel. 

Mad.  Qui  coutebien  chere,  Matam. 
Lady  fan.  Why  fure  you  would  not  facrifice  your  ho 
nour  to  your  pleafure  ! 
Mad.  Je  fuis  philofophe. 

Lady  fan.  Blefs  me,  haw  you  talk  !  Why,  what  if 
honour  be  a  burden,  Madememoifelle,  mult  it  not  be 
borne  ? 

Mad.  Chaqu'un  a  fa  faqon Quand  quelque  chofe 

in'incommede,  moi- je  m'endefais,  vite. 

Lady  Fan,  Get  you  gone,  you  little  naughty  French 
woman  you :  I  vow  and  fwear  I  muft  turn  you  out  of 
doors,  it  you  talk  thus. 

Mad.  Turn  me  out  of  doors  !— — —  turn  yourfelf  out  of 
doors,  and  go  fee  what  de  gentleman  have  to  fay  to  you 
— Tenez.  Voila  [Giving  her  her  things  baftily.']  votre 
efharp,  voila  votre  coife,  voila  votre  malque,  voila  tout. 
Hey,  Mercure,  coquin :  call  one  chair  for  Matam,  and 
one  oJer  [Calling ivithin.~\  for  me.  Vti-t'en,  vite.  [Turn 
ing  to  her  lady,  and  helping  her  on  hujlily  ivith  her  things.] 
Aliens,  Matam ;  depechez  vous  done.  Mon  dicu,  queiies 
fcruples ! 

B  Latly 
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Lady  Fan.  Well,  for  once,  Mademoifelle,  I'll  follow 
your  advice,  out  of  the  intemperate  defire  I  have  to  know 
who  this  ill-bred  fellow  is.  But  I  have  too  much  delica- 
tefle  to  make  a  practice  on't. 

Mad.  Belle  chofe  vraiment  que  la  delicatefle,  lors  qu'il 
e'agit  de  divertir— — -a.  93 — Vous  voila  equipee,  panons, 
—'He  bien  !— qu'avez  >vous  done  ? 

Lady  Fan.  J'aipeur. 

Mad.  Je  n'en  at  point  moi. 

Lady  Fan.  I  dare  not  go. 

Mad.  Demeurez  done. 

Lady  Fan,  Je  fuis  pohronne. 

Mad.  Tant  pis  pour  vous. 

Lady  Fan.  Curiofity's  a  wicked  devil, 

Mad.  C'cft  une  charmante  fainte. 

Lady  Fan.  It  ruin'd  our  firft  parents. 

Mad,  Elle  a  bien  diverti  leurs  enfans. 

Lady  Fan.  L'honneur  eft  centre. 

Mad.  Le  plaifir  eft  pour. 

Lady  fan.  Muft  I  then  go? 

Mad.  Mufl  you  go  ? muft  you  eat,  muft  you  drink, 

muft  you  fleep,  muft  you  live  ?  De  nature  bid  you  do 
one,  de  nature  bid  you  do  toder.  -  Vous  me  ferez  enrager. 

Lady  Fan.  But  when  reafon  corrects  nature,  Made 
moifelle. 

Mad.  Elle  eft  done  bien  infolente,  c'eft  fa  fceur  ainee. 

Lady  Fan.  Do  you  then  prefer  your  nature  to  your 
reafon,  Mademoifelle? 

Mad.  Ouida. 

Lady  Fan.  Pourquoi  ? 

Mad.  Becaufe  my  nature  make  me  merry,  my  reafon 
make  me  mad. 

Lady  Fan,  Ah,  la  mechanic  Franqoife  ! 

Mad.  Ah,  la  belle  Angloife  !          [Forcing  her  lady  off. 

of  the  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT        II. 

SCENE,  St.  Jamcfs  Park. 

Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

LADY  FANCYFUL. 

WELL,  I  vow,  Mademoifelle,  I'm  ftrangely  impa 
tient  to  know  who  this  confident  fellow  is. 

Enter  Heartfree. 

Look,  there's  Heartfree.  But  fure  it  can't  be  him  :  he's 
a-  profefled  woman-hater.  Yet  who  knows  what  my 
wicked  eyes  may  have  done  ? 

Mad.  II  nous  approche,  Matam. 

Lady  Fan.  Yes,  'tis  he  :  now  will  he  be  mod  intolera 
bly-  cavalier,  though  he  mould  be  in  love  with  me. 

Heart.  Madam,  I'm  your  humble  fervant ;  I  perceive 
you  have  more  humility  and  good-nature  than  I  thought 
you  had. 

Lady  Fan.  What  you  attribute  to  humility  and  good 
nature,  Sir,  may  perhaps  be  only  due  to  curiolitv.  I  had 
&  mind  to  know  who  'twas  had  ill  manners  enough  to 
wi he  that  letter.  '  f  Tl>-ewi>ig  I'mi b'u  letter. 

Heart.  Well,  and  now  I  hope  you  are  fatisfied. 

Lady  Fan.  I  am  fo,   Sir;  gocd-by  t'ye. 

Heart.  Nay,  hold  there ;  though  you  have  done  your 
bufinefs,  I  han't  done  mine  :  by  your  Ladyfhip's  leave, 
\ve  muft  have  one  moment's  prattle  together.  Have  you  a 
mind  to  be  the  prettieft  woman  about  town,  or  not  ? 
How  (he  flares  upon  me  !  What !  this  pafles  for  an  im-v 
pertinent  queftion  with  you  now,  becaufe  you  think  you 
are  fo  already. 

Lady  Fan.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  alk  you  a  queftion  in  my 
turn  :  by  what  right  do  you  pretend  to  examine  me  ? 

Heart.  By  the  fame  right  that  the  ftrong  govern  the 
weak,  becaufe  I  have  you  in  my  power;  for  you  cannot 
get  fo  quickly  to  your  coach,  but  I  (hall  have  time 
enough  to  make  you  hear  every  thing  I  have  to  fay  to 
you. 

Lady  Fan.  Thefe  are  ftrange  liberties  you  take,  Mr. 
Heartfree. 

Heart.  They  are  fo,  Madam,  but  there's  no  help  for 
it;  for  know  that  I  have  a  defign  upon  you, 
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Lady  Fan.  Upon  me,  Sir  ! 

Heart.  Yes  ;  nnd  one  that  will  turn  to  your  glory,  and 
my  comfort,  if  you  will  but  be  a  little  wifer  than  you 
life  to  be. 

Lady  Fnn.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Heart.  Let  me  fee — Your  vanity,  Madam,  I  take  to 
be  about  fon:e  eight  degrees  higher  than  any  woman's  in 
ihe  town,  let  t'other  be  who  Hie  will ;  and  my  indifference 
is  naturally  about  the  fame  pitch.  Now  could  you  find 
the  way  to  turn  this  indifference  into  fire  and  flame,  me- 
thinks  your  vanity  ought  to  be  fatisfied;  and  this,  per 
haps,  you  might  bring  about  upon  pretty  reafonable 
terms. 

Lady  Fan.  And  pray  at  what  rate  would  this  indiffe 
rence  be  bought  off,  if  one  fliould  have  fo  depraved  an 
appetite  to  deiire  it  ? 

Heart.  Wl  y,  Madam,  to  drive  a  quaker's  bargain,  and 
make  but  one  word  with  you,  if  I  do  part  with  it— you 
mutt  lay  down — your  affectation. 

Lady  Fan.  My  affedhuion,  Sir! 

Heart.  Why  1  alk  you  nothing  but  what  you  may  very 
well  fpare. 

Lady  fan.  You  grow  rude,  Sir.  Come,  Mademoifelle, 
at  is  high  time  to  be  gone. 

Mail.  Al'.ons,  allons,  allons. 

Heart.  [Stopping  them.]  Nay,  you  may  as  well  ftand 
ilill ;  for  hear  me  you  fhall,  walk  which  way  you  pleafe. 

Lady  Fan.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Hi  art.  I  mean  to  tell  you,  that  you  are  the  mod  un 
grateful  woman  upon  earth. 

Lady  Fan.  Ungrateful !  to  whom  ? 

Heart.  To  nature. 

Lady  Fan.  Why,  what  has  nature  done  for  me  ? 

Heart.  What  you  have  undone  by  art !  It  made  you 
handlbme  ;  it  gave  you  beauty  to  a  miracle,  a  fliape 
without  a  fault,  wit  enough  to  make  them  relifb,  and  fo 
turned  you  loofe  to  your  own  difcretion  ;  which  has  made 
iuch  work  with  you,  that  you  are  become  the  pity  of  our 
fex,  and  the jeft  of  your  own.  There  is  not  a  feature  in 
your  face,  but  you  have  found  the  way  to  teach  it  fome 
affected  convuliion  ;  your  feet,  your  hands,  your  very 
ends  are  directed  never  to  move  without  fome 

•    » • 
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r'idiculous  air  or  other  ;  and  your  language  is  a  fuitabl® 
trumpet,  to  draw  people's  eyes  upon  the  raree-lhow. 

Mad.  [AJide.']  Eft-ce  qu'on  fait  1'amour  en  Angleterre- 
comme  qa  ? 

Lady  Fan.  [AJidc."]  Now  could  I  cry  for  madnefs,  but 
that  I  know  he'd  laugh  at  me  for  it. 

Heart.  Now  do  you  hate  me  for  telling  you  the  truth, 
but  that's  becaufe  you  don't  believe  'tis  fo  ;  for  were  you 
once  convinced  of  that,  you'd  reform,  for  your  own 
fake. 

Lady  Fan.  Every  circumftance  of  nice  breeding  muft 
needs  appear  ridiculous,  to  one  who  has  fo  natural  an  an 
tipathy  to  good  manners. 

Heart.  But  fuppofe  I  could  find  the  means  to  convince 
you,  that  the  whole  world  is  of  my  opinion. 

Lady  Fan.  Sir,  though  you,  and  all  the  world  you  talk 
of,  (hould  be  fa  impertinently  officious,  as  to  think  to 
perfuade  me  I  don't  know  how  to  behave  myfelf  ;  I 
ihould  ftill  have  charity  enough  for  my  own  underftand- 
ing,  to  believe  rnyfelf  in  the  right,  and  all  you  iu  the 
wrong. 

Mad.  Le  voila  mort. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle; 

"Heart.  [Gazing  after  her.~\  There  her  fingle  clapper 
has  published  the  fenfe  of  the  whole  fex.  Well,  this  once 
I  have  endeavoured  to  vvafh  the  black-moor  white,  but 
henceforward  I'll  fooner  undertake  to  teach  fincerity  to  a 
courtier,  generofity  to  an  uiurer,  honefty  to  a  lawyer,  than 
difcretion  to  a  woman  I  fee  has  once  fet  her  heart  upon 
playing  the  fool. 


Morrow,  Conflant. 

Conft.  Good-morrow,  Jack.  What  are  you  doing  here 
this  morning  ? 

Heart.  Doing  !  Guefs,  if  you  can.——  Why  I  have 
been  endeavouring  to  perfuade  my  Lady  Fancyful,  that 
fhe's  the  moil  foolifli  woman  about  town. 

Conft.  A  pretty  endeavour  truly. 

Heart.  I  have  told  her  in  as  plain  Englifli  as  I  could 
fpeak,  both  what  the  town  fays  of  her,  and  what  I  think 
of  her.  In  fhort,  I  have  ufed  her  as  an  abfolute  .king 
v/ould  do  Magna  Charta. 
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Conft.  And  how  does  flie  take  it  ? 

Heart.  As  children  do  pills;  bite  them,  but  can't 
fwallow  them. 

Conji.  But,  pr'ythee,  what  has  put  it  into  your  head, 
of  all  mankind,  to  turn  reformer  ? 

Heart.  Why,  one  thing  was,  the  morning  hung  upon 
my  hands,  I  did  rot  know  what  to  do  with  myfelf :  and 
another  was,  that  as  little  as  I  care  for  women,  I  could 
not  fee  with  patience  one  that  Heaven  had  taken  fuch 
wonderous  pains  about,  be  fo  very  indulhious  to  make 
herfelf  the  jack-pudding  of  the  creation. 

ConJl.  Well,  now  could  I  almoft  wilh  to  fee  my  cruel 
iniftrefs  make  the  fclf-fame  ufe  of  what  Heaven  has  done 
tor  her,  that  fo  I  might  be  cured  of  the  fame  difeafe  that 
makes  me  fo  very  uneafy  j  for  love,  love  is  the  devil, 
Heartfiee. 

Heart.  And  why  do  you  let  the  devil  govern  you  ? 

Conft.  Becaufe  I  have  more  flefh  and  blood  than  grace 
and  ielf-  denial.  My  dear,  dear  miftrefs,  'fdeath  !  that 
fo  genteel  a  woman  fliould  be  a  faint,  when  religion's  out 
of  fafhion. 

Heart.  Nay,  (he's  much  in  the  wrong  truly  ;  but  who 
knows  how  far  time  and  good  example  may  prevail  ? 

CoJtft.  Oh  !  they  have  played  their  parts  in  vain  al 
ready :  'tis  now  two  years  fince  the  fellow  her  hufband 
invited  me  to  his  wedding ;  and  there  was  the  firft  time  I 
faw  that  charming  woman,  whom  I  have  loved  ever  fince ; 
but  (he  is  cold,  my  friend,  {till  cold  as  the  northern  .(tar. 

Heart.  So  are  all  women  by  nature,  which  makes  tii?m 
fo  willing  to  be  warmed. 

Conft.  Oh,  don't  profane  the  fex  ;  pr'ythee  think  them 
all  angels  for  her  fake;  for  (he's  virtuous  even  to  a  fault. 

Heart.  A  lover's  head  is  a  good  accountable  thing 
truly  ;  he  adores  his  miftrefs  for  being  virtuous,  and  yet 
is  very  angry  with  herbecaufe  flie  won't  be  kind. 

Conjt.  Well,  the  only  relief  I  expert  in  my  mifery  is 
to  fee  thee  feme  day  or  other  as  deeply  engaged  as  mytelf, 
which  will  force  me  to  be  merry  in  the  midft  of  all  my 
misfortunes. 

Heart.  That  day  will  never  come,  be  allured,  Ned : 
*  not  but  that  I  can  pafs  a  night  with  a  woman,  and  for 
'  the  time,  perhaps,  make  myfelf  as  good  fport  as  you 

'  can 
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c  can  do.  Nay.  I  can  court  a  woman  too,  call  her  nymph, 

*  angel,  goddeis,  what  you  pleafe  :  but  here's  the  diffe- 
'  rence  between  you  and  I ;  I  perfuade  a  woman  (lie's  an 

*  angel,  and  (he  perfuades  you  fhe's  one.'     But,  pr'y- 
thee,  let  me  tell  you  how  I  avoid  falling  in  love  ;  that 
which  ferves  me  for  prevention,  may  chance  to  ferve  you 
for  a  cure. 

Conft.  Well,  ufe  the  ladies  moderately  then,  and  I'll 
hear  you. 

Heart.  That  ufing  them  moderately  undoes  us  all:  but 
I'll  ufe  them  juflly,  and  that  you  ought  to  be  fatisfied 
with.  I  always  confider  a  woman,  not  as  the  taylor,  the 
fhoemaker,  the  tire-woman,  the  femptrefs,  and  (which  is 
more  than  all  that)  the  poet  makes  her ;  but  I  confider 
her  as  pure  nature  has  contrived  her,  and  that  more  ftriclly 
than  I  (hould  have  done  our  old  grandmother  Eve,  had 
I  feen  her  naked  in  the  garden  ;  for  I  confider  her  turned 
infide  out.  Her  heart  well  examined,  I  find  there  pride, 
vanity,  covetoufnefs,  indifcretion  ;  but  above  all  things, 
malice :  plots  eternally  forging  to  deflroy  one  another's 
reputation?,  and  as  honeftly  to  charge  the  levity  of  men's 
tongues  with  the  fcandal ;  hourly  debates  how  to  make 
poor  gentlemen  in  love  with  them,  with  no  other  intent 
but  to  ufe  them  like  dogs  when  they  have  done ;  a  con- 
flant  defire  of  doing  more  mifchief,  and  an  everlafling 
war  waged  againft  truth  and  good-nature. 

Conjl.  Very  well,  Sir  ;  an  admirable  compofition  truly  ! 

Heart.  Then  for  her  outfide,  I  confider  it  meerly  as  an 
outride ;  flie  has  a  thin  tiffany  covering,  juft  over  fuch 
fluff  as  you  and  I  are  made  on.  As  for  her  motion,  her 
mien,  her  airs,  and  all  thofe  tricks,  I  knmv  they  affect 
you  mightily.  If  you  fliculd  fee  your  miilrefs  at  a  coro 
nation,  dragging  her  peacock's  train,  with  all  her  irate 
and  infolence  about  her,  'twould  flrike  you  with  all  the 
awful  thoughts  that  Heaven  itfelf  could  pretend  to  from 
you  :  whereas  I  turn  the  whole  matter  inio  a  jeft,  and 
fuppofe  her  flrutting  in  the  felf  fame  {lately  manner, 
with  nothing  on  her  but  her  flays,  and  her  fcanty  quilted 
under  petticoat. 

Conft.  HoldThy  profane  tongue ;  for  I'll  hear  no  more. 

Heatt.  What,  you'll  love  on  then  i 

Conft.  Yes. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Yet  have  no  hopes  at  all. 

Conjl.  None. 

Heart.  Nay,  the  refolution  may  be  difcreet  enough  ? 
perhaps  you  have  found  out  fome  new  philofophy,  that 
love,  like  virtue,  is  its  own  reward  :  fo  you  and  your  mif— 
trefs  will  be  as  well  content  at  a  diftance,  as  others  that 
have  lefs  learning  are  in  coming  together. 

Conjl.  No  ;  but  if  (he  fhould  prove  kind  at  laft,  my 
dear  Heart  free.  [Embracing  kim+ 

Heart.  Nay,  pr'ythee  don't  take  me  for  your  miltrefs  ; 
for  lovers  are  very  troublefome. 

Conjl.  Well,  who  knows  what  time  may  do  ? 

Heart.  And  juft  now  he  was  fure  time  could  do  no 
thing. 

Conjl.  Yet  not  one  kind  glance  in  two  years,  is  fomf- 
what  flrange. 

Heart.  Not  flrangeat  all;  fhe  don't  like  you,  that's alE 
the  bufinefs. 

Conjl.  Pt'ythee  don't  diftraft  me. 

Heart.  Nay,  you  are  a  good  handfome  young  fellow, 
fhe  might  ufe  you  better.  Come,  will  you  go  fee  her  ? 
Perhaps  (he  may  have  changed  her  mind ;  there's  fome< 
hopes,  as  long  as  (lie's  a  woman. 

Conjl.  Oh,  'tis  in  vain  to  vifit  her  !  Sometimes,  to  get  a 
fight  of  her,  I  vifit  that  beaft  her  hu(band,  but  (he  cer 
tainly  finds  fome  pretence  to  quit  the  room  as  foon  as  I 
enter. 

Heart.  It's  much  (he  don't  tell  him  you  have  made  love 
to  her  too;  for  that's  another  good-natured  thing  ufual 
amongft  women,  in  which  they  have  feveral  ends.  Some 
times  'tis  to  recommend  their  virtue,  that  they  may  be 
kind  with  the  greater  fecurity.  Sometimes  'tis  to  make 
their  hu(bands  fight,  in  hopes  they  may  be  killed,  when 
their  affairs  require  it  fliould  be  fo  :  but  moft  commonly 
'tis  to  engage  two  men  in  a  quarrel,  that  they  may  have 
the  credit  of  being  fought  for;  and  if  the  lover's  killed 
in  the  bufinefs,  they  cry,  Poor  fellow,  he  had  ill  luck—— 
and  fo  they  go  to  cards. 

Conjl.  Thy  injuries  to  women  are  not  to  be  forgiven. 
Look  to't,  if  ever  you  fall  into  their  hands 

Heart.  They  can't  ufe  me  worfe  than  they  do  you,  that 
peak  well  of  them.  Oh,  ho  !  here  comes  the  knight. 

3  Enter 
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Enter  S'>r  John  Brute. 

Heart.  Yourhunfble  fervant,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  Servant,  Sir. 

Heart.  How  does  all  your  family  ? 

Sir  John.  Pox  o'  my  family. 

Conft,  How  does  your  Lady  ?  I  han't  feen  her  abroad 
a  good  while. 

Sir  John.  Do  !  I  don't  know  how  (he  does,  not  I ;  (he 
was  well  enough  yefterday ;  I  han't  been  at  home  to 
night. 

Conft.  What,  were  "you  out  of  town  ? 

Sir  John.  Out  of  town  !   No,  I  was  drinking. 

ConjL  You  are  a  true  Englifhman  ;  don't  know  your 
own  happinefs.  If  I  were  married  to  fuch  a  woman,  I 
woiild  not  be  from  her  a  night,  for  all  the  wine  in  France. 

Sir  John.  Not  from  her  ! — 'Oons — what  a  time  fliould 
a  man  have  of  that ! 

Heart.  Why,  there's  no  divifion,  I  hope. 

Sir  John.  No;  but  there's  a  conjunction,  and  that's 
\vorfe  ;  a  pox  of  the  parfon—  Why  the  plague  don't  you 
two  marry  ?  I  fancy  I  look  like  the  devil  to  you. 

Heart.  Why,  you  don't  think  you  have  horns,  do  you  ? 

Sir  John.  No;  I  believe  my  wife's  religion  will  keep 
her  honeft. 

Heart.  And  what  will  make  her  keep  her  religion  ? 

Sir  John.  Perfecution  ;  and  therefore  file  (hall  have  it, 

Heart.  Have  a  care,  knight,  women  are  tender  things. 

Sir  John.  And  yer,  methinks,  'tis  a  hard  matter  to 
break  their  hearts. 

Conjl.  Fy,  fy  !  you  have  one  of  the  be  ft  wives  in  the 
world,  and  yet  you  feem  the  moft  uneafy  hufband. 

Sir  John.  Belt  wives  ! — the  woman's  well  enough  ;  {he 
has  no  vice  that  1  know  of;  but  (lie's  a  wife,  and — damn 
a  wife ;  if  I  were  married  to  a  hogfliead  of  claret,  ma 
trimony  would  make  me  hate  it. 

Heart.  Why  «lid  you  marry  then  ?  You  were  old 
enough  to  know  your  own  mind. 

Sir  John.  Why  did  I  marry  !  I  married  becaufe  I  had 
a  mind  to  lay  with  her,  and  fhe  would  not  let  me. 

Heart.  Why  did  you  not  ravifh  her  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  and  ib  have  hedged  myfelf  into  forty 
quarrels  with  her  relations,  befides  buying  my  pardon : 

but 
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but  more  than  all  that,  you  muft  know  I  was  afraid  of 
being  damned  in  thofe  days  :  for  I  kept  fneaking  cowardly 
company,  fellows  that  went  to  church,  faid  grace  to  their 
meat,  and  had  not  the  leaft  tindure  of  quality  about 
them. 

Heart.  But  I  think  you  are  got  into  a  better  gang  now. 

Sir  John.  Zoons,  Sir,  my  Lord  Rake  and  I  are  hand1 
and  glox-e  :  I  believe  we  may  get  our  bones  broke  together 
to-night.  Have  you  a  mind  to  fhare  a  frolic  ? 

Conjf.  Not  I,  truly  ;  my  talent  lies  in  fofter  exercifes. 

Sir  John.  What,  a  down-bed  and  a  {trumpet  ?  A  pox 
of  venery,  I  fay.  Will  you.  come  and  drink  with  me  this 
afternoon  ? 

C'jnft.  I  can't  drink  to-day  ;  but  we'll  come  and  fit  an 
hour  with  you  if  you  will. 

Sirjvhn,  Pough,  pox,  fit  an  hour!  Why  can't  you* 
drink  ? 

Conjf.  Becaufe  I'm  to  fee  my  mhtrefs.. 

Sir  John.  Who's  that  ? 

ConJL  Why  do  you  ufe  to  tell  ? 

Sir  John.  Yes. 

Gonft.  So  won't  I. 

Kir  John.  Why  ?. 

Conft.  Becaufe  it  is  a  fecret. 

Sir  Jobm  Would  my  wife  knew  it,  'twould  be  no  fecret 
long. 

Conft.  Why,  do  you  think  (he  can't  keep  a  fecret  ? 

Sir  John.  No  more  than  flie  could  keep  Lent. 

Heart.  Pr'ythee,  tell  it  her  to  try,  Conftant. 

Sir  John.  No,  pr'ythee  don't,  that  I  mayn't  be  plagued  I 
with  it. 

Conft,  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea  you  don't  make  her  tell  it. 
you. 

Sir  John.  I'll  hold  you  a  guinea  I  do. 

Conft.  Which  way  ? 

Sir  John.  Why,  I'll  beg  her  not  to  tell  it  me. 

Heart.  Nay,  if  any  thing  does  it,  that  will. 

Conft.  But  do  you  think,  Sir 

Sir  John.  'Oons,  Sir,  I  think  a  woman  and  a  fecret  are 
the  two  impertinenteft  themes  in  the  univerfe  ;  therefore 
pray  let's  hear  no  more  of  my  wife  nor  your  millrefs. 
Damn  them  bath  with  all  ray  heart  and  every  thing  elfe. 

that 
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that  daggles  a  petticoat,  except  four  generous  whores  who 
are  drunk  with  my  Lord  Rake  and  I  ten  times  in  a  fort 
night.  [£**'/ #r  John. 

Conjl.  Here's  a  dainty  fellow  for  you  !  and  the  verieft 
-'coward  too.     But  his  ufage  of  his  wife  makes  me  ready 
to  flab  the  villain. 

Heart.  Lovers  are  fhort-fighted  :  all  their  fenfes  run 
into  that  of  feeling.  This  proceeding  of  his  is  the  only 
thing  on  earth  can  make  you  fortunate.  If  any  thing  can 
prevail  with  her  to  accept  a  gallant,  'tis  his  ufage  of  her. 
Pr'ythee,  take  heart,  I  have  great  hopes  for  you  ;  and 
fmce  I  can't  bring  you  quite  off  her,  I'll  endeavour  to 
bring  you  quite  on  ;  for  a  whining  lover  is  the  damneft 
companion  upon  earth. 

.Conjl.  My  dear  friend,  flatter  me  a  little  more  with 
thefe  hopes ;  for  whilft  they  prevail,  I  have  Elyfiura 
within  me,  and  could  melt  with  joy. 

Heart.  Pray  no  melting  yet ;  *  let  things  go  farther 
*  firft.'  This  afternoon  perhaps  we  (hall  make  fome  ad 
vance.  In  the  mean  while,  let's  go  dine  at  Locket's,  and 
let  hope  get  you  a  ftomach.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  Lady  Fancyful's  Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Fancyful,  and  Mademoifelle. 

Lady  Fan.  Did  you  ever  fee  any  thing  fo  importune, 
Mademoifelle  ? 

Mad.  Inteed,  Matam,  to  fay  de  trute,  he  want  leetel 
good-breeding. 

Lady  Fan.  Good-breeding  !  He  wants  to  be  caned, 
Mademoifelle.  An  infolent  fellow  !  and  yet,  let  me  ex- 
pofe  my  weaknefs,  'tis  the  only  man  on  earth  I  could  re- 
folve  to  difpenfe  my  favours  on,  were  he  but  a  fine  gen 
tleman.  Well,  did  men  but  know  how  deep  an  impreffion 
a. fine  gentleman  makes  in  a  lady's  heart,  they  would  re 
duce  all  their  ftudies  to  that  of  good-breeding  alone. 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Will  your  Ladyfliip  pleafe  to  dine  yet  ? 

Lady  Fan.  Yes,  let  them  ferve,  [Exit  Servant."}  Sure 
this  Heartfree  has  bewitch'd  me,  Mademoifelle.  *  You 
'  can't  imagine  how  oddly  he  mixed  himfelf  in  my 
*  thoughts  during  my  rapture  e'en  now.'  I  vow  'tis  a 

thoufand 
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houfand  pities  he  is  not  more  polifhed  ;  don't  you  think 
o? 

Mad.  Matam,  I  think  it  fo  great  pity,  that  if  I  was  in 
your  Ladyfliip's  place,  I  take  him  home  in  my  houfe,  I 
Jock  him  up  in  my  clofet,  and  I  never  let  him  go,  till  I 
teach  him  every  ting  dat  fine  lady  expect  from  fine  gen 
tleman. 

Lady  Fan.  Why  truly  I  believe,  I  mould  foon  fubdue 
his  brutality  ;  for,  without  doubt,  he  has  a  ftrange  pen 
chant  to  grow  fond  of  me,  in  fpite  of  his  averfion  to  th& 
fex,  elfe  he  would  ne'er  have  taken  fo  much  pains  about 
me.  Lord,  how  proud  would  fome  poor  creatures  be  of 
i'uch  a  conqueft!  But  I,  alas  !  I  dont  know  how  to  re 
ceive  as  a  favour,  what  I  take  to  be  fo  infinitely  my  due. 
But  what  (hall  I  do  to  new  mould  him,  Mademoifelle,  for 
till  then,  he's  my  utter  averfion  ? 

Mad.  Matam,  you  mult  laugh  at  him  in  all  de  place 
dat  you  meet  him,  and  turn  into  de  riticule  all  he  fay, 
and  all  he  do. 

Lady  Fan.  Why  truly  fatire  has  ever  been  of  wond'rous 
ufe  to  reform  ill-manners.  Befides,  'tis  my  particular 
talent  to  ridicule  folks.  I  can  be  fevere,  ftrangely  fevere, 
when  I  will,  Mademoifelle — Give  me  the  pen  and  ink— 
1  find  myfelf  whimfical — I'll  write  to  him — Or  I'll  let  it 
alone,  and  be  fevere  upon  him  that  way.  [Sitting  down  to 
write,  rijtng  up  again.] — Yet  active  feverity  is  better  than 
paflive. — [Sitting  down..] — 'Tis  as  good  to  let  it  alone  too  ; 
for  every  lafli  I  give  him,  perhaps  he'll  take  for  a  favour. 
—R'Jing.']  Yet  'tis  a  thoufand  piries  fo  much  fatire  Ihould 
be  loft.  (Hitting.'] — But  if  it  (nould  have  a  wrong  effect 
upon  him,  'twould  diftract  me.  {R'fag'] — Well,  I  muft 
write  though  after  all.  [Sitting.] — Or  I'll  let  it  alone, 
which  is  the  fame  thing.  [Rifing. 

Mad.  La  voila  determinee.  [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT.          ,  » 


ACT 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE  opens.     Sir  John,  Lady  Brute,  and  Btfuu!a, 
rijingfrom  the  table. 

SIR  JOHN. 

HERE;  take  away  the  things:  I  expecl  company. 
But  firit  brin^  me  a  pipe  :  I'll  fmcjke. 

[To  a  Servant. 

Lady  Brute.  Lord,  Sir  John,  I  wonder  you  won't  leave 
that  natty  cuftom. 

Sir  John,  Pr'ythee,  don't  be  impertinent. 
Bel.   [Ttf  Lady  Brute.]  I  wonder  who  thofe  are  he  e:c- 
pe6b  this  afternoon. 

Lady  Brute.  I'd  give  the  world  to  know.  Perhaps  'tis 
Conftunt,  he  comes  here  fometimes;  if  it 'does  prove  him,. 
I'm  refolved  I'll  fltare  the  vitit. 

tic!.  We'll  fend  for  our  work,  and  fit  here. 
Lady  Brute.  He'll  choak  us  with  his  tobacco. 
Bd.  Nothing  will  choak  us  when  we  are  doing  what  we 
have  a  mind  to.     Lovewel1. 

Enter  Love  well. 
Love.  Madam. 

Lady  Brute.  Here;  bring  my  cou fin's  work  and  mine 

hither.  [  Exit  Lov.  and  re-enters  -a'///>  their  iu;>rk. 

Sir  John.  Why,  pox,  can't  you  work  (bmewhere  elfe  ' 

Ladj  Brwfe.  We  ft.aU   be  careful  not  to  diilurb  you, 

Sir. 

Bel.  Your  pipe  would  make  you  too  thong!  f'ul,  unc'r, 
it  you  were  left  alone;  our  prittlc  prattle  will  cure  yoi  r 
fpleen. 

Sir  John.  Will  it  Co,  Mr?.  Pert !  Now  I  bcl;eve  it  will 
fu  incrrafe  it,  [Sitting  ami  J'mokiag.~\  I  flu;ll  take  my  cwn 
houfe  fora  pajcr-mi!!. 

Lady  Jirvtc.  \To  Bel.  a/ide.]  D  >n't  h  t's  mind  him  ;  la 
him  fay  what  he  uilU 

Sir  yvbn.  A  woman's  tongue  a  cure  for  the  fplcen — 
'oons  —  [d/fdr  ]  If  a  man  had  got  the  head-ach,  they'd 
be  for  applying  the  fame  remedy. 

Lady  Brute.  You  have  done  a  great  deal,  Bdiixht,  fince 
vefterday, 

C  BJ. 
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Bel.  Yes,  I  have  worked  very  hard  ;  how  do  you  like 
it  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Oh  !  'tis  the  prettieft  fringe  in  the  world. 
Well,  coufin,  you  have  the  happiell  fancy  ;  pr'ythee  ad- 
vife  me  about  altering  my  crimibn  petticoat. 

Kir  John.  A  pox  o'  your  petticoat;  here's  fuch  a  pra- 
t'r.g,  a  man  can't  digelt  his  own  thoughts  for  you. 

Lady  Brute.  Don't  anfwer  him.  [Ajidc.]  Well,  what  do 
you  advife  me  ? 

Eel.  Why,  really,  I  would  not  alter  it  at  all.  Methinks, 
'tis  very  pretty  as  it  i«. 

Lady  Brute.  Ay,  that's  true  :  but  you  know  one  grows 
weary  of  the  prettieft  things  in  the  world  when  one  kag 
had  them  long. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  I  have  taught  her  that. 

Bel.  Shall  we  provoke  him  a  little? 

Lady  Brute.  With  all  my  heart.  Belinda,  don't  you 
long  to  be  married  ? 

Bel.  Why,  there  are  fome  things  in  it  which  I  could 
like  well  enough. 

Lady  Brute.  What  do  you  think  you  fhould  diflike  ? 

Bel.  My  hufband,  a  hundred  tooneelfe. 

Lady  Brute.  Oh,  ye  wicked  wretch  !  Sure  you  don't 
fpeak  as  you  think  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  I  do  :  efpecially  if  hefmoked  tobacco. 

[Sir  John  looks  earncftly  at  them* 

Lady  Brute.  Why,  that  many  times  takes  off  worfe 
fmells. 

BJ.  Then  he  muft  fmell  very  ill  indeed. 

Lady  Brute.  So  fome  men  will,  to  keep  their  wives  from 
Coming  near  them. 

Bel.  Then  thole  wives  fliould  cuckold  them  at  a  di- 
fiaoce. 

[//f  rifts  In  a  fury,  t/jrvivs  his  pipe  at  them,  and  drives 
them  out.     As  they  run  off,  Conltant  and  Heartfree 
enter.      Lady  Brute  runs  againjl  Conftant. 
Sir  John.  'Oons,  get  you  gone  up  (lairs,  you  confedera 
ting  ttrumpets  you,  or  I'll  cuckold  you  with  a  vengeance. 
LaJy  Brute.  Oh,  lord,  he'll  beat  us,  he'll  beat  us.  Dear, 
dear  Mr.  Conflaut,  fave  us.  [Exeunt. 

Sir  John.  I'll  cuckold  you,  with  a  pox. 
Conjl.  Heav'n !  Sir  John,  what's  the  matter ! 

4  Sir 
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Sir  John.  Sure  if  women  had  been  ready  crea-ed,  the 
devil,  inftead  of  being  kicked  down  into  hell,  had  been 
married. 

Heart.  Why,  what  new  plagues  have  you  found  now  ? 

Sir  John.  Why  thefe  two  gentlewomen  did  but  hear 

me  fay  I  expected  you  here  this  afternoon ;  upon  which, 

they  prefently  refolved  to  take  up  the  room,  o'  purpofe 

to  plague  me  and  my  friends. 

Conft.  Was  that  all  ?  Why  we  fliould  have  been  glad 
of  their  company. 

Sir  John.  Then  I  fhould  have  been  weary  of  yours  ; 
for  I  can't  relifh  both  together.  They  found  fault  with 
my  fmoking  tobacco  too;  and  faid  men  ilunk.  But  I 
have  a  go'  d  mind — to  fay  fomething. 

Conft.   No,  nothing  againll  the  ladies,  pray. 
Sir  John,  Spl't  the  ladies.     Come,  will  you  fit  down  ? 
Give  us  fome  wine,  fellow.     You  won't  fmoke  ! 

Conft.  No,  nor  drink  neither,  at  this  time,  I  muft  afk 
your  pardon. 

Sir  John.  What,  this  mifliefs  of  yours  runs  in  your 
head  !  I'll  warrant  it's  fome  fuch  fqueamifh  minx  as  my 
wife,  that's  grown  fo  dainty  of  late,  flie  finds  fault  even 
with  a  dirty  mirt. 

Heart.  That  a  woman  may  do,  and  not  be  very  dainty 
neither. 

Sir  John.  *  Pox  o'  the  women,  let's  drink.'  Come 
you  (hall  take  one  glafs,  though  I  fend  for  a  box  of 
lozenges  to  fweeten  your  mouth  after  it. 

Conjl.  Nay,  if  one  glafs  will  (atisfy  you,  I'll  drink  it, 
without  putting  you  to  that  expence. 

Sir  John.  Why  that's  honeft.  Fill  fome  wine,  firrah. 
So  here's  to  you,  gentlemen — A  wife's  the  devil.  To 
your  both  being  married.  [Tbfj  drink, 

Heart.  Oh,  your  molt  humble  fervant,  Sir. 
Sir  John.  Well,  how  do  you  like  my  wine  ? 
Conjl.  'Tis  very  good,  indeed. 
Heart.  *Tis  admirable. 
Sir  John,  Then  give  us  t'other  glaf?. 
Conji.  No,  pray  excufe  us   now  :  we'll  come  another 
time,  and  then  we  won't  fpare  it. 
Sir  John,  This  one  glafs,  and  no  more.     Come,  it  (hall 
C  2  be 
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be  your  mifltefs's  health  ;  and  that's  a  great  compliment 
from  me,  I  afUire  you. 

Cut/jL  And  'tis  a  very  obliging  one  ta  me  :  fo  give  us 
rl-.e  Citifies. 

Xir  Jul.»i.  So  —  let  her  HTC. 

[57r  John  corgf'S  In  the  glafs* 

Heart.  And  he  kind. 

Cnijl.  Whnt's  the  matter  ?  Does  it  go  the  wrong  way  ? 

$ir  'Jolm.  li  I  had  love  enough  to  be  jealous,  I  fliould 
take  this  tor  an  ill  omen  :  for  I  never  drank  my  wife's 
health  in  my  life,  but  I  puked  in  my  glafs. 

Conjh  Oh,  ihe's  too  virtuous  to  make  any  reasonable 
man  jealous. 

Sir  Join.  Pox  of  her  virtue.  If  I  could  catch  her 
adulterating,  I  might  be  divorc'd  from  her  by  law. 

Heart.  And  fo  pay  her  a  yearly  penfion,  to  be  a  di- 
flinguifhed  cuckold. 

Enter  Servant. 

Srrv.  Sir,  there's  my  Lord  Rake,  Colonel  Bully,  and 
fome  other  gentlemen  at  the  Blue  Polls,  defire  your  com- 

W- 

Sir  John.  Gad  fo,  we  are  to  confult  about  playing  the 
devil  to-night. 

Heart.  Well,  we  'won't  hinder  bufineft. 

Sir  John.  Methinks,  I  don't  know  how  to  leave  you 
two  ;  but  for  once  I  muft  make  bold.  Or,  look  you  ; 
may  be  the  conference  mayn't  laft  long  !  So  if  you'll 
wait  here  h.ilt  an  hour,  or  an  hour  ;  if  I  don't  come  then 
—  why  then  —  I  won't  come  at  all. 

Heart.  {To  Conft.}.  A  good  modcft  propofition,  truly, 


Cptift.  But  let's  accept  on't,  however.  Who  knows 
what  may  happen.  . 

Heart.  Well,  Sir,  to  (hew  you  how  fond  we  are  of 
your  company,  we'll  exptcl  your  return  as  long  as  we 
can. 

o/r  John.  Nay,  may  be  I  mayn't  ftay  at  all  ;  but  bufi- 
nefs,  you  know,  mult  be  done.  So  your  fervant  —  Or, 
hark  you,  if  you  hav«  a  mind  to  take  a  frifk  with  us,  I 
have  an  imereft  with  my  Lord  ;  I  CUD  eafily  introduce 
you. 

Conjl. 
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Conft.  We  are  much  beholden  to  you  ;  but  for  my 
part,  I'm  engaged  another  way. 

Sir  John.  What !  to  your  miftrefs,  I'll  warrant.  Pr'y- 
thee,  leave  your  nafty  punk  to  entertain  herielf  with  her 
own  wicked  thoughts,  and  make  one  with  us  to-night. 

Conft.  Sir,  'tis  bufinefs  that  is  to  employ  me. 

Heart.  And  me  ;  and  bufinefs  muft  be  done,  you  know. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  women's  bufinefs,  though  the  world 
were  confumed  for  it.  [£xit  Sir  John. 

Conjl.  Farewel,  beaft  ;  and  now,  my  dear  friend,  would 
my  miftrefs  be  but  as  complaifant  as  fome  men's  wives, 
who  think  it  a  piece  of  good-breeding  to  receive  the 
vifits  of  their  hufband's  friends  in  his  abfence. 

Heart.  Why,  for  your  fake,  I  could  forgive  her,  c  tho* 

*  (he  mould  be  fo  complaifant  to  receive  fomething  elfe 

*  in  his  abfence.'    But  what  way  (hall  we  invent  to  fee 
her  ? 

Conft.  Oh,  ne'er  hope  it :  invention  will  prove  as  vain 
as  willies. 

Enter  LaiJy  Brute  and  Belinda. 

Heart.  What  do  you  think  nuw,  friend  ? 

Con  ft.  I  think  I  fliaH  fwoon. 

Heart.  I'll  fpeak  full  then,  whilft  you  fetch  breath. 

Lady  Brute.  We  think  ourfelves  obliged,  gentlemen, 
to  come  and  return  you  thanks  tor  your  knight-errantry. 
We  were  juft  upon  being  devoured  by  the  fiery  dragon. 

Ed.  Did  not  his  fumes  almoit  knock  you  down,  gen 
tlemen  ? 

Heart.  Truly,  ladies,  we  did  undergo  fome  hardfliips  ; 
and  mould  have  done  more,  it- fome  greater  heroes  than 
ourfclves,  hard  by,  had  not  diverted  him. 

Conft.  Though  I  am  glad  of  the  ferviceyou  are  pleafed 
to  lay  we  have  done  you,  yet  I'm  fbrry  we  could  do  it  in 
no  other  way,  than  by  making  ourielyes  privy  to  what 
you  would  perhaps  have  kept  a  fecret. 

Rd.  For  Sir  John's  part,  I  fuppofe  he  defigned  it  no 
fecrer,  flnce  he  made  fo  much  noife.  And  for  myfolf, 
truly  I'm  not  much  concerned,  fince  'tis  fallen  only  into 
this  gentleman's  hands  and  yours ;  who,  I  have  many 
reafons  to  believe,  will  neither  interpret  nor  report  any 
thing  to  my  disadvantage. 

C  3  Conft. 
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Cfln/1.  Your  good  op:nion,  Madam,  was  what  I  feared 
I  never  could  have  merited. 

L.atly  Brute.  Your  Tears  were  vain  then,  Sir;  for  I'm 
ju  H  to  every  body. 

If  cart,  IVythee,  Cohftanr,  what  is't  you  do  to  get  the 
IsiditV  good  opinions ;  for  I'm  a  novice  at  it  ? 

P.fl.  Sir,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  inttrucl  you  ? 

Heart.  Yes,  that  1  will,  with  all  my  foul,  Madam. 

Eil,  Why  then,  you  mufl  never  be  a  floven  ;  never  be 
out  of  humour,  never  fmoke  tobacco,  nor  drink  but  when 
you  are  dry. 

Iltirt.  'I  hat's  hard, 

Conjl.  Nay,  if  you  take  his  bottle  from  him,  you  break 
his  heart,  Madam. 

Eel.  Why,  is  it  poffible  the  gentleman  can  love  drink- 
ing  ? 

Heart.  Only  by  way  of  antidote. 

Rrl.  Again  ft  what,  pray  ? 

lltart.  Againft  love,  Madam. 

LaJy  Brute.  Are  you  afraid  of  being  in  love,  Sir? 

Heart.  I  fliould,  if  there  were  any  danger  of  it. 

Laily  Brute.  Pray,  why  fo  ? 

Heart.  Becaufe  I  always  had  an  averfion  to  being  ufed 
like  a  -dog. 

/?,/.  \\  hy,  truly,  men  in  love  arefeldom  ufed  better. 

/.<7./>'  Bntte.  But  was  you  never  in  love,  Sir  ? 

Heart.  No,  I  thank  Heaven,  Madam. 

7>V/.  Pr.^y,  where  got  you  your  learning  then  ? 

Heart.  From  other  people's  expence. 

Bel.  Thai's  being  a  f'punger,  Sir,  which  is  fcarce  honeft : 
if  you'd  buy.fome  experience  with  your  own  money,  as 
Would  be  fairlier  got,  fo  'twould  ftick  longer  by  you. 
Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Madam,  here's  my  Lady  Fancyful,  to  wait  upon 
your  Liidyfnip. 

Laefy  lirutf.  Shield  me,  kind  Heaven  !  What  an  inun 
dation  of  impertinence  is  here  coming  upon  us  ! 

Fitter  La<ty  Fancyful,  ivho  rum  firjl  to  Lady  Brute,  then 
to  Belinda,  kijfivg  them*. 

Lath  Fan.  My  dear  Lady  Brute,  and  fweet  Belinda> 
nmhfnks,  'cis  an  age  liuce  I  law  you. 

Laely 
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Latly  Brute.  Yet  'tis  but  three  days;  fure  you  have 
pafled  your  time  very  ill,  it  feems  fo  long  to  you. 

Lady  Fan.  Why  really,  to  conrefs  the  truth  ro  you,  I 
am  fo  everlaftingly  ratigutd  with  the  addrefles  of  unfor- 
tunate  gentlemen,  that,  were  it  not  for  the  extravagancy 
of  the  example,  I  mould  e'en  tear  out  thefe  wicked  eyes 
with  my  own  fingers,  to  make  both  inyfelf  and  mankind 
eafy.  What  think  you  on't,  Mr.  Hcartfree  ?  for  I  take 
you  to  be  my  faithful  ad  viler. 

Heart.  Why,  truly,  Madam, — I  think — every  project 
that  is  for  the  good  of  mankind,  ought  to  be  encouragedt 
Lacjy  Fan.  Then  I  have  yourconfent,  Sir  ? 
Heart.  To  do  whatever  you  pleafe,  Madam. 
Lady  Fan.  You  had  a  much  more  limited  complaifance 
this  morning,  Sir.     Would  you  believe  it,  ladies  ?    the 
gentleman  has  been  fo  exceeding  generous,  to  tell  me  of 
above  fifty  faults,  in  lefs  time  than  it  was  well  poffible  for 
me  to  commit  two  of  them. 

Conft.  Why  truly,  Madam,  my  friend  there  is  apt  to  be 
fomething  familiar  with  the  ladies. 

Lady  fan.  He  is  indeed,  Sir ;  but  he's  wonderous  cha 
ritable  with  it  :  he  has  had  the  goodnefs  to  defign  a  re 
formation,  e'en  down  to  my  fingers'  ends.— 'Twas  thus, 
I  think,  Sir,  [Opening  berjitgcrs  in  an  aivfavard  manner.] 
you'd  have  them  ftand — My  eyes  too  he  did  not  like  : 
how  was'tyou  would  have  directed  them  ?  Thus  I  think. 
[Staring  at  him.} — Then  there  was  fomething  amifs  in 
my  gait  too  :  I  don't  know  well  how  'twas !  but  as  I  take 
it,  he  would  have  me  walk  like  him.  Pray,  Sir,  do  me  the 
favour,  to  take  a  turn  or  two  about  the  room,  that  the  com 
pany  may  fee  you — He's  fullen,  ladies,  and  won't.  Bur, 
to  make  fhorr,  and  give  you  as  true  an  idea  as  I  can  of  the 
matter,  I  think  'twas  much  about  this  figure  in  general, 
he  would  have  moulded  me  to :  but  I  was  an  obiV:nate 
woman,  and  could  not  refolve  to  make  myfelf  miih'e.fs 
of  his  hearr,  by  growing  as  aukward  as  his  fancy. 

[She  *ivalks  aukivardly  about^  flaring  and  looking  un 
gainly,  then  changes  on  a  fudden  to  the  extremity 
of  her  vfual  affectation. 

Heart,  juft  thus  women  do,  when  they  think  we  are  in 
love  with  them,  or  when  they  are  fo  with  us. 

[Here  Conilant  and  Latly  Brute  talk  together  apart. 

Lady 
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Lady  Fan.  'Twould,  however,  be  lefs  vanity  for  me 
to  conclude  the  former,  than  you  the  latter,  Sir. 

Heart,  Madam,  all  I  fhall  prefume  to  conclude,  is, 
that  if  I  were  in  love,  you'd  find  the  means  to  make  me 
foon  weary  on't. 

Lady  Fan.  Not  hy  over-fondnefs>  upon  my  word,  Sir. 
But,  pr'ythee,  let's  ftop  here  ;  for  you  are  fo  much  go 
verned  by  inftinft,  I  know  you'll  grow  brutifli  at  laft. 

Bel.  {Ajldc.}  Now  am  1  fure  fhe's  fond  of  him.  I'll 
I'll  try  to  make  her  jealous.  Well,  for  my  parr,  I  fliould 
be  glad  to  find  fomcbody  would  be  fo  free  with  me,  that  I 
might  know  my  faults,  and  mend  them. 

Lady  Fan.  Then,  pray,  let  me  recommend  this  gen 
tleman  to  you  :  I  have  known  him  fome  time,  and  will 
be  furety  for  him,  that  upon  a  very  limited  encourage 
ment  on  your  fide,  you  lhall  fiud  an  extended  impudence 
on  his. 

Heart.  I  thank  you,  Madam,  for  your  recommenda 
tion :  but,  hating  idlenels,  I'm  unwilling  to  enter  into  a 
place  where  I  believe  there  would  be  nothing  to  do.  I 
was  fond  of  ferving  your  Ladyfhip,  becauie  1  knew  you. 
would  find  me  conftant  employment. 

Lady  Fan.  I  told  you  he'd  be  rude,  Belinda. 

Bel.  Oh,  a  little  bluntnefs  is  a  fign  of  honefty,  which 
makes  me  always  ready  to  pardon  it.  So,  Sir,  if  you 
have  no  other  objections  to  my  lervice,  but  the  fear  of 
being  idle  in  it,  you  may  venture  to  lift  yourfelf :  I  ihall 
find  you  work,  I  warrant  you. 

Heart.  Upon  thofe  terms  I  engage,  Madam  ;  and  this, 
with  your  leave,  I  take  for  earneft. 

\Ojfering  to  kifs  her  hand. 

Bel.  Hold  there,  Sir  ;  I'm  none  of  yuur  earneft  givers. 
But  if  I'm  well  ferved,  I  give  good  wages,  and  pay  punc 
tually. 

[Heart,  and  Bel,  feem  to  continue  talking  familiarly. 

Lady  Fan.  [.4Jide.']  I  don't  like  this  jefting  between* 
them.  Mcthmks  the  fool  begins  to  look  as  if  he  were  in 
earneft — but  then  hemuft  beia  fool  indeed.  Lard,  what 
a  difference  there  is  between  me  and  her  !  \Looking  at 
Bel.  fcornftilly.]  How  I  fliould  defpife  fuck  a  thing,  if  I 

were  a  man  ! What  a  nofe  flie  has — What  a  chin— • 

\Vhat  a  neck— Then  her  eyes — And  the  woril  kilfing  lips 

ict 
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in  the  univerfe No,  no,  he  never  can  like  her,  that's 

potitive Yet  I  can't  fuffer  them  together,  any  longer. 

Mr.  Heartfree,  do  you  know,  that  you  and  I  mutt  have 
no  quarrel,  for  all  this  ?  I  can't  forbear  being  a  little  fe- 
vere  now  and  then ;  but  women,  you  know,  may  be  al 
lowed  any  thing. 

Heart*  Up  to  a  certain  age,  Madam. 

Lady  Fan.  Which  I'm  not  yet  paft,  I  hope. 

Heart.  [j4Jide.]  Nor  never  will,  I  dare  fvvear. 

Lady  Fan.  [To  Lady  Brute.]  Come,  Madam,  will  your 
Ladyfhip  be  witnefs  to  our  reconciliation  ? 

Lady  Brute.  You  are  agreed  then  at  laft. 

Heart,  [Slightingly.']   We  forgive. 

Lady  fan.  [A/tile.]  That  was  a  cold,  ill-natured  reply, 

Lady  Brute.  Then  there's  no  challenges  fent  between 
you  ? 

Heart.  Not  from  me,  I  promifc.  [d/idc  to  Conft.] 
But  that's  more  than  I'll  do  for  her ;  for  I  know  Ihe  can 
as  well  be  hanged  as  forbear  writing  to  me. 

Conjl.  That  I  believe.  But  I  think  we  had  beft  be  go 
ing,  Ictl  fhe  (hould  fufpecl  fomething,  and  be  malicious. 

Heart.  W7ith  all  my  heart. 

CanJ}.  Ladies,  we  arc  your  humble  fervants.  I  fee  Sir 
John  is  quite  engaged  ;  'twould  be  in  vain  toexpcd  him. 
Come,  Heartfree.  [F.xit. 

Heart.  Ladies,  your  fervant.  [To  Belinda.]  I  hope, 
Madam,  you  won't  forget  our  bargain  ;  I'm  to  fiiy  what 
I  pleafe  to  you. 

Bel.  Liberty  of  fpeech  entire,  Sir.  [Exit  Heart. 

Lndy  Fan.  [jffi/t.]  Very  pretty,  truly  ! But  how 

the  blockhead  went  out  lr.nguifh.ing  at  her,  and  nor  a  look 
towards  me.  Well,  people  may  talk,  but  miracles,  are 
not  ceafed  :  for  'tis  more  than  natural,  fuch  a  rude  fellow 
as  he,  aud  fuch  a  little  impertinent  as  {he,  fhould  be  capa 
ble  ot  making  a  woman  ot  my  fphere  uneafy.  But  I  can 
bear  her  fight  no  longer.  Methinks  (he's  grown  ten  times 
uglier  th.-n  Cornet.  I  mult  home,  and  Itudy  revenge. 
[To  Lady  Briue.]  Madam,  your  humble  fervant ;  I  mult 
take  my  leave. 

Lady  Brute.  What,  going  already,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Fan.  I  mult  beg  you'il  excufe  me  this  once  ;  for 
really,  I  have  eighteen  vifus  to  return  this  afternoon — 

So, 
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So,  you  fee  I'm  importuned  by  the  women,  as  well  a& 
the  men. 

BeL  [^£/f.]And  flic's  quits  with  them  both. 

Lady  Fan.  [Going,}  Nay,  you  (han't  go  one  ftep  out 
of  the  room. 

Lady  Brute.  Indeed  I'll  wait  upon  you  down. 

Lady  Fan.  No,  fweet  Lady  Brute  ;  you  know  1  fwoon 
at  ceremony.  • 

La<ly  Brute.  Pray,  give  me  leave. 

Lady  Fan.  You  know  I  won't. 

Lady  Brute.  Indeed  I  muft. 

Lady  Fan.  Indeed  you  fhan't. 

La  fly  Brute.  Indeed  I  will. 

Lady  Fan.  Indeed  you  fhan't. 

Lady  Brute.  Indeed  I  will. 

Lady  Fan.  Indeed  you  fhan't.  Indeed,  indeed,  indeed 
you  fhan't.  [Exit  Lady  Fan.  running  ;  they  follow. 

Re-enter  Lady  Brute. 

Lady  Brute.  This  impertinent  woman  has  put  me  out 
of  humour  for  a  fortnight.  What  an  agreeable  moment 
has  her  foolifh  vifit  interrupted  !  Lord,  what  a  plealure 
there  is  in  doing  what  we  fhould  not  do  ! 

Re-enter  Conftant. 
Ha  !  here  again  ! 

Coi/Jl.  Tho'  the  renewing  my  vifit  may  feem  a  little  ir 
regular,  I  hope  I  mall  obtain  your  pardon  tor  it,  Madam, 
when  you  know  I  only  left  the  room,  left  the  lady  who 
was  here  fhould  have  been  as  malicious  in  her  remarks, 
as  flie  is  foolifh  in  her  conduct. 

Lady  Brute.  He  who  has  difcretion  enough  to  be  ten 
der  of  a  woman's  reputation,  carries  a  virtue  about  him 
that  may  atone  for  a  great  many  faults. 

Can/}.  If  it  has  a  title  to  atone  for  any,  its  pretentious 
muft  needs  be  itrongeil,  where  the  crime  is  love.  '  I 

therefore  hope  I  fhall  be  forgiven  the  attempt  I  have 

made  upon  your  heart,  fmce  the  enterprife  has  been  a 

fecret  to  all  the  world  but  yourfelf. 

*  Lady  Brute.  Secrecy,  indeed,  in  fins  of  this  kind,  is 

an  argument  of  weight  to  leflen  the  punifhment ;  but 

nothing's  a  plea  for  a  pardon  entire,   without  a  linccre 

repentance. 

*.  Coiift*  If  fincerity  in  repentance  confifts  in  forrow  for 

'  offending, 
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'  offending,  no  cloifter  ever  inclofed  fo  true  a  penitent  as 
*  I  (hould  be.  But  1  hope  it  can't  be  reckoned  an  offence 
'  to  love,  where  it  is  a  duty  to  adore.' 

Lady  Brute.  'Tis  an  offence,  a  great  one,  where  it 
would  rob  a  woman  of  all  fhe  ought  to  be  adored  for,  her 
virtue. 

Conjl.  Virtue  !  that  phantom  of  honour,  which  mem 
in  every  age  have  fo  condemned  ;  they  have  thrown  it 
amongft  the  women  to  fcramble  for.  . 

Lady  Brute.  If  it  be  a  thing  of  fo  very  little  value, 
xvhy  do  you  fo  earneitly  recommend  it  to  your  wives  and 
daughters? 

Con/1.  We  recommend  it  to  our  wives,  Madam,  becaufe 
we  would  keep  them  to  ourfelves ;  and  to  our  daughters, 
becaufe  we  would  difpofe  of  them  to  others. 

Lady  Brute.  'Tis  then  of  fome  importance,  it  feems, 
fince  you  can't  difpofe  of  them  without  it. 

*  Conft.  That  importance,  Madam,  lies  in  the  humour 
of  the  country,  not  in  the  nature  of  the  thing.     Pray, 
what  does  your  Ladyflrip  think  of  a  powdered  coat  for 
deep  mourning  ? 

*  Lady  Brute.  I  think,  Sir,  your  fophiftry  has  all  the 
effect  that  you  can  reafonably  expect  it  fhould  have  j 
it  puzzles,  but  don't  convince. 

'  Conjl,  I'm  forty  for  it. 

'  Lady  Brute.  I'm  forry  to  hear  you  fay  fo. 

'  Conft.  Pray,  why  ? 

'  Lady  Brute.  Becaufe  if  you  expected  more  from  if, 
'  you  have  a  worfe  opinion  of  my  underftanding  than  I 
'  defire  you  fhould  have. 

*  Conft.  [Afide.'\  I  comprehend  her  :  fhe  would  have 
'  me  fet  a  value  upon  her  chaflity,  that  I  might  think 

*  myfelf  the  more  obliged  to  her,  when  fhe  makes  me  a 
'  prefent  of  it.'  [To  her.]  I  beg  you  will  believe  I   did 
but  railly,  Madam  :  *  I  know  you  judge  too  well  of  right 

*  and  wrong,   to  be  deceived  by  arguments  like  thoie.' 
And  I  hope  you  will  have  i'o  favourable  an  opinion  of  my 
underftanding  too,  to  believe  the  thing  called  virtue  has 
worth  enough  with  me,  to  pafs  for  an  eternal  obligation 
where'er  'tis  facrificed. 

Lady  Brute,  It  is,  I  think,  fo  great  a  one,  as  nothing 
can  repay. 

Conjl. 
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Conji.  Yes ;  the  making  the  man  you  love  your  ever- 
lafting  debtor. 

Lady  Brute.  When  debtors  once  have  borrowed  all  we 
have  to  lend,  they  are  very  apt  to  grow  dry  of  their  cre 
ditor's  company. 

ConJl.  That,  Madam,  is  only  when  they  are  forced  to 
borrow  of  ufurers,  and  not  of  a  generous  friend.  Let  us 
chufe  our  creditors,  and  we  are  feldom  fo  ungrateful  as  to 
ihun  them. 

Lady  Brute.  What  think  you  of  Sir  John,  Sir  ?  I  was 
his  free  choice. 

Conft.  I  think  he's  married,  Madam. 

Lady  Brute.  Does  marriage  then  exclude  men  from 
your  rule  of  conltancy  ? 

ConJl.  It  does.  Conftancy's  a  brave,  free,  haughty, 
generous  agent,  that  cannot  buckle  to  the  chains  of  wed 
lock. 

'  Littly  Brute.  Have  you  no  exceptions  to  this  general 
1  rule,  as  well  as  to  t'other  ? 

*  Conft.  Yes,  I  would,  after  all,  be  an  exception  te 

*  it  myfelf,  if  you  were  free  in  power  and  will  to  make 

*  me  10. 

*  Lady  Brute.  Compliments  are  well  placed,  where 'tig 
'  iinpoffible  to  lay  hold  on  them. 

'  ConJl.  I  would  to  Heaven  'twere  poffible  for  you  to 
'  lay  hold  on  mine,  that  you  might  fee  'tis  no  compli- 

*  ment  at  all.     But  fince  you  are  already  difpofed  of,  be- 

*  yond  redemption,  to  one  who  does  not  know  the  value 

*  of  the  jewel  you  have  put  into  his  hands,  I  hope  you 

*  would  not  think  him  greatly  wronged,  tho'  it  fliould 
'  fometimes  be  looked  on  by  a  friend,  who  knows  how  to 

*  efleem  it  as  he  ought. 

*  Lddy  Brute.  If  looking  on't  alone  would  ferve  his 

*  turn,  the  wrong,  perhaps,  might  not  be  very  great. 

'  Conft.  Why,  what  it  he  mould  wear  it  now  and  then 

*  a  day,  fo  he  gave  good  fecuriiy  to  bring  it  home  again 
'  at  night  ? 

*  Lady  Brute.  Small  fecurity,  I  fancy,  might  ferve  for 
'  that.     One  might  venture  to  take  his  word. 

4  Conft.  Then  where's  the  injury  to  the  owner  ? 
4  Lady  Brute.  'Tis  an  injury  to  him,  if  he  thinks  it 

*  one. 
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'  one.     For  if  happinefs  be  fcated  in  the  mind,  unhappi- 
'  ncfs  muil  be  fo  too. 

*  Conft.  Here  I  clofe  with  you,  Madam,  and  draw  my 
'  conclufivc  argument  from  your  own  petition.     If  the 

*  injury  lie  in  the  fancy,  there  needs  nothing  but  fecrecy 

*  to  prevent  the  wrong. 

*  Lady  Brute.  [Going.']  A  furer  way  to  prevent  it,  is  to 

*  hear  no  more  arguments  in  its  behalf. 

«  Conft.  [Following  her. ]'  But,  Madam 

Lady  Brute.  But,  Sir,  'tis  my  turn  to  be  difcreet  now, 
and  not  fuffer  too  long  a  vifit. 

Conft.  [Catching  her  band*]  By  Heaven,  you  fliall  not 
ftir,  till  you  give  me  hopes  that  I  fliall  fee  you  again,  at 
fome  more  convenient  time  and  place. 

Lady  Brute*  I  give  you  juft  hopes  enough — [Breaking 
from  him.}  to  get  looie  from  you  j  and  that's  all  I  can  at- 
tord  you  at  this  time.  [Exit  running. 

Coujl.  Now,  by  all  that's  great  and  good,  flic's  a  char 
ming  woman  !  In  what  ecftacy  of  joy  {he  has  left  me  ! 
for  Jhe  gave  me  hope.  Did  fhe  not  fay  {he  gave  me  hope  ? 
Hope  !  ay  ;  what  hop«  ? — Enough  to  make  me  let  her 
go — Why,  that's  enough  in  confcience.  Or — no  matter 
how  'twas  fpoke ;  hope  was  the  word,  it  came  from  her, 
and  it  was  laid  to  me. 

Enter  Heartfree. 

Ha,  Heartfree !  Thou  haft  done  me  noble  fervice  in 
prattling  to  the  young  gentlewoman  without  there- 
Come  to  my  arms,  thou  venerable  bawd,  and  let  me 
fqueeze  thee  [Embracing  him  eagerly.]  as  a  new  pair  of 
ftays  does  a  fat  country  girl,  when  {he's  carried  to  court, 
to  itand  for  a  maid  of  honour. 

Heart.  Why,  what  the  devil's  all  this  rapture  for  ? 

Conft.  Rapture  !  There's  ground  for  rapture,  man ; 
there's  hopes,  my  Heartfree  ;  hopes,  my  friend. 

Heart.  Hopes  !  Of  what  ? 

Conft.  Why,  hopes,  that  ray  Lady  and  I  together,  (for 
'tis  more  than  one  body's  work)  {hould  make  Sir  John  a 
cuckold. 

Heartf.  Pr'ythee,  what  did  (he  fay  to  thee  ? 

Conjf.  Say  !   What  did  fhe  not  fay  ?  She  faid  that- 
lay  s  {he — fhe  faid — Zoons  !   I  don't  know  what  {he  laid  ; 
but  {he  looked  as  if  {he  faid  every  thing  I'd  have  her ;  and 
D  fo. 
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fo,  if  thou'lt  go  to  the  tavern,  I'll  treat  thee  with  any 
thing  that  gold  can  buy  ;  I'll  give  all  my  filver  among  the 
drawers,  make  a  bonfire  before  the  door,  ;  fwear  that  the 
Pope's  turned  proteftanr,  and  that  all  the  politicians  in 
England  are  of  one  mind.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    ofens.    Lord  Ralce,  Sir  John,  fee.  at  a 
table^  drinking. 

AIL  Huzza! 

Lord  Rake.  Come,  boys,  charge  again — So — Confufioa 
to  all  order.  Here's  liberty  of  conference. 

AIL  Huzza! 

Lord  Rake.  Come,  fing  the  fong  I  made  this  morning, 
to  this  purpofe. 

Sir  John.  'Tis  wicked,  I  hope. 

Lord  Rake.  Don't  I  tell  you  that  I  made  it  ? 

Sir  John.  My  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon,  for  fufpedYmg 
you  of  any  virtue.  Come,  begin. 

SONG,    ly  Col.  BULLY. 
I. 

We're  gayly  yet,  we're  gayly  yet, 
And  we're  not  very  fu',  but  we're  gayly  yet. 
Then  fit  ye  a  while,  and  tipple  a  bit, 
For  we's  not  very  fu',  but  we're  gayly  yet. 
And  we're  gayly  yet,  &c.  &c. 

If. 

There  was  a  lad,  and  they  ca'd  him  Dicky  ; 
He  ga'  meakifs,  and  I  bit  his  Hppy, 
Then  under  my  apron  he  fhew'd  me  a  trick  : 
And  we's  not  very  fu',  but  we're  gayly  yet. 
And  we're  gayly  yet,  &c.  &c. 

III. 

There  were  three  lads,  and  they  were  clad ; 
There  were  three  lafles,  and  them  they  had. 
Three  trees  in  the  orchard  are  newly  fprung, 
And  we's  a'  get  geer  enough,  we're  but  young. 
And  we're  gayly  yet,  €sY,  &V. 

IV.  Then 
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IV. 

Then  up  went  Alley,  Alley,  up  went  Ailey  now : 

Then  up  went  Ailey,  quo'  Crumma,  we's  a*  get  roar 
ing  fV. 

And  one  was  kifs'd  in  the  barn,  Another  was  kifs'd  on 
the  green, 

And  t'other  behind  the  peafe-ftack,  till  the  mow  flew  up 

to  her  eyn. 
Then  up  went  Ailey,  Ailey,  &c.  £sV. 

V. 

Now,  fie,  John  Thompfon,  run, 
Gin  ever  ye  run  in  your  life, 
Deel  get  ye ;  but  hye.  my  dear  Jack, 
There's  a  mon  got  to  bed  with  your  wife. 
Then  up  went  Ailey,  Alley,  '&c ,  fstc. 

VI. 

Then  away  John  Thompfon  ran, 
And,  'egad,  he  ran  with  fpeed ; 
But  before  he  had  run  his  length, 
The  falfe  loon  had  done  the  deed. 
Then  up  went  Ailey,  Ailey,  &c.  fe1*. 

'  Lord  Rake.  Well,  how  do  you  like  it,  gentlemen  ? 

«  All.  Oh,  admirable  ! 

'  Sir  John.  I  would  not  give  a  fig  for  afongthat  is  not 
'  full  or  fin  and  impudence. 

*  Lord  Rake.  Then  my  mufe  is  to  your  tafte.  But 
*  drink  away ;  the  night  fleals  upon  us ;  we  fliall  want 
'  time  to  be  lewd  in.'  Hey,  page!  fally  out,  lirrah, 
and  fee  what's  doing  in  the  camp ;  we'll  beat  up  their 
quarters  prefently. 

Page.  I'll  bring  your  Lordfhip  an  exa£t  account. 

[Exit  Page. 

Lord  Rake.  *  Now  let  the  fpirit  of  Clary  go  round. 
'  Here's  to  our  forlorn  hope.'  Courage,  Knight !  Vic 
tory  attends  you. 

Sir  John.  And  laurels  fliall  crown  me.  Drink  away, 
and  be  damn'J. 

D  2 
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Lord  Rake.  Again,  boys  ;  t'other  glafs,  and  no  mo. 
rality. 

Sir  John.  [Drunk.~\  Ay,  no  morality  — and  damn  the 
watch,  and  let  the  conflable  be  married. 

M.  Huzza! 

Re-enter  Page. 

Lord  Rake.  How  are  the  ftreets  inhabited,  firrah  ? 

Page.  My  Lord,  it's  Sunday  night,  they  are  full  of 
drunken  citizens. 

Lord  Rake.  Along,  then,  boys;  wefliall  have  a  feaft. 

Col.  Bulij.  Alon a,  noble  Knight. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  along,  Bully  ;  and  he  that  fays  Sir  John 
Brute  is  not  as  drunk  and  as  religious  as  the  drunkeneft 
citizen  of  them  all is  a  liar,  and  the  fon  of  a  whore. 

Col.  Bully.  Why,  that  was  bravely  fpoke,  and  like  a 
free-born  Englifliman. 

Sir  John.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir,  whether  I  am  an 
Englishman  or  a  Frenchman  ? 

Col.  Bully.  Zoons !  you  are  not  angry,  Sir  ? 

Sir  John.  Zoons  !  I  am  angry,  Sir — for  if  I  am  a  free- 
born  Englifliman,  what  have  you  to  do,  even  to  talk  of 
my  privileges  ? 

Lord  Rake.  Why,  pr'ythee,  Knight,  don't  quarrel 
here :  leave  private  animofities  to  be  decided  by  day 
light;  let  the  night  be  employed  againft  the  public 
enemy. 

Sir  John.  My  Lord,  I  refpe£t  you,  becaufe  you  are  a 
roan  of  quality.  But  I'll  make  that  fellow  know,  I  am 
within  a  hair's  breadth  as  abfolute  by  my  privileges,  as 
the  King  of  France  is  by  his  prerogative.  He,  by  his 
prerogative,  takes  money  where  it  is  not  his  due  ;  I,  by 
my  privilege,  refufe  paying  it  where  I  owe  it.  Liberty 
and  property,  and  old  England.  Huzza  ! 

Ml.  Huzza  !   [Exit  Sir  John,  reeling^  all  following  bim» 


END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT        IV. 

SCENE,     a.  Bed-cbamler. 

Enter  Lady  Brute  drWBelinda. 

LADY  BRUTE. 

SURE  it's  late,  Belinda  ;  I  begin  to  be  fleepy. 
Bel.  Yes,  'tis  near  twelve.     Will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Lady  Brute.  To  bed,  my  dear !  And  by  that  time  I  atn 
fallen  into  a  fweet  fleep,  (or  perhaps  a  fweet  dream,  which 
is  better  and  better)  Sir  John  will  come  home  roaring 
drunk,  and  be  overjoyed  he  finds  me  in  a  condition  to  be 
diilurbed. 

Bel.  Oh,  you  need  not  fear  him  !  he's  in  for  all  night. 
The  fervants  fay  he's  gone  to  drink  with  my  Lord  Rake. 

Lady  Brute.  Nay,  'tis  not  very  likely,  indeed,  fuch 
fuitable  company  mould  part  prefently.  What  hogs  men 
are,  Belinda,  when  they  grow  weary  cf  women ! 

Bel.  And  what  owls  they  are,  whilft  they  are  fond  of 
them  ! 

Lady  Brute.  But  thatwe  may  forgive  well  enough,  be- 
caufe  they  are  fo  upon  our  accounts.  But,  pr'ythee,  one 
word  of  poor  Conftant  *  before  we  go  to  bed,  if  it  be  but 
'  to  furnifh  matter  for  dreams.'  I  dare  fwear  he's  talking 
of  me  new,  or  thinking  of  me  at  leafl, 

'  Bel.  So  he  ought,  I  think  ;  for  you  were  pleafed  to 
'  make  him  a  good  round  advance  to-day,  Madam. 

*  Lady  Brut?.  Why,  I  have  e'en  plagu'd  him  enough 

*  to  fatisfy  any  reafonable  woman.     He  has  befieged  me 

*  thefe  two  years,  to  no  purpofe. 

*  Bel.  And  if  he  befieged  you  two  years  more,  he'd 

*  be  well  enough  paid,  fo  he  had  the  plundering  of  you 

*  at  laft. 

'  «  Lady  Brute.  That  may  be  ;  but  I'm  afraid  the  town 

*  won't  be  able  to  hold  out  much  longer  :  for,  to  confefs 
«  the  truth  to  you,  Belinda,  the  garrifon  begins  to  grow 
'  mutinous. 

*  BeL  Then  thefooneryou  capitulate,  the  better. 

*  Lady  Brute,  Yet,  methinks,  I  would  fain  flay  a  little 

*  longer,  to  fee  you  fixed  too,  that  we  might  ftart  toge- 

*  ther,  and  fee  who  could  love  longeft.'    What  think  you, 
if  Mr,  Heartfree  fliould  have  a  month's  mind  to  you. 

D  3  Bel. 
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Pel.  Why,  I  could  almoft  be  in  love  with  him,  for 
defpiling  that  foolifh,  affeded  Lady  Fancyful.  *  But  I'm 
'  afraid  he's  too  cold,  ever  to  warm  himfelf  by  my  fire. 

4  Lady  Brute.  Then  he  deferves  to  be  frozen  to  death. 
'  Would  I  were  a  man  for  your  fake,  dtar  rogue  ! 

\Ki/fing  her. 

*  Bel.  You'd  wifh  yourfelf  a  woman  for  your  own,  or 
men  are  miftaken.     But  if  I  could  make  a  conqueft  of 
this  fon  of  Bacchus,  and  rival  his  bottle,  what  fliould  I 
do  with  him  ?  He  has  no  fortune;   I  can't  marry  him  ; 
and  fure  you  would  not  have  me  do  I  don't  know  what 
with  him. 

*  Lady  Brute.  Why,  if  you  did,  child,  'twould  be  but 
a  good  friendly  part,  if  'twere  only  to  keep  me  in  coun 
tenance,  whilir,  I  play  the  fool  with  Conilant. 

*  Bel.  Well,  if  I  can't  refolve  to  ferve  you  that  way,  I 
'  may,  perhaps,  fome  other,  as  much  to  your  fatisfaction.' 
But,  pray,  how  fhall  we  contrive  to  fee  thefe  blades  again 
quickly  ? 

Lady  Brute.  We  muft  e'en  have  recourfe  to  the  old 
way ;  make  them  an  appointment  'twixt  jeft  and  earneft  : 
'twill  look  like  a  frolic,  and  that,  you  know,  is  a  vefy 
good  thing  to  fave  a  woman's  blufties. 

Bel.  You  advife  well.     But  where  (hall  it  be  ? 

Lady  Brute.  In  Spring-  garden^  But  they  (han't  know 
their  women,  till  they  pull  off  their  mafks ;  for  a  furprife 
is 'the  moil  agreeable  thing  in  the  world  :  '  and  I  find  my- 

*  felf  in  a  very  good  humour,  ready  to  do  them  any  good 

*  turn  I  can  think  on.' 

,    Bel.  Then,  pray,  write  them  the  neceflary  billet  with 
out  farther  delay. 

Lady  Brute.  Let's  go  into  your  chamber,  then ;  and 
whilft  you  undrefs  I'll  do  it,  child.  [Exeunt** 

S  C  E  N,E,    Cwait-Gardtn* 
Enter  Lord  Rake,  Sir  John,  &V.  ivitb  fruords  drawn*. 
Lord  Rake.  Is  the  dog  dead  ? 
Co/.  Sully.  No,  damn  him,  I  heard  him  wheeze. 
Lord  Rake.  How  the  witch  his  wife  howled  ! 
Col.  Bully.  Ay  ;  flie'll  alarm  the  watch  prefently. 
Lord  Rake.  Appear,  Knight,  then.   Come,  you  have  a 
good  caufe  to  fight  for  ;  there's  a  ma  a  murdered. 

Siv 
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Sir  John.  Is  there  ?  Then  let  his  ghoft  be  fatisfied  ;  for 
I'll  facrifice  a  conftable  to  it  prefently,  and  burn  his  body 
upon  his  wooden  chair. 

Enter  a  Taylor,  ivttb  a  bundle  under  bis  arm. 

Col.  Bully.  How  now  ?  What  have  we  got  here  ?  A 
thief? 

Toy.  No,  an't  pleafe  you,  I'm  no  thief. 

Lord  Rake.  That  we'll  fee  prefently.  Here,  let  the 
General  examine  him. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  examine  him,  and  1'Jl  lay  a. 
hundred  pounds  I  find  him  guilty  in  fpite  of  his  teeth— 
for  he  looks  like  a — fneaking  rafcal.  Come,  firrah,  with 
out  equivocation  or  mental  refervation,  tell  me  of  what 
opinion  you  are,  and  what  calling  j  for  by  them  I  (hall 
guefs  at  your  morals. 

Toy.  An't  pleafe  you,  I'm  a  diflenting  journeymaa 
woman's  taylor. 

Sir  John.  Then,  firrah,  you  love  lying  by  your  reli 
gion,  and  thett  by  your  trade  :  and  fo,  that  your  punifh-* 
ments  may  be  fuitable  to  yaur  crimes,  I'll  have  you  firib 
gagged — and  then  hanged. 

Toy.  Pray,  good,  worthy  gentlemen,  don't  abufe  me* 
Indeed  I'm  an  honeft  man,  and  a  good  workman,  tho'  I 
fay  it,  that  mould  not  fay  it. 

Sir  John.  No  words,  firrah  ;  but  attend  your  fate. 

Lord  Rake.  Let  me  fee  what's  in  that  bundle. 

Toy.  An't  pleafe  you,  it's  ray  Lady's  fhort  cloak  ancj 
wrapping  gown. 

Sir  "John.  What  Lady,,  you  reptile  you  ? 

Toy.  My  Lady  Brute,  an't  pleafe  your  honour. 

Sir  John.  My  Lady  Brute  !  my  wife  !  the  robe  of  my 
wife  ! — With  reverence  let  me  approach  it..  The  deaf 
angel  is  always  taking  care  of  me  in  danger,  and  has  fent 
me  this  fuit  of  armour  to  protect  me  iu  this  day  of  bat* 
tie.  On  they  go. 

All  Oh,  brave  Knight ! 

Lord  Rake.  Live,  Don  Quixote  the  fecond  ! 

Sir  John.  Sancho,  my  'fquire,  help  me  on  with  my 
armour. 

Toy.  Oh,  dear  gentlemen !  I  fliafl  be  quite  undone,  if 
you  take  the  fuck. 
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Sir  John.  Retire,  firrah  ;  and  fince  you  carry  off  your 
fkin,  go  home,  and  be  happy.  So,  how  d'^e  like  my 
fhapes  now  ? 

Lord  Rake.  To  a  miracle  !  He  looks  like  a  Queen  of 

the  Amazons.     But,  to  your  arms,  gentlemen The 

enemy's  upon  the  march — here's  the  watch 

Sir  John.  Oons !  if  it  were  Alexander  the  Great,  at 
the  head  of  his  army,  I  would  drive  him  into  a  horfe- 
pond. 

411.  Huzza  !  Oh,  brave  Knight ! 
Enter  Watchmen. 

Sir  John.  See,  here  he  comes,  with  all  his  Greeks 
about  him.  Follow  me,  boys. 

Watch.  Hey-day !  Who  have  we  got  here  ?    Stand. 

Sir  John.  May-hap  not. 

Watch.  What  are  you  all  doing  here  in  the  ftreets,  at 
this  time  o'  night  ?  And  who  are  you,  Madam,  that  feems 
to  be  at  the  head  of  this  noble  crew  ? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  I  am  Bonduca,  Queen  of  the  Welch- 
men  ;  and  with  a  leek  as  long  as  my  pedigree,  I  will  de- 
ftroy  your  Roman  legions  in  an  inftant.  Britons,  ftrike 
home. 

[Snatches  a  Watchman1}  Jlaff,  J}ri\et  at  tie  Watch,  and 
falls  down  ;  his  party  drove  off. 

Watch.  So;  we  have  got  the  Queen,  however.     We'll 

make  her  pay  well  for  her  ranfom Come,  Madam, 

yrill  your  Majefty  pleafe  to  walk  before  the  conftable  ? 

Sir  John.  The  constable's  a  rafcal,  and  you  are  a  fon 
of  a  whore. 

Watch.  A  moft  noble  reply,  truly  !  If  this  be  her  roy 
al  ftile,  I'll  warrant  her  maids  of  honour  prattle  prettily. 
But  we'll  teach  you  fome  of  our  court  dialed!,  before  we 
part  with  you,  Princefs.  Away  with  her  to  the  round- 
ioufe. 

Sir  John.  Hands  off,  you  ruffians !  My  honour's  dear 
er  to  me  than  my  life.  I  hope  you  won't  be  uncivil. 

Watch.  Away  with  her.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     a  Bed-chamber. 

Enter  Heartfree. 

Heart.  What  the  plague  ails  me  ?         Love  !  No,  I 
thank  you  for  that  j  my  heart's  rock  ftill—  Yet  'tis  Belin 
da 
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da  that  difturbs  me,  that's  pofitive Well,  what  of  all 

that  ?  Muft  I  love  her  for  being  troublefome  ?  At  that 
rate  I  might  love  all  the  women  I  meet,  'egad.  But  hold  ; 
tho'  I  don't  love  her  for  difturbing  me,  yet  fhe  may  di- 
iturb  me,  becaufe  I  love  her — Ay,  that  may  be,  faith — 
I  have  dreamt  of  her,  that's  certain — Well,  fo  J  have  of 
iny  mother :  therefore,  what's  that  to  the  purpofe  ? — Ay, 
but  Belinda  runs  in  my  mind  waking ;  and  fo  does  many 
a  damn'd  thing,  that  I  don't  care  a  farthing  for Ma- 
thinks,  tho',  I  would  fain  be  talking  to  her ;  and  yet  I 
have  no  bufinefs — Well,  am  I  the  firlt  man  that  has  had 
a  mind  to  do  an  impertinent  thing  ? 
Enter  Conftant. 

Con/}.  How  now,  Heartfree  ?  What  makes  you  up  and 
drefs'd  fo  foon  ?  I  thought  none  but  lovers  quarrelled 
with  their  beds.  I  expelled  to  have  found  you  fnoiing, 
as  I  ufed  to  do. 

Heart.  Why,  faith,  friend,  'tis  the  care  I  have  of  your 
affairs,  that  makes  me  fo  thoughtful :  I  have  been  ftudy^ 
ing  all  night  how  to  bring  your  matter  about  with  Belinda* 

Conft.  With  Belinda  ! 

Heart.  With  my  Lady,  I  mean  :  and  faith  I  have 
mighty  hopes  on't.  Sure  you  muft  be  very  well  fatisfied 
with  her  behaviour  to  you  yefterday. 

Conft.  So  well,  that  nothing  but  a  lover's  fears  can 
make  me  doubt  of  fuccefs.  But  what  can  this  fudden 
change  proceed  from  ? 

Heart.  Why,  you  faw  her  hufband  beat  her,  did  you 

BOt? 

Conft.  That's  true :  a  hufband  is  fcarce  to  be  borne 
upon  any  terms,  much  lefs  when  he  fights  with  his  wife. 
Methinks  fhe  (hould  e'en  have  cuckolded  him  upon  the 
fpot,  to  fhew  that  after  the  battle  fhe  was  matter  of  the 
field. 

Heart.  A  council  of  war  of  women  would  infallibly 
have  advifed  her  to  it.  But,  I  confefs,  fo  agreeable  a 
woman  as  Belinda  deferves  better  ufage. 

Conjl.  Belinda  again  ! 

Heart.  My  Lady,  I  mean.  What  a  pox  makes  me 
blunder  fo  to-day  r  [Aflde.]  A  plague  of  this  treacherous 
tongue  ! 

Conft.  Pr'ythee,  look  upon  me  ferioufly,  Heartfree— 

Now, 
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Now,  anfwer  me  direftly :  is  it  my  Lady,  or  Belinda, 
employs  your  careful  thoughts  thus  ? 

Heart.  My,  Lady,  or  Belinda  ! 

Conft.  In  love,  by  this  light  j  in  love. 

Heart.  In  love  ! 

Conft.  Nay,  ne'er  deny  it ;  for  thou'lt  do  it  fo  awk 
wardly,  'twill  but  make  the  jeft  fit  heavier  about  thee.  My 
dear  friend,  I  give  you  much  joy. 

Heart.  Why,  pr'ythee,  you  won't  perfuade  me  to  it, 
will  you  ? 

Conft.  That  flic's  miftrefs  of  your  tongue,  that's  plain  ; 
and  I  know  you  are  fo  honeft  a  fellow,  your  tongue  and 
heart  always  go  together.  But  how — but  how  the  devil — 
Pha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Heart.  Hey-day !  Why,  fare  you  don't  believe  it  in 
earneft  ? 

Conft,  Yes,  I  do  ;  becaufe  I  fee  you  deny  it  in  jeft. 

Heart.  Nay,  but  look  you,  Ned— a— deny  ia  jeft— a 
— gadzooks,  you  know  I  fay — a— when  a  man  denies  a 
thing  in  jeft — a 

Conft.  Pha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Heart.  Nay,  then  we  fhall  have  it.  What,  becaufe  a 
Xnan  (tumbles  at  a  word — Did  you  never  make  a  blunder  ? 

Conft.  Yes  ;  for  I  am  in  love,  I  own  it. 

Heart.  Then  fo  am  I Now  laugh,  till  thy  foul's 

glutted  with  mirth.  [Embracing  him^\  But,  dear  Con- 
jftant,  don't  tell  the  town  on't. 

Conft.  Nay,  then,  'twere  almoft  pity  to  laugh  at  thee, 
after  fo  honeft  a  coafeffion.  *  But,  tell  us  a  little,  Jack, 

*  by  what  new-invented  arms  has  this  mighty  flroke  been 

*  given  ? 

4  Heart.  E'en  by  that  unaccountable  weapon  called 

*  je'ne-f$ai-quoi :  for  every  thing  that  can  come  within. 

*  the  verge  of  beauty,  I  have  feen  it  with  indifference. 

*  Conft.  So,  in  few  words,  then,  theje-ue-ffai-guoi  has 

*  been  too  hard  for  the  quilted  petticoat. 

*  Heart.  'Egad,    I  think  the  je-ne-f^al-quoi  is  in  the 
'  quilted  petticoat ;  at  leaft,  'tis  certain  I  never  think  on't 

*  without  a  je-ne-f$ai-quoi  in  every  part  about  me. 

*  Conft.  Well,  but  have  all  your  remedies  loft  their 
'  virtue  ?  Have  you  turned  her  infide  out  yet  ? 

*  Heart.  I  dare  not  fo  much  as  think  on't. 
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*  Conjl.  But  don't  the  two  years  fatigue  I  have  ha  d 

*  difcourage  you  ? 

*  Heart.  Yes ;  I  dread  what  I  forefee ;  yet  cannot 
'  quit  the  enterprife  :  like  fome  foldiers,  whofe  courage 

*  dwells  more  in  their  honour  than  their  nature,  on  they 
'  go,  tho'  the  body  trembles  ^at  what  the  foul  makes  it  un- 

*  dettake. 

*  Cotift.  Nay,  if  you  expect  your  miflrefs  will  ufe  you 

*  as  your  profanations  againit  herfex  deferve,  you  tremble 
'  juitly.     But  how  do  you  intend  to  proceed,  friend  ? 

*  Heart.  Thou  know'ft  I  am  but  a  novice;  be  friend- 
'  ly,  and  advife  me. 

*  Conft.  Why,  look  you  then  ;  I'd  have  you  ferenade 

*  and  a — write  a  fong — Go  to  church  ;  look  like  a  fool ; 

*  be  vwy  officious ;    ogle,  write^  and  lead  out :  and  who 
'  knows,  but,  in  a  year  or  two's  time,  you  may  be  called 

*  a troubleibme  puppy,  and  fent  about  your  bufinefs. 

'  Heart.  That's  hard. 

'  Conft.  Yet  thus  it  oft  falls  out  with  lovers,  Sir. 
'  Hear.  Pox  on  me,  for  making  one  of  the  number. 

*  Cotift.  Have  a  care  ;  fay  no  faucy  things  ;   'twill  but 
'  augment  your  crime  ;  and  if  your  miftrels  hears  on't, 
'  increafe  your  punifhment; 

*  Heart.  Pr'ythee,  fay  fomething  then,  to  encourage 
'  me ;  you  know  I  helped  you  in  your  diftrefs. 

'  Conft.  Why  then,  to  encourage  you  to  perfeverance, 

*  that  you  may  be  thoroughly  ill  ufed  for  your  offences, 

*  I'll  put  you  in  mind,  that  even  the  coyeft  ladies  of  them 
'  all  are  made  up  of  defires,  as  well  as  we ;  and  tho'  they 
'  do  hold  out  a  long  time,  they  will  capitulate  at  laft  : 
'  for  that  thundering  engineer,  nature,  does  make  fuch. 
'  havock  in  the  town,  they  muft  furrender  at  long  run, 
'  or  perifli  in  their  own  flames.' 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Sir,  there's  a  porter  without  with  a  letter ;  he  dt- 
fires  to  give  it  into  your  own  hands. 
Conft.  Call  him  in. 

Enter  Porter. 
What,  Joe !  Is  it  thee  ? 

Port.  An't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  I  was  ordered  to  deliver 
this  into  your  own  hands,  by  two  well-ihaped  ladies,  at 

the 
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the  New-Exchange.     I  was  at  your  honour's  lodgings, 
and  yourfervants  fent  me  hither. 

Conft.  Tis  well,  are  you  to  carry  any  anfwer  ? 

Porter.  No,  my  noble  mafter.  They  gave  me  my  or 
ders,  and,  whip,  they  were  gone,  '  like  a  maidenhead  at 
«  fifteen.' 

Conft.  Very  well  ;  there.  [Gives  bim  money. 

Port.  God  blefs  your  honour.  [Exit. 

Conft.  Now  let's  fee  what  honeft,  trufly  Joe  has  brought 
us.  [Reads.]  *«  If  you  and  your  play-fellow  can  fpare 
time  from  your  bufinefs  and  devotions,  don't  fail  to  be  at 
Spring-garden  about  eight  in  the  evening.  You'll  find 
nothing  there  but  women,  fo  you  need  bring  no  other 
arms  than  what  you  ufually  carry  about  you."  •  So, 
play-fellow ;  here's  fomethmg  to  Hay  your  flomach,  till 
your  miltrefs's  difti  is  ready  for  you. 

Heart.  Some  of  our  old  battered  acquaintance.  I 
won't  go,  not  I. 

Conft.  Nay,  that  you  can't  avoid ;  there's  honour  in 
the  cafe  ;  'tis  a  challenge,  and  I  want  a  fecond. 

Heart.  I  doubt  I  fliall  be  but  a  very  ufelefs  one  to  you  ; 
for  I'm  fo  difheartened  by  this  wound  Belinda  has  given 
me,  I  don't  think  I  (hall  have  courage  enough  to  draw 
my  fword. 

Conft.  Oh,  if  that  be  all,  come  along;  I'll  warrant 
you'll  find  fword  enough  for  fuch  enemies  as  we  have  to 
Ideal  withal.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,    a  Street. 
Enter  Conftable  and  Watchmen  with  Sir  John. 

~Conft.  Come,  forfooth,  come  along,  if  you  pleafe.  I 
once,  in  compaffion,  thought  to  have  feen  you  fafe  home 
this  morning  ;  but  you  have  been  fo  rampant  and  abufive 
all  night,  I  fliall  fee  what  the  Juftice  of  Peace  will  fay  to 
you. 

Sir  John.  And  you  fliall  fee  what  I'll  fay  to  the  Juftice 
of  Peace,  firrah.  [Watchman,  knocks  at  the  door. 

Enter  Servant. 

Conft.  Is  Mr.  Juftice  at  home  ? 

Serv.  Yes. 

Conft.  Pray,  acquaint  his  worfhip  we  have  got  an  unru 
ly  woman  here,  and  defirc  to  know  what  he'll  pleafe  to 
•have  done  with  her. 

i  Serv, 
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Serv.  I'll  acquaint  my  mafter.  [Exit. 

Sir  John.  Hark  you,  Conftable ;  what  cuckoldy  Ju- 
ftice  is  this  ? 

Conjl.  One  that  knows  how  to  deal  with  fuch  romps  as 
you  ate,  I'll  warrant  you, 

Enter  Juftice. 

Juft.  Well,  Mr.  Conftable,  what  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Cotift,  An't  pleafe  your  worfliip,  this  here  comical  fort 
of  a  gentlewoman  has  committed  great  outrages  to-night. 
She  has  been  frolicking  with  my  Lord  Rake  and  his  gang  ; 
they  attacked  the  watch,  and  I  hear  there  has  been  a  man 
killed  :  I  believe  'tis  they  have  done  it. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  there  may  have  been  murder,  for  ought 
I  know  ;  and  there  may  have  been  a  rape  too — that  fel 
low  would  have  ravifhed  me. 

2d  Watch.  Ravifh!  ravifh !  Oh,  kid!  Oh,  lud  !  Oh, 
lud  !  ravifh  her!  Why,  pleafe  your  worfliip,  I  heard 
Mr.  Conftable  fay,  he  believed  fhe  was  little  better  than 
a  maphrodite. 

Juft.  Why,  truly,  fhe  does  feem  a  little  mafculine 
about  the  mouth. 

z//  Watch.  Yes,  and  about  the  hands  too,  an't  pleafe 
your  worfliip.  I  did  but  offer,  in  mere  civility,  to  help 
her  up  the  ftairs  into  our  apartment,  and  with  her  gripen 
fift,  thus [Sir  John  knocks  him  down. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  juft  fo,  Sir,  I  felled  him  to  the  ground 
like  an  ox. 

Juft.  Out  upon  this  boifterous  woman  !  out  upon  her  ! 

Sir  John.  Mr.  Juftice,  he  would  have  been  uncivil :  it 
was  in  detence  of  my  honour,  and  I  demand  fatis  faction. 

id  Watch.  I  hope  your  worfhip  will  fatisfy  her  honour 
in  Bridewell.  That  fill  of  hers  will  make  an  admirable 
hemp-beater. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  protect  me  againft  that 
libidinous  rafcal.  1  am  a  woman  of  quality,  and  virtue 
too,  for  al!  1  am  in  an  undrels  this  morning. 

Juft.  \\  hy,  (he  reall)  has  the  air  of  a  fort  of  a  woman, 
a  littie  fomethingifh  out  ot  the  common.  Madam,  if 
you  expect  1  fhould  be  favourable  to  you,  I  deiire  I  may 
kn6w  who  you  are. 

Sir  John.  S:r,  I  am  any  body,  at  your  fcrvice. 

Ji'Jlt  Lady,  I  dcfire  to  know  your  name. 

E  Sir 
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Sir  7a/jn.  Sir,  my  name's  Mary. 

Ji'J!.  Ay,  but  your  furna:ne,  Madam. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  my  furnace's  the  very  fame  with  my 
hufb.md's. 

Jujl.  A  ftrange  woman  this !  Who  is  your  hufband, 
pray  } 

Sir%hn.  Sir  John 

Jujl.   bir  John  who  ? 

Sir  'John.  Sir  John  Brut?. 

Jnjl.  Is  it  pcffible,  Madam,  you  can  be  my  Lady 
Brute? 

iSVr  John.  That  happy  woman,  Sir,  am  I ;  only  a  little 
in  my  merriment  to-night. 

Jujl.   I  am  concerned  for  Sir  John. 

K-r  John.   Truly,  foam  I. 

Jujl.  I  have  heard  he's  an  honeft  gentleman. 

Kir  John.   As  ever  drank. 

Juft.  Good  lack  !  Indeed,  Lady,  I'm  forry  he  has  fuch 
a  wife. 

Srjolm.  I  am  forry  he  has  any  wife  at  all. 
-Jujl.  And  fo  perhaps  may  he — I  doubt  you  have  not 
given  him  a  very  good  tafte  of  matrimony. 

Sir  John.  Talle,  Sir  !  Sir,  I  have  fcorned  to  flint  him 
to  a  taile,  I  have  given  him  a  full  meal  of  if. 

Jujl.  Indeed,  I  believe  fo !  But  pray,  fair  Lady,  may 
he  hare  given  you  any  occafion  tor  this  extraordinary 
conduct— Does  he  not  ufe  you  well  ? 

Sir  John.   A  little  upon  th:  rout;h  fometimes. 

Ji-J?.  Ay,  any  man  may  be  out  of  humour  now  and 
then. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  love  peace  and  quief,  and  when  a 
woman  don't  find  that  at  home,  (lie's  apt  fometimes  to 
comfort  her. elf  wi  h  a  few  innocent  diverfions  abroad. 

Juft.  I  doubt  he  ufes  you  but  too  well.  Pray  how 
does  he  as  to  that  weighty  thing,  money  ?  Does  he  allow 
you  what  is  proper  of  thst  ? 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  h;ive  generally  enough  to  pay  the 
reckoning,  if  this  fon  of  a  whore  of  a  drawer  would  but 
bring  his  bill. 

yiifi-  A  ftrangc  woman  this — Does  he  fpend  a  reafon- 
ahle  portion  of  his  time  at  home,  to  the  comfort  of  his 
Wi/e  and  children  ? 

'    4  Sir 
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Sir  John.  He  nev<  ^.n-e  his  wife  caufe  to  repine  at  his 
being  abroad  in  his  life. 

Jvfi,  Pray,  Madam,  how  may  he  be  in  the  grand  ma 
trimonial  point. — Is  he  true  to  yourbtd  ? 

Sir  John.  Chafie  !   'Oons  !  T  \  afks  fo  many 

impertinent  queiHons  !  'Egad,  I  believe  it  is  the  Juuice's 
wire,  in  the  J Cilice's  clothes. 

Ju/t.  'Tis  great  pity  he  (hould  have  been  thus  difpofed 
of.  Pray,  Madam,  (and  then  I've  dne)  what  may  be 
your  Ladyfhip's  common  method  ot  liie  f  If  I  may  pre- 
fume  fo  far. 

Sir  John.  Why,  Sir,  much  that  of  a  woman  of  qua 
lity. 

J*ft.  Pray  how  may  you  generally  pafs  your  timr, 
Madam  ?  Your  morning,  for  example. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  like  a   woman  of  quality: 1   wake 

about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon — I  ftrctch — and  make 
a  fign  for  my  chocolate — When  I  hive  drank  three  cup$ 
—1  Hide  down  again  upon  my  back,  with  my  arms  over 
my  head,  while  my  two  maids  put  on  my  (lockings— » 
Then  hanging  upon  their  fhoulders,  I  am  trailed  to  my 
great  chair,  where  1  fit — and  yawn — for  my  breukfait— 
It  it  don't  come  prefently,  I  lie  down  upon  my  couch  to 
fay  my  pravcrs,  while  my  maid  reads  me  the  play-bills. 

Jujl.  Very  well,  Madam. 

_".'/'«.    \Vhen  the  ten  is  brought  in,  I  drink  r 
regular  diihcs,  with  eight  flices  of  bead  and  butter — A:-.d 
half  an  hoar  alter,    I  fend  to  the  cook,  to  know  if  the 
dinner  is  almoft  rcadv.- 

Jufi.  So,  Madam  I 

S;r  Job».  By  that  time  my  head  is  half  dreft,  I  hear 
my  huiband  fwearing  himlelf  into  a  ilate  of  perdition, 
that  the  meat's  all  cold  upon  the  table  ;  to  amend  which, 
1  6  me  d^xvn  in  an  hour  mote,  and  have  it  fent  back  to 
thr  kitchen,  to  be  all  dreil  over  ygain. 

J:$.  Poor  man  ! 

Sir  John.  When  I  hare  dined,  and  my  idle  fervafttj 
are  prtfumptaoufly  fct  down  at  their  eafe,  to  d->  fo  too, 
1  call  tor  my  co.ich,  to  go  vifu  fifty  dear  friends,  of 
\v horn  I  hope  I  never  fliall  find  one  at  home,  while  I 
(hall  live. 

Juft,  So  !  there's   the  morning  and  afternoon  pretty 
£  i  well 


5*         THE    PROVOK'D    WIFE. 

well  difpofed  of Pray  now,  Madam,  how  do  you  pate 

your  evtnings  ? 

Sir  John.  Like  a  woman  of  fpirit ;  a  great  fpirit. 
Give  me  a  box  and  dice— Seven's  the  main  Oons  !  Sir, 
1  ftt  you  a  hundred  pound  !  Why,  do  you  think  women 
are  marritd  now  a-days,  to  fit  at  home  and  mend  napkins  ? 
Oh,  the  lord  help  your  head ! 

Jujl.  Mercy  upon  us,  Mr.  Conflable  !  what  will  this 
a^e  come  to  ? 

Conft.  What  will  it  come  to,  indeed,  if  fuch  women 
as  thefe  are  not  fet  in  the  flocks  ! 

Sir  John.  Sir,  I  have  a  little  urgent  bufinefs  calls  upon 
me ;  and  therefore  I  defirc  the  favour  of  you  to  bring 
matters  to  a  conclufion. 

Jujl.  Madam,  if  I  were  Cure  that  bufinefs  were  not  to 
commit  more  difordcrs,  I  would  releafe  you. 

Sir  Jcbn.  None By  my  virtue. 

Juji.  Then,  Mr.  Confiable,  you  may  difcharge  her. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  your  very  humble  fervanr.  If  you 
pleafe  to  accept  or.  a  bottle 

Jujh  I  thank  you  kindly,  Madam ;  but  I  never  drink 
in  a  morning.  Good-by-t'ye,  Madam,  good-by-t'ye. 

Sir  John.  Good-by-t'ye,  good  Sir.  [Exit  Juftice.]  So 
— now,  Mr.  Conitable,  (lull  you  and  I  go  p.ck  up  » 
where  togedier  ? 

Conji.  No,  thank  you,  Madam ;  my  wife's  enough  to 
fatibty  any  reafonable  man. 

Sir  John.  [Afide.]  He,  he,  he,  he,  he— the  fool  is 
marritd  then.  Well,  you  won't  go!  - 

Coujl.  Not  I,  truly. 

Sir  John.  Then  I'll  go  by  myfelf ;  and  you  and  your 
wife  may  go  to  the  devil.  [Exit  Sir  John. 

Conjt.  [Gazing  after  her.]  Why,  Gcd-a-mercy,  Lady. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE,  Spring-Garden. 

Conftant  and  Heartfree  crofs  the  Stage.  Jls  they  go  off. 
enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle  majkcd^  anil 
dogging  them, 

Conft.  So ;  I  think  we  are  about  the  time  appointed. 

Let  us  walk  up  this  way.  [Exdint. 

Lady  Fan.  Good  :  thus  br  I  have  dogged  them  with- 
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out  being  difcovered.  'Tis  infallibly  fome  intrigue  that 
brings  them  to  Spring-Garden.  How  my  poor  heart  is 
torn  and  wrecked  with  Jear  and  jealoufy  !  Yet  let  it  be 
any  thing  but  that  flirt  Belinda,  and  1'il  try  to  bear  it. 
But  if  it  proves  her,  all  that's  woman  in  me  (hall  be  em 
ployed  to  deftroy  her. 

[Exit  after  Conftant  and  Heanfree. 

Re-enter  Conilant   and  Heartfree.     Lady  Fancyful   and 
'&lsidemoife\\e,J2  ill  following  at  a  diflance. 

C'jnft.  I  fee  no  females  yer,  that  have  any  thing  to  fay 
to  us.  I'm  afraid  we  are  bantered. 

Heart.  1  wifli  we  were  ;  for  I'm  in  no  humour  to  make 
either  them  or  niyfelf  merry. 

CovJI.  Nay,  I'm  fure  you'll  make  them  merry  enough, 
'  if  I  tell  them  why  you  are  dull.  But,  pr'ythee,  why 

*  fo  heavy  and  lad  before  you  btgin  to  he  ill-uftd  ? 

'  Heart.  For   the  fame  reafon,   perhaps,   that  you  are 

*  fo  brifk  and  well- pleafed  ;  becaufe  both  p?.ins  and  plea- 

*  fures  are  generally  more  considerable  in  profpecl,   than 
'  when  they  come  to  pafs.' 

Enter  Lady  Brute  <zWBclindi,  majkeil,  and  poorly  drejfed. 

Cotijt.  How  now  !  who  are  are  thefe  ?  Not  our  game, 
I  hope. 

Heart.  If  they  are,  we  are  e'en  well  enough  ferved,  to 
come  a  hunting  here,  when  we  had  fo  much  better  game 
in  chafe  eifewhere. 

Lady  Fnn.  [To  Mademolfell-  ]  So,  thofe  are  their  ladies, 
u-ithc.ut  doubt.  But  I'm  afraid  that  Doily  fluff  is  not 
worne  for  want  of  better  clothes.  They  are  the  very 
flinpe  and  fize  of  Belinda  and  her  aunt. 

Mad.  So  dey  be  inteed.   Madam. 

Lady  Van.  vV'e'll  flip  into  this  clofe  arbour,  >vhere  we 
mny  hear  all  they  fay. 

[  Exeunt  Lady  Fancyful  and  Msdcir.cifclle. 

Lady  Ertt.'f.  \\'hnt,  are  you  afi;i;d  of  us,  gentlemen  ? 

Heart.  Why,  truly,  I  think  we  may,  it  appcaiance. 
do:i't  lie. 

Bel.  Do  you  always  find  women  what  they  appear  to 
be,  Sir? 

E  3  Heart. 
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IT:  art.  No,   forfooth  ;  but  I  Seldom  find  them  better 
than  they  appear  to  be. 

Rel.  Then  the  outiide's  beft,  you  think  ? 

Heart.  '  1'is  the  honefteft. 

Ccnji.  Have  a  care,  Heartfree  ;  you  are  relapfing  again. 

L.a<!y  Rrutc.  Why,  docs  the  gentleman  ule  10  rail  at 
women  ? 

Ccnji    He  has  done  formerly. 

.Lei.  I  fuppofe  he  had  very  good  call  for't.     They  did 
not  ufe  you  lo  well,  as  you  thought  you  deferved,  Sir  ? 

Lady  Rruie.    They  made  themfelves  merry,  at  your 
expence,  Sir  ? 

Bel.  Laughed  when  you  fighed  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Slept  while  you  were  waking  ? 

BcL  Had  your  pot  ter  beat  ? 

LaJy  Brute.  And  threw  your  billet-doux  in  the  fire  ? 

Heart.  Hey-day,  I  fliall  do  more  than  rail,  prefemlyj 

Bel.  Why,  you  won't  beat  us,  will  you  ? 

Heart.  I  don't  know  but  I  may. 

Conjl.  What  the  devil's  coming  here  ?     Sir  John — and 
drunk,  i'faith. 

ILntcr  Sir  John. 

Sir  Join.  What  a  pox here's  Conflant,  Heartfree 

—  and  two  whores  'egad — Oh,  you  covetous  rogues  .r— 
what  have  you  never  a  fpare  punk  for  your  friend  r— 
But  I'll  (hare  with  you. 

Heart.  Why  what  the  plague  have  you  been  doing, 
knight  ?  [He  fazes  loth  the  women. 

Sir  John.  Why,  I  have  been  beating  the  watch,  and 
fcandalizing  the  women  of  quality. 

Heart.  A  very  good  account,  truly. 

iir  John.  And  what  do  you  think  I'll  do  next  ? 

Conjf.  Nay,  that  no  man  can  guefs. 

Sir  John.  Why,  if  you'll  let  me  fup  with  you,  I'll 
treat  both  your  {trumpets. 

Lady  Brute.  [Afide.~\  Oh,  lord  !  we're  undone. 

Heart.  No,  we  can't  fup  together,  bccaufe  we  have 
fome  jiffairs  -  elfewbere.  But  if  you'll  accept  of  thefe 
two  ladies,  we'll  be  fo  complaifant  to  you,  to  rengn  our 
right  to  them. 

4  £tl.  {AfideC\  Lord,  what  fliall  we  do  ?* 

Sir 
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Sir  John.  Let  me  fee,  their  cloaths  are  fuch  damned 
clothes,  they  won't  pawn  for  the  reckoning. 

Heart.  Sir  John,  your  fervant.     Raptures  attend  you. 

Conjl.  Adieu,  ladies,  make  much  ot  the  gentleman. 

Lady  Brute.  Why  lure  you  won't  leave  us  in  the  hands 
of  a  drunken  fellow  to  abufe  us. 

Sir  John*  Who  do  you  call  a  drunken  fellow,  you  flut 
you  ?  I'm  a  man  of  quality  ;  the  king  has  made  me  a 
knight. 

heart.  Aye,  aye,  you  are  in  good  hands  ;  adieu,  adieu. 

[Heartfree  runs  off. 

Lady  Brute.  The  devil's  hands !  Let  me  go,  or  I'll — 
For  Heaven's  fake,  protect  us  ! 

[She  breaks  from  him,    runs  to  Conftant,  twitching  of 
h<r  majk,  and  clapping  it  on  again. 

Sir  John.  I'll  devil  you,  you  jade  you.  I'll  demolilh 
your  ugly  face. 

Re-enter  Heartfree.     Belinda  runs  to  £/'/»,  and  Jhevjs  her 
face. 

Heart.  Hold,  thou  mighty  man  !  Look  ye,  Sir,  we 
did  but  jeft  with  you.  Thefe  are  ladies  of  our  acquain 
tance  that  we  had  a  mind  to  frighten  a  little,  but  now  you 
muft  leave  us. 

$i>-  John.  'Oons,  I  won't  leave  you,  not  I. 

H<art.  May,  but  you  muft  though  ;  and  therefore  make 
no  words  on't. 

Sir  John.  Then  you  are  a  couple  of  damned  uncivil 
fellows.  And  1  hope  your  punks  will  give  you  lauce  to 
your  mutton.  [&A'//  iVr  John. 

Lady  Brute.  Oh,  I  fhall  never  come  to  myfelf  again, 
1'rn  fo  frightened  ! 

Conft.  '  1  is  a  narrow  efcape,  indeed. 

Bel.  Women  muft  have  frulicks,  you  fee,  whatever 
they  coft  them. 

fLfirf.    This  ini^ht  have  proved  a  dear  one  though. 

Lady  Brute.  Yuu  are  the  more  obliged  to  us  tor  the 
rilk  we  run  upon  your  accounts. 

ConJ*.  Ana  i  hope  you'll  acknowledge  fomething  due 
to  our  knight-errantry,  ladies.  This  is  the  fecond  time 
we  have  de  ivered  you. 

Lady  Brute.  '  I'is  true  j  and  lince  we  fee  fate  has  de- 

figned 
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figned  you  for  our  guardians,  'twill  make  us  fTic  more 
willing  to  trull:  ourlelves  in  your  hands.  But  you  mull 
not  have  the  worie  opinion  of  us  fur  our  innocent  tro- 
1k  k. 

Hiart.  Ladies,   you   may    command    our  opinions    in 
every  thing  that  is  to  your  advantage. 

Bel.  Then,  Sir,  I  command  you  to  be  of  opinion,  that 
women  are  fometimes  better  than  they  appear  to  be. 

[Lady  Brute  and  Conitant  talk  apart. 
Heart.  Madam,  you   have  made  a   convert  of  me  in 
every  thing.     I'm  grown  a  fool.     I  could  be  fond  of  a 
woman. 

Bel.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  in  the  name  of  the  whole  fexr. 
Heart.  Which   fex   nothing   but   yourlelf  could  ever 
have  atoned  for. 

Bel.  Now  has  my  vanity  a  devilifh  itch  to  know  in  what 
my  merit  confids. 

Heart.  In  your  humility,  Madam,  that  keeps  you  ig 
norant  it  conlifts  at  all. 

Ki'l.  One  other  compliment,  with  that  ferious  face,  and 
I  hate  you  for  ever  after. 

'Heart.  Some  women  love  to  be  abufed  ;  is  that  it  you 
would  be  at  ? 

'  Brl.  No,  not  that  neither :  but  I'd  have  men  talk 
plainly  what's  fit  tor  women  to  hear,  without  putting 
them  f  ither  to  a  real  or  an  affected  blulh. 

Heart,  Why  then,  in  as  plain  terms  as  I  -can  find  to 
exprefs  myfeif,  I  gou.d  love  you  even  to  matrimony  itfelf 
almoft.  'egad. 

Btl.  Juft  as  Sir  John  did  her  Ladyfnip  there — *  What 
think  you  ?  Don't  you  believe  one  month's  titre  might 
bring  you  down  to  the  fame  indifference,  only  clati  \\\ 
a  little  better  manners,  perhaps  r  Weil,  you  n.eu  are 
unaccountable  things,  mad  till  you  have  your  millrcfl'-s, 
and  then  Oark  mad  till  you  a;e  rid  of  them  fij/ain.  Tell 
me  boneilly,  is  not  your  patience  put  to  a  much  ieverer 
trial  aiu  r  poflellion  than  before  ? 
4  Heart.  With  a  grc-ai  many,  I  mud  ccn  ef  It  is,  to 
1  our  eternal  fcanJal ;  buc  I' — dear  creature,  do  but  try 
me. 

Brl.  That's  the  fureft  way,  indeed,  to  know,  but  not 
the  iafeil.  [70  Lady  Eruie.]  Madam,  are  not  you  lor 
•  taking 
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taking  a  turn  in  the  great  walk  ?     It's  almoir.  dark,  no 
body  will  know  us. 

Lady  Brute,  Ueally  I  find  myfelf  fomething  idle,  Be 
linda  :  befides  I  duat  upon  this  liule  odd  private  corner. 
But  di  n't  let  my  lazy  farcy  confine  you. 

Conjl.  \_AJiiic .]  So,  (lie  would  be  left  alone  with  me ; 
that's  well. 

Bel.  Well,  we'll  take  one  turn,  and  come  to  you  aga:n. 
[To  Heart  free.]  Come,  Sir,  fhall  we  go  pry  into  the  fe- 
crtts  of  the  garden?  Who  knows  what  difcoveries  we 
iray  make. 

Heart.  Madam,  I  am  at  your  fervice. 

Conjl.  [To  Heartf.  ajjdc.}  Don't  make  too  much  hr.fte 
back  ;  for,  d'ye  hear '  I  may  be  bufy.' 

Heart.   Enough.  [Exeunt  Belinda  and  Heartfree. 

Lady  Brute.  Sure  you  think  me  fcandaloufly  trte,  Mr. 
Conflant,  I'm  afraid  I  (hall  lofe  your  good  opinion  of  me. 

Conjl.  My  good  opinion,  Madam,  is  like  your  cruelty, 
never  to  be  removed. 

Lady  Brute,  Indeed,  I  doubt  you  much ;  why,  fup- 
pofe  you  had  a  wife,  and  file  fhould  entertain  a  gallant  ? 

Conft.  If  I  gave  her juft  caufe,  how  Ihould  I  juftly  con 
demn  her  ? 

LaJy  Brute.  Ah,  but  you  differ  widely  about  juft  caufes. 

Coijl.  But  blows  can  bear  no  cil'pute. 

Laily  Brute.  Nor  ill  manners  much,  truly. 

Conft.  Then  no  woman  upon  earth  has  ib  juft  a  caufe 
as  you  have. 

4  Laily  Brute.  But  can  a  hufband's  faults  releafe  my 
«  duty  ? 

*  Cenjl.  In  equity,  without  doubt.     And  where  laws 
'  difpenfe  with  equity,  equity  fliould  difpenfe  with  laws. 

*  Lady  Brute.  Pray  let  us  leave  this  difpute  ;   for  you 
'  men  have  as  much  witchcraft  in  your  arguments,  as 
1   women  have  in  their  eyes. 

*  Conjl.  But  whilft  you  attack  me  with  your  charms, 

*  'tis  but  reafonable  I  aiT.iult  you  with  mine. 

'  Lady  B> utc.  The  cafe  is  not  the  fame.     What  mif- 

*  chief  we  do  we  can't  help,  and  therefore  are  to  be  for- 
«  given. 

*  Cfnft.  Beauty  foon  ob'ains  pardon  for  the  pain  that 
'  it  gives,  when  it  applies  the  balm  of  compaffion  to  the 
'  wound  :  but  a  fine  lace  and  a  hard  heart  is  almoft  as  bad 

M 
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*  as  an  u<>!y  face  and  a  foft  one;   b->th  very  troublefome 

*  to  man-/  a  poor  gentleman. 

'  Ij'ady  Rntte.  Yes,  ;-nd  to  many  a  poor  gentlewoman 
'  too,  I  can  allure  you.  But  pray  which  of  them  is  it 

*  that  motl  afflicts  you  * 

.  *  Conjl.   Your  Dial's  and   confcience  will-  iu form  you, 

*  Madam.'     But  for  Heaven's  lake,    (for  now  I  muft  be 
ferious)  it  pity,  or  if  gratitude  can  move  you  ;  [Taking 
her  hand.'}  it  coniiancy  and   truth  have  power  to  tempt 
you  ;   it  love%  if  adoration  can  affeft  you,  give  me  at  lealt 
ibme  hopes,    that  time  :nay  do,  what  you  perhaps  mean 
never  to  perform;   'twill  eafe  my  f uric  rings,   though  not 
quench  my  flume. 

Lady  Brute.  Your  fufTerings  eafed,  your  flame  would 
foou  abate ;  and  that  I  would  preierve,  not  quench  it, 
Sir. 

Conjl.  Would  you  preferve  if,  nourifh  it  with  favours  j 
for  that's  the  food  it  naturally  requires, 

Lady  Brute.  Yet  on  that  natural  food,  'twould  furfeit 
foon,  fliould  I  refolve  to  grant  all  you  would  afk. 

Conjl,  And  in  refilling  all,  you  ftarve  it.  Forgive  me 
therefore,  fince  my  hunger  rages,  if  I  at  laft  grow  wild, 
and  in  my  frenzy  lorce  at  lealt  this  from  you.  {Kijjiig 
her  hand,]  Or  it  you'd  have  my  flame  foar  higher  fti'l, 
then  grant  me  this,  and  this,  and  thoufands  more  ;  [Kife- 
ing  jirjl  her  hand  and  then  her  neck.}  for  now 'fa  the  time 
flie  melts  into  compaffion.  .  \_j4JiJe. 

Lady  Brute.  Oh,  heavens!    Let  me  go. 

Conft.  Ay,  go,  ay  :  where  (hall  we  go,  my  charming 

angel      -  into  this  private  arbour Nay,  let's  lofe  no 

time moments  are  precious • 

Lady  Brute.  And  lovers  wild.  Pray  let  us  flop  here  ; 
at  leaft  for  this  time. 

Conjl.  'Tis  impoifible ;  he  that  has  power  over  you, 
can  have  none  over  himfelf. 

\Asbe  is  forcing  her  into  the  arlour,  I^afy  Fancyful 
and  Mademoiielle  bolt  upon  them9  and  run  over  the 

fiaSc- 

Lady  Brute.  Ah  !   I'm  loft. 
Lady  Fan.  Fe,  fe,  fe,  fe,  fe. 
Mad,  Fe,  fe,  fe,  fc,  fe. 
Canji,  Death  and  furies,  who  are  thefe  ? 

Lady 
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Lady  Brute.  Oh,  heavens  !  I'm  out  of  my  wits ;  if 
they  know  me,  I  am  ruined.  ' 

Conft.  Don't  be  frightened :  ten  thoufand  to  one  they 
are  ftrnngers  to  you. 

'Lady  Brute.  Whatever  they  are,  I  won't  ftay  here  a 
moment  longer. 

Conjl.  Whither  will  you  go  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Home,  as  if  the  devil  were  in  me.  Lord, 
whtre's  this  Belinda  now  ? 

Enter  Belinda  and  Heartfree. 

Oh !  'tis  well  you  are  c6me ;  I'm  fo  frightened,   '  my 
*  hair  {lands  an  end.'     Let's  begone,  for  Heaven's  fake. 

Bel.  Lord,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Lady  Brute.  The  devil's  the  matter ;  here's  a  couple 
of  women  have  done  the  moft  impertinent  thing.  Away, 
away,  away,  away,  away.  \Exeunt  running* 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

SCENE,  Lady  Fancyful'*  Houfe. 
Enter  Lady  Fancyful  and  Mademoifelle. 

LADY  FANCYFTJL. 

WELL,  Mademoifelle ;  did  you  dodge  the  filthy 
things  ? 

Mad.  Oh,  cm'  oui,  Madame. 

Lady  Fan.  And  where  are  they  ? 

Mad.   Au  logis. 

Lady  Fan.  What,  men  and  all? 

Mad.  Tons  enfemble. 

Lady  Fan.  Oh,  confidence  !  What,  carry  their  fellows 
to  their  own  houfe  ! 

Mad.  C'eft  que  le  mari  n'y  eft  pas. 

Lady  Fan  No,  fo  I  believe,  truly.  But  he  (hall  be 
there,  and  quickly  too,  if  I  can  find  him  out.  Well, 
'tis  a  prodigious  thing,  to  fee  when  men  and  women  get 
together,  how  they  tortify  one  another  in  their  impu 
dence.  But  if  that  drunken  fool,  her  huiband,  be  to  be 
found  in  e'er  a  tavern  in  town,  I'll  fend  him  amongil 
them  j  I'll  fpoil  their  fport. 

*     Mad. 
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Mad.  En  veritc,  Madame,  ce  feroit  domage. 

Lady  Fan.  Tis  in  vain  to  oppofe  it,  Mademoifelle  ; 
therefore  never  go  about  it :  for  I  am  the  fteadieft  crea 
ture  in  the  world when  1  have  determined  to  do  mif- 

chief.  So  come  along.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  Sir  John  Brute'*  Hovfe. 

Enter  Conitant,  Heartfree,  Lady  Brute,  Belinda,  and 

Lovewell. 

«  Lady  Brute.  But  you  are  fure  you  don't  miftake,  Love- 
well  > 

Love.  Madam,  I  faw  them  all  go  into  the  tavern  to 
gether,  and  my  mailer  fo  drunk  he  could  fcarce  ftand. 

[Exit. 

Lady  Brute.  Then,  gentlemen,  I  believe  we  may  ven 
ture  to  let  you  flay,  and  play  at  cards  with  us  an  hour  or 
two  :  for  they'll  fcarce  part  till  morning. 

Bel.  I  think,  'tis  pity  they  fliould  ever  part 

Conft.  The  company  that's  here,  Madam. 

Lady  Brute.  Then,  Sir,  the  company  that's  here  muft 
remember  to  part  itfelf  in  time. 

Conft.  Madam,  we  don't  intend  to  forfeit  your  future 
favours,  by  an  indifcreet  ufage  of  this.  The  moment 
you  give  us  the  fignal,  we  (han't  fa\l  to  make  our  retreat. 

Lady  Brute.  Upon  thofe  conditions  then  let  us  fit  down 
to  cards. 

Enter  Lovewell. 

Love.  Oh,  lord,  Madam  !  here's  my  nvifter  juft  dag 
gering  in  upon  you  :  he  has  been  quarrelfome  yonder, 
and  they  have  kicked  him  out  of  the  company. 

Lady  Brute.  Into  the  clofet,  gent'emen,  for  Heaven's 
fake;  I'll  wheedle  hi  n>  to-bed,  it  poffible. 

[Conft.  dWHeartf.  run  tnto  the  clofet » 
Enter  Sir  John,  all  dirt  ami  bloody. 

Lady  Brute    Ah Ah he's  all  over  blood. 

Sir  John.  What  the  plague  does  the  woman  fquall  for  ? 
Did  you  never  fee  a  man  in  a  pickle  before  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Lord,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Sir  John.  I  have  been  at cuffs. 

Lady  Brute.  I  tear  that  is  not  all.  I  hope  you  are  not 
wounded. 

Sir  John,  Sound  as  a  roach,  wife. 
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Lady  Brute.  I'm  mighty  glad  to  hear  ir. 

Sir  John.  You  know — 1  think  you  lie. 

Lady  Brute.  You  do  me  wrong  to  think  fo.  For  Hea 
ven's  my  vvunefs,  I  had  rather  lee  my  own  blood  trickle 
down,  than  yours. 

Sir  John.  Then  will  I  be  facri^iced. 

Lady  Brute,  '  Fis  a  hard  fate  I  fhould  not  be  believed. 

Sir  John.  'Tis  a  damned  atheiftical  age,  wife. 

Lady  Brute.  I  am  fure  I  have  given  you  a  thoufand 
tender  proofs  how  great  my  care  is  of  you.  But,  Ipite' 
of  all  your  cruel  thoughts,  I'll  dill  periift,  and  at  this 
moment,  if  I  can,  periuade  you  to  lie  down  and  fleep  a 
little. 

Sir  John.  Why — do  you  think  I  am  drunk — you  flut, 
you  ? 

Lady  Bruiei  Heaven  forbid  I  fliould  :  but  I'm  afraid 
you  are  feverifh.  Pray,  let  me  feel  your  pulfe. 

Sir  John.  Stand  off,  and  be  damned. 

Lady  Brute.  Why,  I  fee  your  ciifternper  in  your  very 
eyes.  You  are  all  on  fire.  Pray,  go  to  bed  ;  let  me  in- 
treat  you. 

Sir  John. Come,  k'fs  me,  then. 

Lady  Brute.  \_K~ijjing  bim.~\  There  :  now  go.  \_AJUe."} 
He  ftinks  like  poiion. 

Sir  John.  I  ice  it  goer,  damnably  againftyour  ftomach. 
—and  therefore — kiis  me  again. 

La  fly  Brute.  Nay,  now  you  fool  me. 

Sir  John.  Do't,  I  fay. 

Lady  Brute.  [Ajide.}  Ah,  lord  have  mercy  upon  me. 
Well ;  there  :  now  will  you  go  ? 

Sir  John.  Now,  wife,  you  fliall  fee  my  gratitude.  You 
gave  me  two  kifles— I'll  give  you — two  hundred. 

[KiJJcs  and  tumbles  her. 

Lady  Brute.  Oh,  lord  !  pray,  Sir  John,  be  quiet. 
Heavens,  what  a  pickle  am  I  in  ! 

*  Bel.  \_AJide.~\  If  I  were  in  her  pickle,  I'd  call  my 
'  gallant  out  of  the  cloiet",  and  he  ihould  cudgel  him 
«  foundlr.' 

Sir  John.  So,  new  you   being  as  dirty  and  as  nafty  as 

myfett,  we  mty  go  pig  together.     Bur  firtl  I  mult  have 

a  cup  of  your  cold  tea,  wife.     •  \Going  to  the  clffet. 

F  Lady 
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/,.  D.  Oh,  I'm  ruin'd  !  There's  none  there,  my  dear. 

Kir  John.  I'll  warrant  you,  I'll  find  fome,  my  dear. 

LnJj  Brute .  You  can't  open  the  door,  the  lock's  fpoiled  ; 
I  have  been  turning  and  turning  the  key  this  half  hour  to 
no  purpofe.  I'll  (end  for  the  fmith  to-morrow. 

Sir  John.  There's  ne'er  a  fmith  in  Europe  can  open  a 
door  with  more  expedition  than  I  can  do — As  tor  exam 
ple —  Pou.  \JtIeburfls  ofen  the  door  ivitb  bis  foot C\ — How 
now  !  What  the  devil  have  we  got  here  ? — Conftant — 
Heartfree — and  two  whores  again,  'egad — This  is  the 

woril  cold  tea— that  ever  I  met  with  in  my  life 

Enter  Conftant  and  Heartfree. 

L,aiJy  Brute,  [djtie.]  Oh,  lord,  what  will  become  of 
us  ? 

Sir  John.  Gentlemen— I  am  your  very  humble  fervant 
—I  give  you  many  thanks — I  fee  you  take  care  of  my 
family — I  (hall  do  all  I  can  to  return  tht:  obligation. 

Confl.  Sir,  how  oddly  foever  this  buiinefs  may  apptar 
to  you,  you'd  have  no  cauie  to  be  uneafy,  if  you  knew 
the  truth  of  all  things  ?  Your  Lady  is  the  molt  virtuous 
woman  in  the  world,  and  nothing  has  palt,  but  an  inno 
cent  frolick. 

Heart.  Nothing  elfe,  upon  my  honour,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  You  are  both  very  civil  gentlemen — And  my 
wife  there,  is  a  very  civil  gentlewoman  ;  therefore  I 
don't  doubt  but  many  civil  things  have  paft  between  you. 
Your  very  humble  fervant. 

Lady  Brute.  [Afide  to  Conft.]  Pray  begone  :  he's  To 
drunk,  he  can't  hurt  us  to-night,  and  to-morrow  mor 
ning  you  (hall  hear  from  us. 

Cnnft.  I'll  obey  you,  Madam.  Sir,  when  you  are  ccol, 
you'll  underhand  reafon  better.  So  then  I  fhall  take  the 
pains  to  inform  you.  It  not — I  wear  a  fword,  Sir,  and 
fo  goud-by-t'ye.  Come  along,  Heartfree.  [Exeunt, 

Sir  "John.  Wear  a  fword,  Sir — And  what  of  all  that, 
Sir  ?  He  comes  to  my  houfe  ;  eats  my  mea'  ;  lies  with 
my  wife;  difhonours  my  family;  gets  a  baftard  to  inhe 
rit  my  eftate — And  when  I  aflc  a  civil  account  of  all  this 
— Sir,  fays  he,  I  wear  a  fword. — VVear  a  fword,  Sir? 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  he,  I  wear  a  fword. — It  may  be  a  good 
anfwer  at  crofs  purpofes  ;  but  'tis  a  damned  one  to  a  man 
in  my  whimfical  circumitances — Sir,  fays  he,  I  wear  a 

fword ! 
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word  !  [To  Lady  Brute.]  And  what  do  y°u  wear  now  ? 
-Ha!  tell  me,  [V////«f  do-.vn  in  a  great  chair. ~\  What  you 
are  modtft,  and  can't — Why  then  I'll  teil  you,  you  Hut 
you.  You  we.*r — ;m  impudent  lewd  face — a  damned, 

dcfigning  heart — and  a  tail — and  a  tail  full  of 

[He fills  faft  ,-iletp  furring. 

Lady  Brute.  So,  thanks  to  kind  Heaven,  he's  fafl  lor 
fome  hour  . 

Brl.  'Tis  well  he  is  fo,  that  we  may  have  time  to  lay 
our  ftory  handiomely ;  for  we  muft  lie  like  the  devil,  to 
bring  ourielves  (.ft. 

L'idy  Brute.  What  fliall  we  fay,  Belinda-? 

Bel.  [Mu/iag.]  —  I'll  tell  you:  it  muft  all  light  upon 
Hearttree  and  I.    \Ve'i!  fay  he  has  courted  me  fome  time, 
but  for  reafons  unknown  to  us,  has  ever  been  very  earntit 
the  thing  mi^ht  he  kept  from  Sir  John.     That  therefore 
hearing  him  upon  rive  ilairs,  he  run  into  the  cloftt,   tho' 
ag unit  our  will,  and  Conitant  wiih  h:m,  to  prevtnt 
loufy.     And  to  give  this  a  good  impudent  face  of  truth, 
(that  I  may  deliver  you  from  the  trouble  you  are  in)  I'll- 
e'en,  if  he  pleafes,  marry  him. 

Lady  Brute.  I'm  beholden  to  you,  coufin  ;  but  that 
would  be  carrying  the  jeft  a  little  too  far,  for  your  own 
fake  :  you  know  he's  a  younger  brother,  and  has  nothing. 

Bel.  Tis  true:  but  I  like  him,  and  have  fortune 
enough  to  keep  above  extremity  :  I  can't  fay  I  would  live- 
with  him  in  a  cell,  Qpon  love  and  bread  and  butter:  but 
I'd  rather  have  the  man  I  love,  and  a  middle  itate  of  life, 
that  that  gentleman  in  the  chair  there,  and  twice  your 
Ladyfhip's  fplendor. 

Lady  Brute.  In  truth,  niece,  you  arc-in  the  right  on't  j 
but  'tis  late  :  let's  end  ourdifcourfe  for  to-night,  and  out 
of  an  excefs  of  charity,  take  a  fmall  cure  of  that  nafty 
drunken  tiling  there — do  but  look  at  him,  Belinda. 

Bel.  Ah — 'tis  a  favoury  diih. 

Lady  Brute.  As  favoury  as  'tis,  I'm  cloyed  with  if, 
Fr'ythee  call  the  butler  to  takeaway. 

Bel.  Call  the  butler? — Call  the  fcavenger  !  [To  a  fcr- 
•vant  within.]  Who's  there  ?  Cull  Rafor  !  Let  him  rake 
away  his  mailer,  fcour  him  cle.in  with  a  little  foap  and 
land,  and  ib  put  him  to  bed. 

Lady  Ernie.  Come,  Belinda,   1!11  e'en  lie  with  you  to. 
F  2  night  ; 
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night ;  and  in  the  morning  we'll  fend  for  our  gentlemen 
to  fet  this  matter  even. 

R,l    With  all  my  heart. 

Lady  Brute.  Good-night,   my  dear. 

{Making  a  low  curtefy  to  Sir  John. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  [£*<•««/. 

Enter  Rafor. 

Raf.  My  Lady  there's  a  wag— My  matter  there's  a 
a  cuckold.  Marriage  is  a  flippery  thing — Women  have 
depraved  appetites — My  Lady's  a  wag^,  I  have  heard  all ; 
I  have  feen  all;  I  underftand  all;  and  I'll  tell  ail;  for 
my  little  Frenchwoman  loves  news  dearly.  This  ftory 
will  gain  her  heart,  or  nothing  will.  [To  bis  majlcr.~\ 
Come,  Sir,  your  head's  too  full  of  fumes  at  prefenr,  to 
make  room  for  your  jealoufy ;  but  I  reckon  we  fhnll  have 
rare  work  with  you,  when  your  pate's  empty.  Come  to 
your  kennel,  you  cuckoldy,  drunken  fot,  you. 

[Carries  him  an  his  back, 

My  matter's  afleep,  in  his  chair,  and  a  fnoring, 

My  Lady's  abroad,  and — Oh,  rare  matrimony  ! 

SCENE,  La,Jy  Fancyful'j  Uoufe. 

Enter  Lady  Fancyful  a#</ Mademoifelle. 

Lady  Fan.  But,  why  did.not  you  tell  me  before,  Made- 
moiiHle,  that  Ralorand  you  were  fond  ? 

Mad.  De  modtfty  hinder  me,   Matam. 

Lady  Fan.  Why,  truly  modefty  does  often  hinder  us 
from  doing  things  we  have  an  extravagant  mind  to.  But 
does  he  love  you  well  enough  yet,  to  do  any  thing  you 
bid  him  ?  Do  you  think,  to  oblige  you,  he  would  fpeak 
fcandal  ? 

Mad.  Matam,  to  oblige  your  Lady  (hip,  he  (hall  fpeak 
any  thing. 

Lady  Van,  Why  then,  Mademoifelle,  I'll  tell  you  what 
you  fhall  do.  You  fhall  engage  him  to  tell  his  matter, 
ail  that  paft  at  Spring  Garden  :  I  have  a  mind  he  fhould 
know  what  a  wife  and  a  niece  he  has  got. 

Mad.  II  le  fera,  Madame. 

Enter  a  Footman,  <wb»'Jj>takt  to  Mademoifelle  apart. 

Foot.  Mademoifelle,  vender's  Mr.  Rafor  defires  to  fpeak 
with  you. 
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Mad.  Tell  him,  I  come  prefencly.  \[Exit  Footman. 
Rafor  be  clere,  Madame. 

Lady  Fan.  That's  fortunate  :  well,  I'll  leave  you  toge 
ther.  And  if  you  find  him  ftubborn,  Mademoifclle  — — 
hark  you — don't  refufe  him  a  few  reafonsLie  little  liber- 
tie?,  to  pur  him  in  humour. 

Mad.  Laillez  moi  iaire.  [Exi*  Lady  Fan. 

[Rafor  peeps  in  ;  and  feeing  Lady  Fancyrul  £<w,  turns 
to  Mademoifelle,  takes  her.  about  the  neck,  ami 
kijfes  her. 

Mail.  How  now,  confidence  ! 

Raf.  How  now,  modefty  ! 

Mad.  Who  make  you  fo  familiar,  firrah  ? 

Raf.  My  impudence,  huffy. 

Mad.  Stand  off,  rogue-face. 

Raf.  Ah— Mademoifelle — great  news  at  our  houfe. 

Mad.  Why,  vat  be  de  matter  ? 

Raf.  The  matter  ? — Why  uptails  all's  the  matter. 

Mad.  Tu  te  mocque  de  moi. 

Raf.  Now  do  you  long  to  know  the  particulars  :  the 
time  when  ;  the  place  where  ;  the  manner  how.  But  I 
won't  tell  you  a  word  more. 

Mad.  Nay,  den  dou  kill  me,  Rafor. 

Raf.  Come,  kifs  me,  then. 

Mad.  Nay,  prldee  tell  me. 

[Clapping  bis  hanJs  behind* 

Raf.  Good-by-t'ye\  [Going. 

Mad.  Hold,  hold;   I  will  kifs  dee.  [Kijjingbim. 

Raf.  So,  that's  civil  :  why  now,  my  pretty  Poll ;   my 
goldfinch  ;  my  little  waterwagtail — you  muft  know,   that 
Come,  kifs  me  again. 

Mad.  I  won't  kifs  de  no  more. 

Raf.  Good-by-t'ye.  [Going. 

Mad.  Doucemenr;  dere;  es  tu  content  ?    [Kijling  him. 

Raf.  So  ;  now  I'll  tell  theeall.  Why  the  news  is,  that 
cuckoidom  in  folio  is  newly  printed;  and  matriin-iny  in 
quarto,  is  juft  going  into  the  prefs.  Will  you  buy  any 
books,  Mademoifelle  ? 

Mad.  Tu  paries  comme  un  libraire ;  de  devil,  no  un- 
derftand  dee. 

Raf.  Why  then,  that  I  may  make  rayfelf  intelligible  to 
F  3  a  waiting 
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a  waiting-woman,  I'll  fpeak  like  a  valet  de  chambrc.    My 
Lady  h?.s  cuckolded  my  mailer. 

J/.Trf.    Br.n. 

Raf.  Which  we  take  very  ill  from  her  hands,  I  can 
tell  her  that.  We  can't  yet  prove  matter  of  ladt  upon 
her. 

Math  N'importe.    . 

Raf.  But  we  can  prove  that  matter  of  facl:  had  like  to 
have  been  upon  her. 

Mad,   Oui-da. 

Rai\  For  we  have  fuch  terrible  circumftances— — 

Mad.  Sans  doute. 

Raf.  That  any  man  of  parts  may  draw  tickling  con- 
clufions  from  them. 

Mad.  Fort  bien. 

Raf.  We  found  a  couple  of  tight  well-built  gentle 
men,  fluffed  into  her  Ladyfhip's  clofet. 

Mad.  Le  diable  ! 

Raf.  And  I,  in  my  particular  perfon,  have  difcovered 
a  '  moll  damnable'  plot,  how  to  perfuade  my  poor  matter, 
that  all  this  hide  and  feek,  this  Will  in  the  VVifp,  has  no 
other  meaning  than  a  Chriftian  marriage  for  fweet  Mrs. 
Belinda. 

Mad.  Une  marriage  ?  Ah,  les  drolefles ! 

Raf.  Don't  you  interrupt  me,  huffy  ;  'tis  agreed,  I 
fay ;  and  my  innocent  Lady,  to  wriggle  herfelf  out  at 
the  back-door  of  the  bufinefs,  turns  marriage-bawd  to 
her  niece,  and  refolves  to  deliver  up  her  fair  body  to 
be  tumbled  and  mumbled,  by  that  young  liquorifli  whip- 
fler,  Heartfree.  Now  are  you  fatisfied  ? 

Mad.  No. 

Raf.   Right  woman  ;  always  gaping  for  more. 

Mud.  Dis  be  all  den,  dat  you  know? 

Raf.  All !  Ay,  and  a  great  deal  roo,  I  think. 

Mad.  Dou  be  fool,  dou  know  nothing. — Ecoute,  mon 
pauviv,  Ra'.br.  Dou  fees  des  two  eyes  ? — Des  two  eyes 
have  fee  de  devil. 

Raf.  The  woman's  mad. 

Mad.  In  Spring  Garden,  dat  rogue  Conftant  meet  dy 
Lady. 

Raf.  Bon. 

Mad.—- -I'll  tell  dee  no  more. 

4  I  Mad, 
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Raf.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  my  fvvan. 

Mud.  Come,  kifs  me  den. 

[  CLipping  her  bands  l>cbind  bcr^  as  be  did  before* 
Raf.  I  won't  kifs  you,  not  I. 
Mad.  Adieu.  [Going. 

Raf.  Hold — Now  proceed.         [Gives  ber  a  hearty  kifs. 

Mad.  A  93 — I  hide  my  felt  in  one  cunning  place,  where 
I  hear  all,  and  fee  all.  Firft  dy  drunken  mailer  come 
inal-si-propos  ?  But  de  lot  no  know  his  own  dear  wife,  fo 
he  leave  her  to  her  fporr. — Den  de  game  begin.  De 
lover  fay  foft  ting  ;  de  lady  look  upon  de  ground.  [As  fie 
fpeaks,  Rafor  ftill  afts  the  man,  and  Jhe  the  woman.']  He 
take  her  by  de  hand ;  fhe  turn  her  head  on  oder  way. 
Den  he  fqueeze  very  hard  j  den  (he  pull — very  foftly. 
Den  he  take  her  in  his  arms  ;  den  fhe  give  him  little  par. 
*  Den  he  kifs  her  tettons.  Den  fhe  fay — pifli,  nay  fie.' 
Den  he  tremble;  den  fhe  figh.  Den  he  pull  her  into  de 
arbor  ;  den  fhe  pinch  him. 

Raf.  Ay,  but  not  fo  hard,  you  baggage  you. 

Mad.  Den  he  grow  bold ;  flie  grow  weake,  he  tro  her 
down,  il  tombe  deflus,  le  Diable  affifte,  il  emporte  tout; 
[Rafory?r&g°"/£.f  ivitb  bert  as  if  be  -would  throw  ber  doivn.  j 
ftand  off,  lirrah. 

Raf.  You  have  fet  me  a-fire,  you  jade,  you. 

Mad.  Den  go  to  de  river  and  quench  dylelf. 

Raf.  What  an  unnatural  harlot  this  ! 

Mad.   Kafor.  [Looking  languijbingly  on  him* 

Raf.  M,  demoifelle. 

Mad.  Dou  no  love  me  ? 

Raf.  Not  love  thee  ! More  than  a  Frenchman  does 

fou  p. 

Mad.  Den  you  svill  refufe  nothing  dat  I  bid  dee  ? 

Raf.   Don't  bid  me  hung  myielf  rhen. 

Mad.  No;  only  teli  dy  muitr,  ail  I  have  tell  dee  of 
dy  lady. 

Raf.  Why,  you  little  malicious  itrumpet,  you  ;  mould 
you  like  to  .e  fer\td  fo  r 

Mad.   Dou  d  Ipu.e  dtn ? Adieu. 

Raf  Hold — But  why  wilt  tmni  make  me  be  fuch  a 
rogue,  n*'.  dt-  r  f 

MaJ  Voiiii  un  vrai  Anglois  !  il  eft  amoureux,  et  ce- 
pendant  il  veut  raiibnner.  Va  t'en  au  diable. 

Raf. 


68          THE    PROVOK'D    WIFE. 

Raf.  Hold  once  more:  in  hopes  thou'lt  give  me  up 
thy  body,  I'll  make  thee  a  prefent  of  my  honefty.. 

Mitd.  Bon  ;  ecoute  done  ; — if  dou  fail  me — I  never  fee 
dee  more— if  dou  obey  me*— Je  ni 'abandon  ne  &  toi  J  roi. 
[She  takes  him  about  the  ««•£,  and  gives  him  a  fmacking  k'f<.\ 

[Exit  Made  •moife.le. 

Raf.  [Licking  his  lips."]  Not  be  a  rogue  \—Amor  vincit 
tmnia.  [Exit  Kafor. 

Entet  Lady  Fancy ful  and  Mademoifelle. 

Lady  Fan.  Marry,,  fay  ye  !    Will  the  two  things  marry  ? 

Mad.  On  le  va  faire,  Madame. 

Lady  Fan.  Look  you,  Mademoifelle,  in  fhurt  I  can't 
bear  it-- -No;  I  find  I  can't---If  once  I  fee  them  a-bed 
together,  I  fhall  have  ten  thoufand  thoughts  in  my  head 
will  make  me  run  diftracled.  Therefore  run  and  call 
Rafor  back  immediately  ;  tor  fomething  mutt  be  done  to 
flop  this  impertinent  wedding.  If  I  can  but  defer  it  Four 
and  twenty  hours,  I'll  make  fuch  work  about  town,  with 
that  little  pert  flut's  reputation,  he  fhall  as  foou  marry  a, 
witch. 

AlaJ.  [A/!ile.~\  La  voila  bienintentionee.         [Exeunt.. 

S  C  £  N  E,    Conftant'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Conftant  and  Heartfree* 

Conjl.  Rut  what  doft  think  will  become  of  this  bufi- 
aefs  ? 

Heart.  'Tis  eafier  to  think  what  will  not  become  on't.. 

Conjl.  What's  that? 

Heart.  A  challenge.  I  know  the  knight  too  well  for- 
tbat ;  his  dear  body  will  always  prevail  upon  his  noble 
foul  to  be  quiet. 

Con/}.  But  though  he  dare  not  challenge  me,  perhaps  he 
may  vt  nture  to  challenge  his  wife. 

Heart.  Not  if  you  whifper  him  in  the  ear,  you  won't 
have  him  c  't,  and  there's  no  other  way  left  tint  I  fee  : 
for  us  drunk  <~.s  he  was,  he'll  reme'nber  ;ou  and  I  were 
where  we  ihould  not  be  ;  and  Id  /t  th.nk  him  quite- 
blockhead  enough  )  et  to  he  perfuaded  we  were  got  iiito 
his  wife's  cloiet  only  to  peep  ;-uo  her  pt  :;er-b  'ok. 
Enter  a  Servant  >.\th  a  letter. 

Sfrv.  Sir,   here's  a  letter,  a  porter  brought  it. 

Conjl.  Oh,  ho,  here's  inllrudions  for  us.  {Reads. 

"  The 
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'*  The  accident  that  has  happened,  has  touched  our 
Invention  to  the  quick.  We  would  rain  come  off  with 
out  your  help  ;  but  find  that's  impollible.  In  a  word, 
the  whole  bufmefs  mull  be  thrown  upon  a  matrimonial 
intrigue  between  your  friend  and  mine.  But  if  the  par 
ties  are  not  iond  enough  to  go  quite  through  with  the 
matter,  'tis  fufficient  tor  our  turn,  they  own  the  delign. 
We'll  find  pretences  enough  to  break  the  match.  Adieu." 
Well,  women  for  invention  !  How  long  wou'd  my 
blockhead  have  been  producing  this  ! — Hey,  Hearttree  ! 
What  muling,  man  !  Pr'ythee  be  chearful :  what  fay  eft 
thou,  friend,  to  this  matrimonial  remedy  ? 

Heart.  Why,  I  fay,  it's  worfe  than  the  difeafe. 
Cotift.    Here's  a  fellow  for  you  :  there's  beauty  and 
money  on  her  fide  ;  and  love  up  to  the  ears  on  his :  and 

yet 

Heart.  And  yet,  I  think,  I  may  reafonably  be  allowed 
to  boggle  at  marrying  the  niece,  in  the  very  moment 
that  you  are  deluding  the  aunt. 

Conjl.  Why,  truly,  there  may  be  fomething  in  that. 
But  have  not  you  a  good  opinion  enough  of  your  own 
parts,  to  believe  you  cbu'.d  keep  a  wife  to  yourfelf  ? 

Heart.  I  fliould  have,  if  I  had  a  good  opinion  enough 
of  hers,  to  believe  fhe  could  do  as  much  by  me.     But 
pr'ythce  adviie  me  in  this  good  and  evil,  this  life  and 
death,  this  blefling  and  curfe,  that  is  fet  heroic  me  :   *  for 
to  do  them  right,  after  all,  the  wife  feldorn  rambles, 
till  the  hulband  (hews  her  the  way. 
*  Conft.  Tis  true,  a  man  of  real  worth  fcarce  ever  is  a 
cuckold,   but  by  his  own  fault.     Women  are  not  na 
turally  lewd  ;  there  muft  be  fomething  to  urge  them  to 
it.     They'll  cuckold  a  churl,  out  of  revenge ;  a  fool, 
becaufe  they  defpife  him  ;   a  bead,   becaufe  they  loath 
him  :    but  when  they  make  bold  w'nh  a  man  they  once 
had  a  well  'grounded  value  for,  'tis  becaufe  they  fuft 
fee  themfelvcs  neglected  by  him.' 
Heart.  Shall  I  marry  or  die  a  maid  ? 
Can  ft.  Why  faith,    Heartfree,    matrimony   is   like  an 
army,  going  to  engage.     Love's  the  forlorn  hope,  which 
is  foon  cut  oft";  the  marriage  knot  is  the  main  body, 
which  may  fland  buff  a  long  time;  and  repentance  is 

the 
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the  rear-guard,  which  rarely  gives  ground,  as  long  as 
the  main  body  has  a  being. 

Heart.  Conciufion  then;  you  advlfe  me  to  rake  on,  as 
you  do. 

Conft.  That's  not  concluded  yet  :  for  though  marri.ige 
be  a  lottery,  in  vvhL'h  there  are  wonderous  many  blanks ; 
yet  there  is  one  ioeftUmabie  lor,  in  which  the  only 
heaven  on  earth  is  written.  Would  your  kind  fate  but 
guide  your  hand  to  thr.r,  though  I  were  wrapped  in  all 
that  luxury  itfelf  could  cloath  me  with,  I  itiil  Ihould  en 
vy  you. 

Heart.  And  juflly  too ;  for  to  be  capable  of  loving 
one,  doubtlef's,  is  better  than  to  poflefs  a  thoufand.  But 
how  far  that  capacity's  in  me,  alas,  I  know  not. 

Con/}.  But  you  would  know. 

Heart.  I  would  fo. 

Conft.  Matrimony  will  inform  you.  Come,  one  flight 
of  resolution  carries  you  to  the  land  or"  experience ; 
wherein  a  very  moderate  time  you'll  know  the  capacity  of 
your  foul  and  your  body  both,  or  I'm  milbken.  [E.\euat, 

SCENE,  Sir  John  Brute'j  Houfc. 

Enter  Lady  Brute  and  Belinda. 

.8,7.  Well,  Madam,  what  anfwer  have  you  from  th? m  > 

Lady  Rrutc.   That  they'll  be  here  this  moment.  I  f.uicy 

*twill  end  in  a  wedding;  I'm  fure  he's  a  fool  if  it  don't. 

Ten  thoufand  pounds,   and  fuch  a  lafs  as  you  are,  is  no 

contemptible  offer  to  a  younger  brother.     '  But  are  not 

*  you  under  ftrange  agitations  ?  Pr'ythee,  how  does  your 

*  pulfe  beat  ? 

*  Bel.  High  and  low  ;  I  have  much  a-do  to  be  valiant : 
'  is  it  not  very  ftrange  to  go  to  bed  with  a  nvm  ? 

*  Lady  Brute.  Urn — it  is  a  little  odd  at  firft,  but  it  will 
'  foon  grow  eafy  to  you.' 

Enter  Conftant  and  Heartfree. 

Good-morrow,  gentlemen  :  how  have  you  flept  after  your 
adventure  ? 

H,-art.  Some  careful  thoughts,  ladies,  on  your  accounts, 
have  kept  us  waking. 

Bel.  And  fome  careful  thoughts  on  your  own,  I  be 
lieve,  have  hindered  you  trom  lleeping.  Pray  how  dt,ea 
this  matrimonial  project  relifli  with  you  ? 

Heart, 
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'Heart.  Why,  faith,  e'en  as  ftorming  towns  does  with 
foldiers,  where  the  hopes  of  delicious  plunder  banifhes 
the  fear  of  being  knocked  on  the  head. 

Bel.  Is  it  then  poffible,  after  all,  that  you  dare  think 
of  downright  lawful  wedlock  ? 

Heart.  Madam,  you  have  made  me  fo  fool-hardy,  I 
dare  do  any  thing. 

Bel.  Then,  Sir,  I  challenge  you  ;  and  matrimony's  the 
fpot  where  I  expe<5t  you. 

Heart.  '  Tis  enough  ;  I'll  not  fail.  \_Afidc.'\  So,  now  I 
am  in  for  Hobbe's  voyage  ;  a  great  leap  in  the  dark. 

Lady  Brute.  Well,  gentlemen,  this  matter  being  con 
cluded  then,  have  you  got  your  leflbns  ready?  for  Sir 
John  is  grown  fuch  an  atheiil  of  late,  he'll  believe  no 
thing  upon  eafy  terms. 

Conft.  We'll  find  means  to  extend  his  faith,  Madam. 
But  pray  how  do  you  find  him  this  morning  ? 

Lady  Brute.  Moil  lamentably  morofe,  chewing  the  cud 
after  lart  night's  difcovery,  of  which  however  he  has  but 
a  confuted  notion  e'en  now  :  but  I'm  afraid  the  valet  He 
chambre  has  told  him  all ;  for  they  are  very  bufy  together 
at  this  moment.  When  I  told  him  of  Belinda's  marriage, 
I  had  no  other  anfwer  but  a  grunt ;  from  which,  you 
may  draw  what  conclufions  you  think  fit.  But  to  your 
notes,  gentlemen,  he's  here. 

Enter  Sir  |ohn  rfWRafor. 

Conft.  Good-morrow,  Sir. 

Heart.  Good-morrow,  Sir  John ;  I'm  very  forry  my 
ind'fcretion  fliould  caufe  fo  much  diforder  in  your  family. 

Sir  Jcbn.  Diforders  generally  come  from  indifcretion, 
Sir  ;  'tis  no  ftrange  thing  at  all. 

Lady  Brute.  I  hope,  my  dear,  you  are  fatisfied  there 
was  no  wrong  intended  you. 

Sir  John.  None,  my  dove. 

Bel.  If  not,  I  hope,  my  confent  to  marry  Mr.  Heart- 
free  will  convince  you.  For,  as  little  as  I  know  of 
amours,  Sir,  I  can  -.'flu re  you,  one  intrigue  is  enough  to 
brin^  four  people  together,  without  further  mifchief. 

Sir  John.  And  I  know  too,  that  intrigues  tend  to  pro 
creation  of  more  kinds  than  one.  One  intiigue  will  be 
get  another,  as  foon  as  beget  a  fun  ojr  a  daughter. 

Con/I.  lam  very  forry,  Sir,  to  fee  you  itill  feem  unfa- 

tisfied 
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tisfied  with  a  lady,  whofe  more  than  common  virtue,  I 
am  fure,  were  fhe  my  wife,  Ihould  meet  with  better 
ufage. 

i>ir  John.  Sir,  if  her  conduct  has  put  a  trick  upon  her 
virtue,  her  virtue's  the  bubble,  but  her  hufband's  the 
lofer. 

Conft.  Sir,  you  have  received  a  fufficient  anfwer  al 
ready,  to  juftify  both  her  conduct  and  mine.  You'fl 
pardon  me  for  meddling  in  your  family -affairs  ;  but  I 
perceive  I  am  the  man  you  are  jealous  of,  and  therefore 
it  concerns  me. 

Hir  John.  Would  it  d'd  not  concern  me,  and  then  I 
fhould  not  care  who  it  concerned. 

Conft.  Well,  Sir,  if  truth  and  reafon  won't  content 
you,  I  know  but  one  way  more,  which,  if  you  think  fit, 
you  may  take. 

Sir  John.  Lord,  Sir,  you  are  very  hafty  :  if  I  had  been 
found  at  prayers  in  your  wife's  clofet,  I  fhould  have  al 
lowed  you  twice  as  much  time  to  come  to  yourfelf  in. 

Conft.  Nay,  Sir,  if  time  be  all  you  want,  we  have  no 
quarrel. 

Heart,  I  told  you  how  the  fword  would  work  upon 
him.  [Sir  John  muj'es. 

Conft.  Let  him  mufe  ;  however,  I'll  lay  fifty  pounds 
our  foreman  brings  us  in,  not  guilty. 

Sir  John.  [Afide.]  'Tis  well— 'tis  very  well— In  fpite 
of  that  young  jade's  matrimonial  intrigue,  I  am  a  down 
right  (linking  cuckold — Here  they  are— Boo  —  [Putting 
hi*  hand  to  his  forehead.  J  Methinks,  I  could  butt  with  a 
bull.  What  the  plague  did  I  marry  her  for  ?  I  knew  (he 
did  not  like  me  ;  if  fhe  had,  (he  would  have  lain  with 
me  ;  for  I  would  have  done  fo,  becauie  I  liked  her  ;  but 
that's  paft,  and  I  have  her.  And  now,  what  (hall  I  do. 
with  her  ? — If  I  put  my  horns  into  my  pocket,  fhe'll 
grow  in'olent — it"  I  don't,  that  goat  there,  that  frail  on, 
is  ready  to  whip  me  through  the  guts— -The  deb  te  tht-n  is 
reduced  to  this ;  fhall  Idle  a  hero,  or  live  a  r.if.:al  ? — • 
Why,  wikr  men  than  I  have  long  fince  conclude  J,  that 
a  living  dog  is  bttter  than  a  d\.ad  lion.  [To  Conltant  and 
Heartfree  ]  Gentlemen,  now  my  wine  and  my  p.lfion 
are  governable,  I  muft  own,  I  have  never  obferved  any 
thing  iu  my  wife's  courfe  of  life,  10  back  me  in  my  jea- 

loufy 
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loufy  of  her  :  but  jealoufy's  a  mark  of  love  :  fo  flie  need 
not  trouble  her  head  about  it,  us  long  as  I  make  no  more 
words  ou't. 


Lady  Fancy  ful  enters  difguifed,  and  adJreJfes  Belinda 

Conjl.  I'm  glad  to  fee  your  reafon  rule  at  laft.  Give 
me  your  hand  :  I  hope  you'll  look  upon  me  as  vou  ufed  to 
do. 

Sir  John.  Your  humble  fervant.  [AJidc.]  A  wheedling 
fon  of  a  whore  ! 

Heart.  And  that  I  may  be  fure  you  are  friends  with 
me  too,  pray  give  me  yourconfent  to  wed  your  niece. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  you  have  it,  with  all  my  heart  ;  damn 
me  if  you  han't.  \_AfiJe.  "\  'Tis  time  to  get  rid  of  her  :  a 
young  pert  pimp  :  ihe'll  make  an  incomparable  bawd  in 
a  little  time. 

Enter  a  Servant,  who  gives  Heart  free  a  letter. 

Bel.  Heartfree  your  hufband,  fay  you  ?  'TisimpofTible  \ 

Lady  Fan.  Would  to  kind  Heaven  it  were  ;  but  'tis  too 
true;  and  in  the  world  there  lives  not  fuch  a  wretch. 
I'm  young  :  and  either  I  have  been  flattered  by  my 
friends,  as  well  as  glafs,  or  nature  has  been  kind  and  ge 
nerous  to  me.  I  had  a  fortune  too  was  greater  far  than 
he  could  ever  hope  for;  but  with  my  heart  I  am  robbed 
of  all  the  reft.  I  am  flighted  and  I'm  beggared  both  at 
once  ;  I  have  fcarce  a  bare  iubfillence  from  the  villain, 
yet  dare  complain  to  none;  for  he  has  fworn,  if  ever  'tis 
known  I  am  his  wife,  he'll  murder  me.  \W~eeping. 

Bel.  The  traitor  ! 

LaJy  Fan.  I  accidentally  was  told  he  courted  you  : 
charity  foon  prevailed  upon  me  iO  prevent  your  mifery  ; 
and,  as  you  fee,  I'm  dill  fo  generous  even  to  him,  as  not 
to  fufter  he  fliould  do  any  thing,  for  which  the  law  might 
take  away  his  life.  [Weeping. 

Bel.  Poor  creature  !  how  I  pity  her  ! 

[They  continue  talking  afltJc. 

Heart.  [^M-.]  Death  and  the  devil  —  Let  me  'read  it 
again.  [Rran's.]  "  Though  I  have  a  particular  reafon  not 
to  let  you  know  who  I  am  till  Ileeyou  ;  yet  you'll  eaiily 
believe  'tis  a  faithful  friend  that  gives  you  this  advice.  I 
have  lain  withBelinda;"  Good!  "  I  have  a  child  by  her," 
Better  and  better!  u  which  is  now  out  ut  nur!ej"  Hea- 

G"  MCU 
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ven  be  praifed  !  *'  and  I  think  the  foundation  laid  for  ano 
ther  ;"  Ha  !  old  True-penny  !  "  no  rack  could  have  tor 
tured  this  (lory  from  me  ;  but  friendship  has  done  it.  I 
heard  of  your  delign  to  marry  her,  and  could  not  fee  you 
abufed.  Make  ufe  of  my  advice  ;  but  keep  my  fecret 
till  I  aik  you  for  it  again.  Adieu. ' 

[Exit  Lady  Fancy ful. 

Conjl.  [To  Bel.]  Come,  Madam,  (hall  we  tend  for  the 
parfon  ?  I  doubt  here's  no  bulinefs  for  the  lawyers  ; 
younger  brothers  have  nothing  to  fettle  but  their  hearts, 
and  that  I  believe  my  friend  here  has  done  very  faithfully. 
Bel.  [Scornfully.]  Are  you  fure,  Sir,  there  are  no  old 
mortgages  upon  it  ? 

Heart,  \CoMly.]  If  you  think  there  are,  Madam,  it 
may'n't  be  amiis  to  defer  the  marriage  till  you  are  fure 
they  are  paid  oft". 

Bel.  We'll  defer  it  as  long  as  you  pleafe,  Sir. 
Heart.  The  more  time  we  take  to  confider  on't,  Madam, 
the  lefs  apt  we  (hall  be  to  commit  overfights;  therefore, 
if  you  pleafe,  we'll  put  it  oft*  for  juft  nine  months. 
Bel,  Quilty  confciences  make  men  cowards. 
Heart.  And  they  make  women  defperate. 
Eel.  I  don't  wonder  you  want  time  to  refolve. 
Heart.  I  don't  wonder  you  are  fo  quickly  determined. 
Bel.  What  does  the  fellow  mean  ? 
Heart.  What  does  the  lady  mean  ? 
6Vr  John.  Zoons  !  what  do  you  both  mean  ? 

[Heart,  and  Bel.  walk  chafing  alovt. 
Rnf.  \_Afulc < ,]  Here  isfo  much  fport  going  to  be  fpoil'd, 
it  makes  me  ready  to  weep  again.  A  pox  o'  this  imper 
tinent  Lady  Fancyful,  and  her  plots,  and  her  Frenchwo 
man  too  !  '  (he's  a  vvhimfical,  ill-natured  bitch  ;  and 
*  when  I  have  got  my  bones,broke  in  her  fervice,  'tis  ten 
'  to  one  but  my  recoinpenfe  is  a  clap.'  I  hear  them  tit-, 
tering  without  ftill!  I'cod,  I'll  e'en  go  lug  them  both  in 
by  the  ears,  and  difcover  the  plot,  to  fccure  my  pardon. 

[Exit  Rafor. 

Confi.  Pr'ythee,  explain,  Heartfree. 
Heart.  A  fair  deliverance;    thank  my  ftars  and  my 
friend. 

Bd.  'Tis  well  it  went  no  farther — A  bafe  fellow  ! 
Lady  Brute.  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Bel. 
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Eutcr  Rafor  in  faikclotb,  fulling  in  Lady  Fancy  fill  and 
Mademoifelle. 

Rafor.  If  they  won't,  here  comes  an  interpreter. 

Lady  Brute.  Heavens  !  What  have  we  here  ? 

Rafor.  A  villain but  a  repenting  villain. 

AIL  Rafor! 

Lady  Brute.  What  means  this  ? 

Rafor.  Nothing,  without  my  pardon. 

Lady  Brute,   What  pardon  do  you  want  ? 

Rafor.  Imprimis.  Your  Ladyfhip's  ;  for  a  damnable  lie 
made  upon  your  fpotlefs  virtue,  and  fet  to  the  tune  of 
Spring-garden.  [To  Sir  John.]  Next  at  my  generous 
matter's  feet  I  bend,  for  interrupting  his  more  noble 
thoughts  with  phantoms  of  difgraceful  cuckoldom.  [To 
Conft.]  Thirdly,  I  to  this  gentleman  apply,  for  making 
him  the  hero  of  my  romance.  \To  Heart.]  Fourthly, 
your  pardon,  noble  Sir,  I  aik,  for  clandeftinely  marrying 
you,  without  either  bidding  of  banns,  bifhop's  licence, 
friends  confent — or  your  own  knowledge.  [To  Bel.]  And, 
laftly,  to  my  good  young  lady's  clemency  I  come,  for 
pretending  the  corn  was  fow'd  in  the  ground,  before  ever 
the  plough  had  been  in  the  field. 

Sir  John.  So  trm,  after  all,  'tis  a  moot  point  whether 
I  am  a  cuckold  or  not. 

Bel.  Well,  Sir,  upon  condition  you  confefs  all,  I'll 
pardon  you  myfelf,  and  try  to  obtain  as  much  from  the 
reft  of  the  company.  But  1  muft  know  then,  who  'tis 
has  put  you  upon  all  this  mifchief. 

Raf.  Satan  and  his  equipage ;  woman  tempted  me, 
vice  weakened  me — and  fo,  the  devil  overcame  me;  as 
fell  Adam,  fo  fell  I. 

G  2  Bd. 
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TiV/.  Then,  pray,  Mr.  Adam,  will  you  make  us  ae- 
»}i!a;nrcd  with  your  Eve  ? 

R.jf,  ['To  Mad.]  Unmafk,  for  the  honour  of  France. 
yl.i.  Mademoifelle ! 

Llatl.  Me  aik  ten  toufand  pardon  of  all  de  good  com- 
f«ny. 

KrJtJjx.  Why,  this  mydery  thicken?,  inftead  of  clear - 
;J::g  up.  [To  Rafor.]  You  for.  of  a  whore  you,  put  us  out 
cur  pain. 

Raf.  One  moment  brings  funfliine.  [Shev.'lng  Madem.] 
'  Pis  true,  ihis  is  the  worn  .in  that  tempted  me,  but  this  is 
the  ferpent  that  tempted  the  woman  ;  and  if  my  prayers 
might  be  heard,  her  punifliment  for  fo  doing  fliould  be 

like  the  ferpent's  of  old [  Pulls  off  Lady  Fancyful's 

»/<£/#.]  (he  ihbuld  lie  upon  her  face  all  the  days  of  her  life. 
All.  Lady  Fancy  fui ! 
Bel.  Impertinent ! 
Lady  Brute.  Ridiculous  f 
All.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bel.  I  hope  your  Ladyfliip  will  giv«  me  leave  to  wifh 
you  joy,  fince  you  have  owned  your  marriage  yourfelf— 
[To  Heart.]  I  vow,  'twas  ftrangely  wicked  in  you  to 
think  of  another  wife,  when  you  hud  one  already  fo 
charming  as  her  Ladyfhip. 
All,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lady  Fan.  \_Afnie.~\  Confufion  feize  them,  as  it  feizci 
me  ! 

'  Mad.  Que  le  diable  etoufFe  ce  mara'ut  de  Rafor  !' 
£rl.    Your  Ladyfliip   feems   difordered ;    a  breeding 
qualm,  perhaps  :  Mr.  Hearrfroe,  your  bottle  of  Hungary 
water  to  your  Lady.     Why,  Madam,  he  ftands  as  uncon 
cerned  as  if  he  were  your  hufbaud  in  earneft. 

Lady  Fan.  Your  mirth's  asnaufeous  as  yourfelf,  Be 
linda,  you  think  you  triumph  over  a  rival  now*:  helas  ! 
ma  pauvre  fille.  Where'er  I'm  rival,  there's  no  caufe  for 
mirth.  No,  my  poor  wretch,  'tis  from  another  principle 
I  have  a<3cd.  I  knew  that  thing  there  would  make  fo  per- 
verfe  a  hufband,  and  you  fo  impertinent  a  wife,  that,  left 
your  mutual  plagues  fliould  make  you  both  run  mad,  \ 
charitably  would  have  broke  the  match,  he,  he,  he,  he  1 

I  Exit,  laughing  affefledly^  MademoifeileyW/w/»f  her* 
Mad.  He.  he.  he,  he,  he! 

All. 
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All.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  JoJin.  [Afid(.~\  Why  now,  this  woman  will  be  mar 
ried  to  fomebody  too. 

Eel.  Poor  creature !  What  a  paffion  fhe  is  in  !  But  I 
forgive  her. 

Heart.  Since  you  have  fo  much  goodnefs  for  her,  I 
hope  you'll  pardon  my  offence  too,  Madam. 

Bel.  There  will  be  no  great  difficulty  in  that,  fince  I 
am  guilty  of  an  equal  fault. 

'  Heart.  So,  Madam,  now  had  the  parfon  but  done 
'  his  bufinefs 

*  Bel.  You'd  be  half  weary  of  your  bargain. 

«  Heart.  No,  fure,  I  might  difpenfe  with  one  night's 
'  lodging. 

*  Bel.  I'm  ready  to  try,  Sir.' 
Heart.  Then  let's  to  church  ; 

And  if  it  be  our  chance  to  difagree 

Bel.  Take  heed the  furly  hufband's  fate  you  fee. 

Sir  John.  Surly  I  maybe,  ftubborn  I  am  not, 
For  I  have  both  forgiven  and  forgot : 
If  fo,  be  thefe  our  judges,  Mrs.  Pert, 
'Tis  more  by  my  goodnefs,  than  your  defert. 

[Exeunt* 


END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 


EPI. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  LADY  BRUTE  and  BELINDA, 

L.  B.    ~\1 0  epilogue  ? 

Bel.  I  fwear  I kno to  of  none. 

L.  B.  Lord!  hoiv  Jhall  we  excufe  it  to  the  town  ? 

Bel.      #7jy,  ciV€  mujl  ien  fay  fome thing  of  our  own. 

L.  B.  Our  o<ivn  !  sly,  that  muft  needs  be  precious  fluff? 

Bel .      1  'II  lay  my  life  they'll  like  it  we/I  enough . 

Come,  faith,  begin  •  — — — 

L.  B.  Excufe  me  ;   after  you. 

Bel.      Nay,  pardon  me  for  that ;  1  know  my  eve. 

L.  B.  Oh,  for  the  world,  /  would  not  have  precedence* 

Bel.      Oh,  lo-d! 

L.  B,  I fwear 

Bel.      Oh,  fie! 

L.  B.  I*m  all  obedience. 

FirJ}  then,  kno<iv  all,  before  the  doom  iifx*ct% 
The  third  day  is  for  us 
Bel.      Nay,  and  the  fixth. 
L.  B.   IVe  fpeak  not  from  the  poet  ao<ivt  ner  is  it 

His  caufe (I  want  a  rhyme) 

Bel.      That  we  folicit. 

ii .  B .   Then  fure  you  carft  have  hearts  to  be  Jevert^ 

And  damn  us 

Bel.       Damn  us  !  let  then),  if  they  dare. 
L.  B.  Wly,  if  they  Jhould,  what  punijhment  remain*  % 
Bel.       Eternal  exile  from  behind  our  Jbenes. 
L,.  B.  But  If  they're  kind)  that  fentence  we'll  recall*. 

W"e  can  be  grateful 

Bel.      Jlnd  have  wherewithal. 

L.  B.  But  as  grand  treat  in  hope  not  to  be  trufted, 

Brfore  preliminaries  are  adjvfted : 
Bel.       You  know  the  time,  and  we  appoint  this  place ; 

t)  if  youflcafe^  we'll  meef^.  and  Jign  the  peace-*. 
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VILCCLXIVJI. 


PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  GARRICK. 

f  P  I  T  1C  K  S,  your  favour  is  our  author'' s  rigbt- 

Tbe  well-known  fcenes  ivfjball  prefcnt  to-night 
Are  no  <weak  efforts  •  f  a  modern  prn, 
But  the  Jirong  touches  of  immortal  Ben  ; 
A  rough  old  bard,   whoft  bonejl  pride  difdaln'ti 

Applaufe  iff  (If,  unlefs  by  merit  gain  d 

Andivou  J  to-night  your  loudejl  praife  difclaim, 

Should  bis  greats/bade  perceive  the  doubtful  fame , 

Not  to  bis  labours  granted,  but  bis  name. 

Boldly  be  wrote,  and  boldly  told  the  age, 

' '   He  dar'd  not  proffitute  the  ufeful  fiage, 

*'  Or  purchafe  their  delight  at  fuch  a  rate, 

*'  As,  for  it.   be  him/ elf  mujl  iuftly  bate : 

*'  But  rather  begg'ti  thty  vjou'd  be  pleas' a*  to  fee 

"  From  him,  fucb  plays  as  other  plays  Jbou'dbe: 

*'   Waud  learn  from  him  to  fcorn  a  mo  fly  fccne, 

"   And  leave  their  monjlers,  to  be  plea*  d  with  men?* 

Thus  fpoke  the  bard — And  (bo*  the  times  are  chang  d% 

Since,  bis  free  muff  for  fools  the  city  rang1  el 

And  fatire  had  not  then  appeared  in  fiate, 

To  lajb  the  finer  follies  of  the  great. 

Yet  let  not  prejudice  inftflyour  mind, 

Nor  flight  the  g<>lii,  becaufe  not  quite  refin'd ; 

With  no  falfe  nicenefs  this  performance  view, 

Aror  damn  for  low,  whatever  is  jitft  and  true  ; 

Sure  to  thofe  fcenes  fnme  honour  Jbou*d  be  paid, 

Which  Cambden  patronized,  and  Shakcfpeare 

2fafufe<Wai  Nature  then,  and  Jlill  furvives  : 

The  garb  may  alter,   but  the  fubjlance  lives. 

Lives  in  //v.  -f  lay ivberc  each  may  fnd  coniplt 

His  piftur V  fe If Then  favour,  the  deceit—— 

Kindly  forget  the  bundredycars  between  ; 
Become  old  Britons,  and  admire  old  ±>c/i. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSON  JE. 
MEN.' 


Drury-Lane.  Covent -Garden, 

Kit  fly  ^  a  Merchant,      Mr.  Garrick.  Mr.  Smith. 

Captain  Boladil,     -     Mr.  King,  Mr.  Woodward. 

Kno'well,  an  old  Gen 
tleman,  .Mr.  Hurft.  Mr.  Hull. 

Ed.  Kno'vjell)  his  Son  Mr.  Aickin,  Mr.  L.  Lewes. 

Brainworm,    the  Fa 
ther's  Man;       -       Mr.Baddeley.  Mr.  Dunflall. 

Mr.  Stephen,    a  cOun- 

try  Gull  Mr.  Dodd.  _Mr.  Shuter. 

Downright,  a  plaifl  >     , 

Squire,          -          Mr.  Branfby.  Mr.  Gardner. 

Well-lred,     his  half 

Brother,  Mr.  Palmer.  Mr.  Mattocks. 

Juftice  Clement,  an  old 

merry  Magi  fti  ate  -  Mr.  Parfons.  Mr.  Kniveton. 

Ro*er  formal,    his 

Clerk  Mr.  Wright.  Mr.  Baker. 

Mr.    Matthew,   the 

town  Gull,     ;  -        Mr.  Burton.  Mr.  Cufliing. 

Ca/h,  Kittle? s  Man      Mr.  Brereton.  Mr.  Thompibn. 

Cobt  a  Water-bearer  '  Mr.  Moody.  Mr.  Bates. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Dame  Kitty,  Mrs.  Greville.  Mrs.Bulkley. 

Mrs.  Bridget,  fifterto 

Kitely,  -          Mrs.  Davies.  Mrs.  Baker. 

Tib,  Wife  to  Cob,        Mrs.  Bradfliaw.  Mrs.  Pitt. 

SCENE,    LONDON. 
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Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 


*m*  The  Hats  diflinguijhed  by  in-verted  icmnttis,  '  thus?  are  omitted  in  tbe 
representation. 


ACT        I. 

;     SCENE,  A  Court-yard  before  KNO'VVELI/S  Houfe. 
Enter  KNO'VVELL  ^WBRAINWOKM. 

KNO'WELL. 

A  GOODLY  day  toward,    and  a  frefh  morning. 
Brain-worm, 

.Call  up  young  mailer.     Bid  him  rife,  Sir. 
•Tell  him  I  have  fome  bufinefs  to  employ  him- 

Bra.   I  will,  Sir,  prefently.. 

A'/:<>.  But  hear  you,  lirrah,. 
•If  he  be  at  his  book,,  diiturb  him  not. 

Era.   Well,   Sir.  [Exit, 

Kno,  How  happy,  yet,  fhould  I  efteern  myfelf, 
.Could  I,  by  any  practice,  wean  the  boy 
From  one  vain  courfe  of ftudy  he  aftecls* 
He  is  a  fcholar,  it  a  man  may  mill 
'The  liberal  voice  of  Fame  in  her  report,. 
•Ot  £Ood  account  in  both  our  universities; 
Dither  of  which-  have  favoured  him  with  graces : 
Eut  their  indulgence  mult  not  fpring  in  me 
A  t^ud  opinion,  that  he  cannot  en . 
Myl'elf  was  once  a  ftudent ;   andr  indeed,. 
Fed  with  the  felt-fame  humour  he  is  now,. 
Dreaming  on  nought  but  idle  poetry, 
That  fruitlefs  and  unprofitable  art,. 
Good  unto  none,  but  leaft  to  the  profeffcr?,. 
Which,  then,  I  thought  the  miilrefs  of  all  knowledge  r 

A  3  But 
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But  fince,  time  and  the  truth  have  wak'd  my  judgment,' 
And  reafon  taught  me  better  to  ditfinguifh 

The  vain  from  th'  ufeful  learnings 

Enter  Mafter  Stephen. 
Coufin  Stephen, 

•What  news  with  you,  that  you  are  here  fo  early  ? 
Step.  Nothing,  but  e'en  come  to  fee  how  you  do,  uncle. 
Kno.  That's  kindly  done,  you  are  welcome,  Coz. 
Step.  Ay,   I  know  that,    Sir,  I  would  not  ha'  come 
clfe.     How  doth  my  coufin  Edward,  uncle  ? 

Kno.  Oh,  well,  Coz,  go  in  and  fee  :  I  doubt  he  be 
fcarce  ftirring  yet. 

Sti'p.  Uncle,  afore  I  go  in,  can  you  tell  me  an'  he 
have  e'er  a  book  of  the  fciences  of  hawking  and  hunting  f 
I  would  fain  borrow  it. 

Kno.  Why,  I  hope  you  will  not  a  hawking  now,  will 
you  ? 

Step.  No  wofle,  but  I'll  pracYife  againft  the  next  year, 
uncle.     I  have  bought  me  a   hawk,    and  a  hood,   and 
bells,  and  all ;  I  lack  nothing,  but  a  book  to  keep  ifby. 
Kno.  Oh,  moft  ridiculous  ! 

Step.  Nay,  look  you  now,  you  are  angry,  uncle. 
Why,  you  know,  an*  a  man  have  not  ft.il!  in  the  hawk 
ing  and  hunting  languages  now-a-days,  I'll  not  give  a 
rufh  for  him.  They  are  more  ftudied  than  the  Greek 
or  the  Latin.  He  is  for  no  gallant's  company  with 
out  'em.  And  by  Gad's  lid  I  fcorn  it,  I,  fo  I  do,  to  be 
aconfort  for  every  hum-drum  :  hang  'em  fcroyls,  there's 
nothing  in  'em,  i'  the  world.  What  do  you  talk  on  it  ? 
Becaule  I  dwell  at  Hogfden,  I  fhall  keep  company  with 
with  none  hut  the  archers  of  Finfbury  !  Or  the  citizens, 
that  come  a  ducking  to  Illington  ponds  !  A  fine  jeft  i* 
faith  !  Slid,  a  gentleman  mun  (how  himfelf  like  a  gen 
tleman.  Uncle,  I  pray  you  be  not  angry;  I  know 
what  I  have  to  do,  I  trow,  J  am  no  novice. 

Kno.  You  are  a  prodigal,  abfurd  coxcomb  ;  go  to  ! 
Nay,  never  look  at  me,  it's  I  that  fpeak. 
Take't  as  you  will.  Sir,  I'll  not  flatter  you. 
Ha'  you  not  yet  found  means  enow,  to  wafte 
That  which  your  friends  have  left  you,  but  you  muft 
Go  caft  away  your  money  on  a  kite, 
Aad  know  not  how  to  keep  it,  when  you've  done  ? 
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Oh,  it's  comely  !  This  will  make  you  a  gentleman  1 
Well,  coulin,  well  !  I  fee  you  are  e'en  paft  hope 
Of  all  reclaim.     Ay,  fo,  now  you're  told  on  it, 
,  You  look  another  way. 

Step.  What  would  you  ha'  me  do  ? 
Kno.  What  would  I  have  you  do !  I'll  tell  you,  kinf- 
Learn  to  be  wife,  and  pra&ife  how  to  thirve  ;        [man  ; 
That  would  I  have  thee  do :  and  not  to  fpend 
Your  coin  on  every  bawble  that  you  fancy, 
Or  every  foolilh  brain  that  humours  you. 
I  would  not  have  you  to  invade  each  place, 
Nor  thrult  yourfelf  on  all  focieties, 
Till  men's  affecYions  or  your  own  defert, 
Should  worthily  invite  you  to  your  rank. 
He  that  is  fo  refpe6tlefs  in  his  eourfes, 
Oft  fells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market. 
Nor  would  I,  you  fhould  melt  away  yourfelf 


In  flafhing  bravery,  left  while  you  affect 


To  make  a  blaze  of  gentry  to  the  vrorld, 

A  little  puff  of  fcorn  extinguish  it, 

And  you  be  left,  like  an  unfavory  fnufF, 

Whofe  property  is  only  to  offend.' 
I'd  ha'  you  fober  and  contain  yourfelf: 
Not  that  your  fail  be  bigger  than  your  boat ; 
But  mod'rate  your  expences,  now,  (at  firfl) 
As  you  may  keep  the  fame  proportion  Hill ; 
Nor  ftand  fo  much  on  your  gentility, 
Which  is  an  airy,  and  mere  borrow'd  thing, 
From  dead  naen's  duft  and  bones,  and  none  of  yours 
.Except  you  make  or  hold  it.     Who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  a  Servant* 

Serv.  Save  you,  gentlemen. 

Step.  Nay,  we  do  not  fland  much  on  our  gentility, 
friend  ;  yet,  you  are  welcome  ;  and  I  aflure  you,  mint 
uncle  here  is  a  man  of  a  thoufand  a  year,  Middlefex 
land ;  he  has  but  one  fon  in  all  the  world,  I  am  his 
hext  heir  at  the  common  law,  matter  Stephen,  as  fitn- 
ple  as  I  iland  here ;  if  my  couiin  die,  as  there's  hope 
he  will.  I  have  a  pretty  living  o'  my  own  too,  betide, 
bard  by  here. 

Serv.  In  good  time,  Sir. 
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S/rf.  hi  good  time.  Sir  !     W  hy  ?     And  in  very 
time-,   Sir.      You  do  not  iluut,  friend,  do  you  ? 

btrv.   Not  I,  Sir. 

»•'/(•/.  Not  you,  Sir?  You  were  not  bt  ft,  Sir:  an' you 
fhoulJ,  here  be  them  can  perceive  it,  and  that  quickly 
t<><>.  Go  to.  And  they  can  give  it  again  foundly  too, 
an'  need  be. 

Serv.  Why,  Sir,  let  this  fatisfy  you  :  good  faith,  I 
had  no  fuch  intent. 

Step.  Sir,  an'  I  thought  you  had,  I  would  talk  with 
you,  and  that  prefemly. 

Serv.  Good  mailer  Stephen,  fo  you  may,  Sir,  at  your 
pleafure. 

Step.  And  fo  I  would,  Sir,  good  my  fancy  companion, 
an'  you  were  out  o'  my  uncle's  ground,  I  can  tell  you  ; 
though  I  do  not  ftand  upon  my  gentility  neither  in't. 

Kno.  Chufin  !  coufin  !  Will  this  ne'er  be  left. 

Step.  Whorfon  bale  fellow !  A  mechanical  ferving; 
man  !  By  this  cudgel,  and  'twere  not  for  flume,  1 
would 

Kno.  What.would  you  do,  you  peremptory  gull  ? 
If  you  cannot  be  quiet,  get  you  hence. 
You  fee  the  honeft  man  demeans  himfelf 
Modeflly  towards  you,  giving  no  reply 
To  your  unfeafon'd,  quarrelling,  rude  fafliion  t 
And  ftill  you  huff  it,  with  a  k  nd  of  carriage, 
As  void  of  wit  as  of  humanity. 
Go  get  you  in  ;  'fore  heaven,   I  am  afham'd 
Thou  haft  a  kinfman's  intereft  in  me.  [Exit  Stepv 

Serv.  1  pray  you,  Sir,  is  this  rnafter  Kno'well.'i*. 
houfe  ? 

Kno.  Yes,  marry,  is't,  Sir. 

Scrv.  I  fliourd  enquire  for  a  gentleman  here,  one  Mi 
lter  Edward  Kno'well :  do  you  know  any  fuch,  Sir,  I  pray 
you  ? 

Kno.  I  fbould  forget  myfelf  elfe,  Sir. 

Serv.  Are  you  the  gentleman  :  cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  I 
was  required  by  a  gentlemen  i'the  city,,  as  I  rode  out  at 
this  end.  of  the  town,  to  deliver  you  this  letter,  Sir. 

Kno.  To  me,  Sir!  [Reads.]  "  To  his  moft  feleded 
friend,  Mafler  Edward  Kno'well."  What  might  the  gen- 
ileraan's  name  be,  Sir ;  chat  fent  it  ? 
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Strv.  One  matter  Well-bred,  Sir. 

Kno.  Matter  Well-bred !  A  young  gentleman  r  Is  he 
nor? 

Scrv.  The  fame,  Sir ;  Matter  Kitely  married  his  lifter; 
the  rich  merchant  i'the  Old  Jewry. 

Kno.  You  fay  very  true.     Brain-worm* 
Enter  Brain-worm. 

Brain.  Sir. 

Kno.  Make  this  honeft  friend  drink  here.  Pray  you  go 
in .  [  Exeunt  Brain  and  ft  rvantt 

This  letter  is  dire&ed  to  my  fon : 
Yet  I  am  Edward  Kno'well  too,  and  may, 
With  the  fafe  confcience  of  good  manners,  ufe 
The  fellow's  error  to  my  fatisfa&ion. 
Well,  I  will  break  it  ope,  old  men  are  curious, 
Be  it  but  for  the  ttile's  fake,  and  the  phrafe, 
To  fee,  ifbothdoanfwer  my  fon's  praifes, 
Who  is  almoft  grown  the  idolater  [this? 

Of  this  young  Well-bred  :  What  have  we  here  ?  What's 
[The  Letter.'} 

*l  Why,  Ned,  I  befeech  thee,  haft  thou  forfworn  all 
thy  friends  i'  th'  Old  Jewry  ?  or  doft  thcu  think  us  all 
Jews  that  inhabit  there  r  Leave  thy  vigilant  father  alone, 
to  number  over  his  green  apricots,  evening  and  morning, 
o'  the  north  weft  wall :  an'  I  had  been  his  fon,  I  had  fa- 
ved  him  the  labour  long  fince  ;  if,  taking  in  all  the  young 
wenches  that  pafs  by,  at  the  back  door,  and  coddling  eve 
ry  kernel  of  the  fruit  for  'em  would  ha'  ferved.  But 
pr'ythee,  come  over  to  me,  quickly,  this  morning  :  I 
have  fuch  a  prefent  for  thee,  our  Turkey  company  never 
lent  the  like  to  the  Grand  Signior.  One  is  a  rhimer,  Sir, 
o'  your  own  batch,  your  own  leaven  ;  but  doth  think  him- 
felf  poet-major  o' the  town;  willing  to  be  (hewn,  and 
worthy  to  be  feen.  The  other — I  will  not  venture  his  de- 
fcription  with  you  till  you  come,  becaufe  I  would  ha'  you 
make  hither  with  an  appetite.  If  the  worft  of  'em  be 
not  worth  your  journey,  draw  your  bill  or  charges,  as  un- 
confcionable  as  any  Guild-hall  verdict  will  give  it  ycu, 
and  you  (hall  beallow'd  your  Viaticum. 

From  the  Wind-mill*'.' 
From  the  Burdello,  it  might  come  as  well ! 
The  Spittal  !  Is  this  the  mau  ? 

My 
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My  fon  hath  fung  fo,  for  the  happietl  wir, 
Thechoiceil  brain,  the  times  hath  feut  us  forth  ? 
1  know  not  what  he  may  be,  in  the  arts  ; 
Nor  what  in  fchools :  but  furely,  tor  his  manners, 
1  judge  him  a  profane  and  difiohue  wretch  : 
Worie,  by  proftetfion  of  fuch  great  good  gifts, 
Being  the  mafterof  fo  lofe  a  fpirit. 
Why,  what  unhallowed  ruffian  would  have  writ 
In  fuch  a  fcurrilous  manner,  to  a  friend  ? 
Why  Ihould  he  think  I  tell  my  apricots  ? 
Or  play  th'  Hefperian  dragon  with  my  fruir, 
To  watch  it  ?  Well,  my  fon,  I  'ad  thought 
You'd  had  more  judgment,  't  have  made  election 
Of  your  companions,  *  than  t'have  ta'en  on  tru.il 

*  Such  petulant,  jeering  gamtflers,  that  can  fpare 

*  No  argument,  or  fubjecl  from  their  jeft.' 
But  I  perceive,  affection  makes  a  fool 

Of  any  man,  too  much  the  father.     Brain-worm. 
Enter  Brain-worm. 

Brain.  Sir. 

Kno.  Is  the  feHow  gone  that  brought  this  letter  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  Sir,  a  pretty  while  fince. 

Kno.  And  where's  your  young  mailer  ? 

Brain.  In  his  chamber,  Sir. 

Kno.  He  fpake  not  with  the  fellow,  did  he  ? 

Brain.  No,  Sir,  he  faw  him  not. 

Kno.  Take  you  this  letter,  feal  it  and  deliver  it  my  fon  } 
But  with  no  notice  that  I  have  open'd  it  on  your  life. 

Brain.  O  lord,  Sir,  that  were  a  jeft,  indeed! 

Kno.  I  am  refolv'd,  I  will  not  flop  his  journey  ; 
Nor  pmcYife  any  violent  means  to  flay 
The  unbridled  courfe  of  youth  in  him  :  for  that, 
Reflrain'd,  grows  more  impatient  :   *  and,   in  kind, 

*  Like  to  the  eager,  but  the  generous  grey-hound, 
'  Who  ne'er  fo  little  from  his  game  with-held, 

'  Turns  head,  and  leaps  up  at  his  holder's  throat. 
There  is  a  way  of  winning  more  by  love, 
And  urging  of  the  modeily,  than  tear: 
Force  works  on  ferviie  natures,  hot  the  free  : 
He,  that's  compell'd  to  goodnefs,  may  be  good  ; 
But,   'tis  but  for  that  fit :  where  others  drawn 
By  foftnefs,  and  example,  get  a  habit. 
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Tien  if  they  ilray,  but  warn  'em  :  and,  the  fame 
They  would  lor  virtue  do,  they'll  do  for  fliame. 

SCENE,  To*ng  Kno' well's JluJy. 
Enter  Edward  Kno'well  anJ  Brain  -worm. 

JE.  Kno.  Did  he  open  it,  fay'it  thou  ? 

Jlraln.  Yes,  o'my  word,  Sir,  and  read  the  contents. 

It.  Kno.  That's  bad.  What  countenance,  pray  thee, 
nade  he  i'  the  reading  of  it  ?  Was  he  angry,  or  pleas'd  ? 

Brain.  Nay,  Sir,  1  faw  him  not  read  it,  nor  open  it, 
allure  your  worfhip. 

E.  Kno.  No!  How  know'fl  thou  then,  that  he  did  ei- 
ier  ? 

Brain,  Marry,  Sir,  becaufe  he  charged  me,  on  my 
fe,  to  tell  nobody  that  he  open'd  it :  which  unlefs  he 
ad  done,  he  would  never  fear  to  have  it  revealed. 

E.  Kno.  That's  true:  well,  I  thank  thee,  Brain-worm. 
Enter  M'ficr  Stephen. 

Step.  O.  Brain  worm,  didft  thou  not  fee  a  fellow  here, 
i  .a  whar-fha'c;ill  him  doublet?  He  brought  miue  un- 
e  a  letter  e'en  now. 

Brain.  Yes,  Mailer  Stephen,  what  of  him  ? 

Step.  O  !  I  ha'  fuch  a  mind  to  beat  him — where  is  he  ? 
an  it  thou  tell? 

Brain.  Faith,  he  is  not  of  that  mind:  he  is  gone 
Ijfler  Stephen. 

Step.  Gone!  which  way  ?  When  went  he  f  How  long 
nee  r 

Brain.  He  is  rid  hence.  He  took  horfe  at  the  ftreet  door. 

Strp.  And  I  ibid  i'  the  fields  !  Whorfon,  Scanderbeg 
)gue  ;  O  that  I  had  but  a  horfe  to  fetch  him  back  again. 

Brain.  Why,  you  may  ha-'  my  mailer's  gelding  tofave 
our  longing,  Sir. 

Step.  But  I  have  no  boots,  that's  the  fpite  on't. 

Brain.  Why,  a  fine  whifp  of  hay,  roll'd  hard,  Matter 
:ephen. 

£/<•/.  No,  faith,  it's  no  boot  to  follow  him  now;  let 
m  e'en  go  and  hang.  Pr'ythee,  help  to  trufs  me  a  lit- 
:.  He  does  fo  vex  me 

Brain.  You'll  be  worfl  vex'd,  w  hen  you  are  trufled, 

llaflcr 
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Matter  Stephen.     Beft  keep  unbrac'd,  and  walk  yourfelf 
till  you  be  cold,  your  choler  may  founder  ypu  elfe. 

Step.  By  my  faith,  and  fo  I  will,  now  thou  tell'ft  me 
on't.  Howdoft  thou  like  my  leg,  Brain-worm? 

Biain.  A  very  good  leg,  Matter  Stephen  ;  but  the 
Woollen  flocking  does  not  commend  it  fo  well. 

Step.  Foh,  the  ftockings  be  gocd  enough,  now  fummer 
is  coming  on,  for  the  duft  :  I'll  have  a  pafr  of  filk  againft 
the  winter,  that  I  go  to  dwell  i'  the  town,  I  think  my 
leg  would  (hew  in  a  filk  hofe. 

Brain.  Believe  me,  Mafter  Stephen,  rarely  well. 

Step.  In  fadnefs,  I  think  it  would  ;  I  have  a  reafonable 
good  leg. 

Brain.  You  have  an  excellent  good  leg,  Matter  Ste 
phen  ;  but  I  cannot  ftay  to  praife  it  longer  now  ;  I  am 
very  forry  for't.  [Exit. 

Step.  Another  time  will  ferve,  Brain-worm.  Gramer- 
cy,  for  this. 

Enter  Young  K no' well. 

E.  Kno.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Step.  'Slid  !  I  hope  he  laughs  not  at  me  ;  an*  he  do — • 

E.  Kno.  Here  was  a. letter,  indeed,  to  be  intercepted 
by  a  man's  father  !  He  cannot  but  think  moil  virtuoufly 
both  of  me  and  the  fender,  fure,  that  make  the  careful 
cotter-monger  of  him  in  our  familiar  epilHes.  I  wifh  I 
knew  the  end  of  it,  which  now  is  doubtful,  and  threa 
tens — : — What!  my  wife  coufin  !  Nay,  then  I'll  furnifli 
our  fed  ft  with  one  gull  more  tow'rd  the  mefs.  He  writes 
to  me  of  a  brace,  and  here's  one,  that's  three ;  O  fo 
a  fourth!  Fortune,  if  ever  thou'lt  ufe  thine  eyes, 
in  treat  thee 

Sup.  O,  now  I  fee  who  he  laughs  at.  He  laughs  at 
fomebody  in  that  letter.  By  this  good  light,  an'  he  had 
laugh 'd  at  me 

E.  Kno.  How  now,  coufin  Stephen,  melancholy  ? 

Sfep.  'Yes,  a  little.  I  thought  you  had  laugh'd  at  me, 
coufin.  ,  . 

E.  Kno.  Why,  what  an'  I  had,  Coz,  what  would  you 
ha*"done  ? 

Step.  By  this  light,  I  would  ha'  told  mine  uncle. 

E.  Kan.  Nay,  if  you  would  ha'  told  your  unde,  I  did 
laugh  at  "you,  Coz. 

Stff. 
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Step.  Did  you,  indeed  ? 

E.  Kno.  Yes,  indeed. 

Step.   Why,  then 

£.  Kno.  What  then  ? 

Step.  I  am  fatisfied  ;  it  is  fufficient. 

£.  Kno.  Why,  be  fo,  gentle  Coz.  And  I  pray  )rou, 
let  me  intreat  a  courtefy  of  you.  I  am  fent  for,  this 
morning,  by  a  friend  i'the  Old  Jewry,  to  come  to  him  : 
it's  but  crofling  over  the  fields  to  Moorgate?  Will  you  bear 
me  company  ?  I  proteft,  it  is  not  to  draw  you  into  bond, 
or  any  plot  againft  the  ftate,  Coz. 

.  Step.  Sir,  that's  all  one,  an 'twere  ;  you  {hall command 
me  twice  fo  far  as  Moorgate  to  do  you  good,  in  fuch  a 
matter.  Do  you  think  I  would  leave  you  ?  I  proteft 

E.  Kno.  No,  no,  you  fhall  not  proteft,  Coz. 

Step.  By  my  fackins,  but  I  will,  by  your  leave;  I'll 
proteft  more  to  my  friend  than  I'll  fpeak  of  at  this  time. 

E.  Kno.  You  ipeak  very  well,  Coz. 

Step.  Nay,  not  fo,  neither ;  you  fhall  pardon  me : 
but  I  fpcak  to  ferve  my  turn. 

E.  Kno.  Your  turn,  Coz  !  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 
A  gentleman  of  your  fort,  parts,  carriage,  and  efttmation, 
to  talk  o'  your  turn  i'  this  company,  and  to  me,  alone, 
like  a  water-bearer  at  a  conduit !  *  Fie  !  A  wight,  that, 

*  hitherto,  his  every  ftep  hath  left  the  flam p  of  a  great 
'  foot  behind  him,  at  every  word,  the  favour  of  a  ftrong 

*  fpirit ;  and  he  !  this  man,  fo  graced,  fo  gilded,  or,  as 

*  I   may  fay,    fo   tinfoii'd  by  nature.' — Come,    come, 
wrong  not  the  quality  of  yourdefert,  with  looking  down 
ward,  Coz;  but  hold  up  your  head,  fo  ;  and  let  the  idea 
of  what,  you  are,  be  portray 'd  i' your  face,  that  men  may 
read  i'  your  phyfiognomy  :  "  here,  within  this  phce,  is 
to  be  feen  the  true  and  accomplifhed  monrter,    c  r  miracle 
of  nature,"  which  is  all  one.     What  think  you  of  this, 
Coz? 

Step.  Why,  I  do  thinkof  it ;  and  I  will  be  more  proud, 
and  melancholy,  and  gentleman-like,  than  I  have  been, 
J'll  allure  you. 

E.  Kno.  Why,  that's  refolute,  Matter  Stephen  !  Now, 
if  I  can  but  hold  him  up  to  his  height,  as  it  is  happily  be 
gun,  it  will  do  well  for  a  foburb-humour  :  we  may  hap 
B  have 
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have  a  mntch  with  the  city,  and  play  him  for  forty  pounds. 
Come,  Coz. 

Step.  I'll  follow  you. 

E.  Kno,  Follow  me;  you  muft  go  before. 

Step.  Nay,  an'  I  mull,  I  will.  Pray  you,  fliew  me, 
good  coulin.  [Ejfcn»t. 

SCENE,  tie  Street  before  Cob's  Houfe. 

Enter  Mr.  Matthew. 

Mat.  I  think  this  be  the  houfe.     What,  hoa! 
Enter  Cob,  from  the  Houfe. 

Cob.  Who's  there  r  O,  Matter  Matthew  !  gi'yourwor- 
,fbip  good  morrow. 

Mat.  What,  Cob  !  How  doft  thou,  good  Cob  ?  Doft 
thou  inhabit  here,  Cob? 

C»b.  Ay,  Sir,  I  and  my  lineage  ha'  kept  a  poor  houfe 
herein  our  days. 

Mat.  Cob,  canft  thou  (hew  me  of  a  gentleman,  one 
Captain  Bobadil,  where  his  lodging  is  ? 

Cob.  O,  my  gueft,  Sir,  you  mean  ! 

Mat.  Thy  gueft  !  Alas  !  ha,  ha. 

Col>.  Why  do  you  laugh,  Sir  ?  Do  you  not  mean  Cap 
tain  Bobadil  ? 

Mat.  Cob,  pray  thee,  advife  thyfelf  well :  do  not  wrong 
the  gentleman  and  thyfelf  too.  I  dare  be  fworn  he  fcorns 
thy  houfe.  He  !  he  lodge  in  fuch  a  bafe,  obfcure  place 
as  thy  houfe  !  Tut,  I  know  his  difpolition  fo  well,  he 
would  not  lie  in  thy  bed,  if  thou'dft  gi'  it  him. 

Cob.  I  will  not  give  it  him,  though,  Sir.  Mafs,  I 
thought  fomew hat  was  in't  we  could  not  get  him  to  bed, 
all  night  !  Well,  Sir,  though  he  lie  not  o'  my  bed,  he 
lies  o'  my  bench.  An't  pleafe  ycu  to  go  up,  Sir,  you 
ihall  find  him  with  two  cufhions  under  his  head,  and  his 
cloak  wrapped  about  him,  as  though  he  had  neither  won 
nor  loft  ;  and  yet,  I  warrant,  he  ne'er  caft  better  in  hi« 
life,  than  he  has  done  to-night. 

Mat.  Why,  was  he  drunk  ? 

Cob.  Drunk,  Sir !  you  hear  not  me  fay  fo.  Perhaps 
he  fwal'lowed  a  tavern-token,  or  feme  fnch  device,  Sir  :  I 
have  nothing  to  do  withall.  I  deal  with  water,  and  not 
with  wine.  Gi'  roe  my  bucket  tiiere,  hoa.  God  b'wi* 

you 
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ou,  Sir,  it's  fix  o'clock  :  I  fliould  ha'carried  two  turns 

y  this.     What  hoa  !   my  ilopple  !    come. 

Mat.  Lie  in  a  water-bearer's  houfe  !  A  gentleman  of 
his  havings  !  Well,  I'll  tell  him  my  mind. 

Col.  What,  Tib,  fliew  this  gentleman  up  to  the  Captain* 
[TibAraAfnjfc*  Mat.  nfotbe  boufe.)  You  (hould  ha' 
ibme  now,  would  t;ike  this  Mr.  Matthew  to  be  a  gentle 
man  at  the  leuft.  His  rather  is  an  honeit  man,  a  worfl-iip- 
ful  nfhmonger,  and  fo  forth ;  and  now  does  he  creep, 
and  wriggle  into  acquaintance  with  all  the  brave  gal'nnts 
about  the  town,  fuch  as  my  gueft  is.  O,  my  gueft  is  n; 
fine  man  !  he  does  fwear  the  legibkft  of  any  man  chri- 
llened  :  by  >  t.  George — the  toot  of  Pharoah, — the  body 
cf  me, — as  I  am  a  gentleman  and  .1  foidier ;  fuch  daitry 
oaths  !  and  withal,  he  does  this  fame  filthy  roguifli  tobac 
co,  the  fineft  and  cleanlielt !  it  would  do  a  man  good  to  fee 
the  fume  come  forth  out  at's  tonnels  !  Well,  he  ewes  ine 
forty  Shillings,  my  wife  lent  him  out  of  her  purfe  by 
fix-pence  a  time,  betides  his  lodging  ;  I  would  1  had  it* 
I  fliall  ha'  it  he  fays,  the  next  action.  Helter  fkelter, 
hang  forrow,  care'll  kill  u  car,  up-tails  all,  and  a  loufe 
for  the  hang-man  [Exit. 

SCENE,  a  room  in  Cob's  Houfe. 

Bobadil  difcovered  ttpon  a  Bench.     Tib  enters  to  him, 

Bob.  Hoikfs,  hoftefs! 

Tib.     What  fay  you,  Sir? 

Sob.  A  cup  o'  thy  fmall-beer,  fweet  hofiefs. 

Tib.  Sir,  there's  a  gentleman  below,  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

Bob.  A  gentleman  !  'Ods  fo,  I  am  not  within. 

Tib.  My  hufband  told  him  you  were,  Sir. 

Bob.   What  a  plague what  meant  he  ? 

Mat.  [cu///;/V;.]  Captain  Bobadil  ! 

Bob.  Who's  there  ! — Takeaway  the bufon,  good  hoft 
efs.  Come  up,  Sir. 

Tib.  He  would  defire  you  to  come  up,  Sir.  You  com£ 
into  a  cleanly  houfe  here. 

Enter  Mr.  Matthew. 

Mat.  'Save  you,  Sir;   'fave  you,  Captain. 

Bob.  Gentle  Matter  Matthew  !  Is  it  you,  Sir?  Fleal 
you  fie  down. 

B  2  Mat. 
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JLit.  Thank  you,  good  Captain  ;  you  may  fee  I  am 
fornewhat  audacious. 

Bob.  Not  fo,  Sir.  I  was  requefted  to  (upper,  lad 
atghr,  by  a  fort  of  gallants,  where  you  were  willi'd  for, 
and  drank  to,  I  allure  you. 

Mat.  Vouchfafe  me  by  whom,  good  Captain. 

Bob.  Marry,  by  young  Well-bred,  and  others.  Why, 
holiefs  !  a  ftool  here  for  this  gentleman. 

Mat.  No  hade,  Sir,  'tis  very  well. 

Bob.  Body  of  ma  !  It  was  fo  late  ere  we  parted  laft 
night,  I  can  fcarce  open  my  eyes  yet :  I  was  but  new 
rifen,  as  you  came.  How  pafles  the  day  abroad,  Sir  ? 
you  can  tell. 

Mat.  Faith,  fome  half  hour  to  feven.  Now,  truft 
me,  you  have  an  exceeding  fine  lodging  here,  very  neat, 
and  private ! 

Bob.  Ay,  Sir:  lit  down.  I  pray  you,  Mafter  Mat- 
thevVj  in  any  cafe,  paflefs  no  gentleman  of  our  acquaia- 
tanie  with  notice  of  my  lodging. 

Mat.  Who?  I,  Sir?   No. 

Sob.  Not  that  I  need  to  care  who  know  it,  for  the 
cabin  is  convenient  ;  but  in  regard  I  would  not  be  too 
popular  and  generally  vifited,  as  fome  aret 

Mat.  True,  Captain,  I  conceive  you. 

Bob.  For,  do  you  fee,  Sir,  by  the  heart  of  valour  in 
me,  except  it  be  to  fome  peculiar  and  choice  fpiiits,  to 
whom  I-am  extraordinarily  engaged,  as  yourlelf,  or  fo, 
I  could  not  extend  thus  far. 

Mat.  O  lord,  Sir,  I  refolve  fo. 

[Pulls  out  a  paper,    and  reads* 

Bc,l).  1  confefs,  I  love  a  cleanly  and  quiet  privacy, 
above  all  the  tumult  and  roar  of  fortune.  What  new 
piece  ha*  you  there  ?  Read  it. 

Mat.  [Reads.']  Tothee,  the  pureft  object  of  my  fenfe, 
The  moft  refined  eflence  Heaven  covers, 

Send  I  thefe  lines,  wherein  I  do  commence 
The  happy  ftate  of  turtle-billing  lovers. 
Bob.  Tisgood;  proceed,  proceed.     Where's  this  ? 

Mat.  This,  Sir  ?  a  toy  o'  mine  own,  in  my  nonage  : 
the  infancy  of  my  mufes.  But,  when  will  you  come 
and  fee  my  fludy?  Good  faith,  I  can  fliew  you  fome 

very 
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very  good  things  I  have  done  of  late That  boot  be 
comes  your  leg,  palling  well,  Captain,  methink p. 

Bob.  So,  lo  :  it's  the  tafhion  gentlemen  now  ufe. 

Mat.  Troth,  Captain,  and  now  you  fpeak  o'  the  fi- 
fliion,  Mailer  Well-bied's  elder  brotlier  and  I  are  fallen 
out  exceedingly  :  this  other  day,  I  happen'd  to  enter 
into  fome  dilcourfe  of  a  banger,  which  I  aflfure  you, 
both  for  fafhion  and  workmanlhip,  was  moft  peremptory- 
beautiful  and  gentleman-like  ;  yet  he  condemn'd,  and 
cry'd  it  down,  for  the  moft  pied  and  ridiculous  that 
ever  he  faw. 

Bob.  'Squire  Downright,  the  half-brother,  vvas't  not? 

Mat.  Ay,   Sir,  George  Downright. 

Bob.  Hang  him,  rook!  He!  Why,  he  has  no  more 
judgment  than  a  mak-horfe.  By  St.  George,  I  wonder 
you'd  lofe  a  thought  upon  fuch  an  animal  h  The  molt 
peremptory  abfurd  clown  of  Chriftendom,  this  day,  he 
is  holden.  I  proteft  to  you,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  and  a 
foldier,  I  ne'er  chang'd  words  with  his  like.  By  his 
difcourfe,  he  ihould  eat  nothing  but  hay.  He  was  born 
for  the  manger,  pannier,  or  pack-faddle  !  He  has  not  fo 
much  as  a  good  phrafe  in  his  belly,  but  all  oid  iron  and 
rufty  psoverbs!  A  ^good  commodity  for  fome  fruit h  to 
make  hob-nails  of. 

l\Lit.  Ay,  and  he  thinks  to  carry  it  away  with  his 
mm  hood  ftill,  where  he  comes.  He  brags  he  will  gi' 
me  the  baftinado,  as  I  hear. 

Bob.  How!  He  the  buftinado!  How  came  he  by  that 
word,  trow  ? 

Mat.  Nay,  indeed,  he  faid  cudgel  me ;  I  terir.'d  i:  fo, 
for  my  more  grace. 

Boh.  That  may  be:  for  I  was  fure  it  was  none  of 
his  word.  But  when  ?  When  faid  he  fo. 

Mat.  Faith,  yelterday,  they  fay :  a  younj  gallant, 
friend  of  mine,  told  me  fo, 

Bob.  By  the  foot  of  Pharoah,  an'  'twere  my  cafe  now, 
I  fhould  fend  him  a  challenge,  prefentiy.  The  balti- 
nadp  !  A  moft  proper  and  fufficient  dependence,  wur- 
i.:  .-<\\  by  the  great  Caranza.  Come  hither,  you  (hall 
challenge  him.  I'll  (how  you  a  trick  or  two,  you  lhail 
kill  him  with,  at  pleafuie  :  the  firft  ftoccata^  if  yoa 
will,  by  this  air. 

B  3 
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Mat.  Indeed,  you  have  abfolute  knowledge  i'  the 
myftery,  I  have  heard,  Sir. 

Bob.  Of  whom  ?  Of  whom  ha'  you  heard  it,  I  be- 
feech  you  ? 

Mat.  Troth,  I  have  heard  it  fpoken  of  by  diver?, 
that  you  have  very  rare  and  un-in-one-breath-utterable. 
Ikill,  Sir. 

Bob.  By  heaven,  no,  not  I ;  no  fkill  i'the  earth  i 
fome  fmall  rudiments  i'the  fcience,  as  to  know  my  time, 
diitance,  or  fo.  I  have  profeft  it  more  for  noblemen 
and  gentlemen's  ufe  than  mine  own  practice,  I  aflure 
you.  I'll  give  you  a  leflbn.  Look  you,  Sir.  Exalt 
not  your  point  above  this  tfate,  at  any  hand  ;  fo,  Sir. 
Come  on  !  Oh,  twine  your  body  more  about,  that  you 
may  fall  to  a  more  fweet,  comely,  gentleman-like, 
guard.  So,  indifferent.  Hollow  your  body  more,  Sir, 
thus.  Now,  ftand  faft  o'  your  left  leg  ;  note  your  di- 
itance ;  keep  your  due  proportion  of  time — Oh,  you 
diforder  your  point  moft  irregularly  !  Come,  put  on. 
your  cloak,  and  we'll  go  to  fome  private  place,  where 
you  are  acquainted,  fome  tavern,  or  fo — and  have  a 
bit What  money  ha'  you  about  you»  Mr.  Mat 
thew  ? 

Mat.  Faith,  I  ha'  not  paft  a  two  millings,  or  fo. 

Bob.  'Tis  fomewhat  with  the  leaft  :  but  come,  we 
wfll  have  a  bunch  of  raddiflies,  and  fait,  to  tafte  our 
wine :  and  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  to  clofe  the  orifice  of  the 
ftomach :  and  then  well  call  upon  young  Well-bred.. 
Perhaps  we  ftiall  meet  the  Corydon,  his  brother,  there,. 
aj>d  put  him  to  the  queftion.  Come  along,  Mr.  Mat 
thew,  [Excuut* 
END  cf  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

SCENE,  a  Warebouft%  belonging  to  Kitely. 
Enter  Kitely,  Cafli,  and  Downright. 

KITELV. 

HOMAS,  come  hither. 
There  lies  a  note  within,  upon  my  defk, 


T 


Here 


EVERY  MAN  IN.  HIS    HUMOUR.         19 

Here  take  my  key It  is  no  matter,  neither. 

Where  is  the  boy  ? 

Cajb,  Within,  Sir,  i'the  warehoufe. 

Kite.  Let  him  tell  over  ftraight  that  Spanifh  gold, 
And  weigh  it,  with  the  pieces  of  eight.     Do  you 
See  the  delivery  of  thole  lilver  flufis 
To  Mr.  Lucar.     Tell  him,  if  he  will, 
He  fhall  ha'  the  grograns  at  the  rate  I  told  him, 
And  I  will  meet  him,   on  the  Exchange,  anon. 

Cajh.  Good,  Sir.  \Exlt. 

Kite.  Do  you  fee  that  fellow,  brother  Downright  ? 

btwtv.  I,  what  of  him? 

Kite.  He  is  a  jewel,  brother, 
I  took  him  of  a  child,  up,  at  my  door, 
And  chriftened  him  ;  gave  him  my  own  name,  Thomas  :• 
Since  bred  him  at  the  hoipital ;  where  proving 
A  toward  imp,  I  call'd  him  home,  and  taught  him 
So  much,  as  I  have  made  him  my  cafhier, 
And  find  him,  in  his  place,  fo  full  of  faith, 
That  I  durft  truft  my  life  into  his  hands. 

Doivn.  So  would  not  I,  in  any  baftard's  brother, 
As  it  is  like,  he  is,  although  I  knew 
Myfelf  his  father.     But  you  faid  you'd  fomewhat 
To  tell  me,  gentle  brother.    What  is't  ?  What  is't  ? 

Kite.  Faith,  I  am  very  loth  to  utter  it, 
As  fearing  it  may  hurt  your  patience  : 
But  that  I  know  your  judgment  is  of  ilrength, 
Againft  the  nearnefs  of  afle6lion 

Down.  What  need  this  circumilance  ?    Pray  you  be 
direa. 

'  Kite.  I  will  not  fay  how  much  I  do  afcribe 
'  Unto  your  friendship  ;  nor,  in  what  regard 
*  I  hold  your  love :  but  let  my  paft  behaviour,. 
4  And  ulaoe  of  your  filter,  but  confirm 
'  How  well  I've  been  affected  to  your 

D<nvn.  '  You  are  too  tedious,'   come  to  the  matter, 
the  matter. 

Kite.  Then,  without  further  ceremony,  thus. 
My  brother  Well-bred,  Sir,  I  know  not  how, 
Of  late,  is  much  declin'd  in  what  he  was, 
And  greatly  alter'd  in  his  difpofition. 
When  he  came  firft  to  lodge  here  in  my  houfe, 
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Ne'er  truft  me,  if  I  were  not  proud  of  him  : 
Methought  he  bare  himfelf  in  fuch  a  fafhion, 
So  full  ot  man,    and  fvvectnefs  in  his  carriage, 
And,  what  was  chief,  it  ihew'd  not  borrow'd  in  him, 
But  all  he  did  became  him  as  his  own, 
And  feem'd  as  perfect,  proper,  and  pofleft, 
As  breath  with  life,  or  colour  with  the  blood  ;* 
But  now  his  courfe  is  Ib  irregular, 
So  loofe,  affefted,  and  depriv'd  of  grace  ; 
And  he  himfelf  withal  io  far  fall'n  off 
From  that  firft  place,  as  fcarce  no  note  remains, 
To  tell  men's  judgments  where  he  lately  flood. 
He's  grown  a  ftranger  to  all  due  refpeft  ; 
Forgetful  of  his  friends,  and  not  content 
To  ftale  himfelf  in  all  focieties,' 
He  makes  my  houfe  here,  common,  as  a  mart, 
A  theatre,  a  public  receptacle 
For  giddy  humour,  and  difeafed  riot  ; 
And  here,  as  in  a  tavern  or  a  ftew, 
He  and  his  wild  aflbciates  fpend  their  hours 
In  repetition  of  lafcivious  jefts : 
Swear,  leap,  drink,  dance,  and  revel  night  by  night, 
Controul  my  fervants  ;  and  indeed  what  not. 

Down.  'Sdains,  I  know  not  what  I  fhouid  fay  to  him 
i'  the  whole  world  !  He  values  me  at  a  crack'd  three- 
farthings,  for  ought  I  fee.  It  will  never  out  o'  the  nem 
that's  bred  i'  the  bone  !  I  have  told  him  enough,  one 
would  think,  if  that  would  ferve.  Well !  He  knows 
what  to  truft  to,  for  George.  Let  him  fpend  and  ipend, 
and  domineer,  till  his  heart  ake  ;  an'  he  think  to  be  re 
lieved  by  me,  when  he  is  got  into  one  o'  your  city- 
pounds,  the  counters  ,•  he  has  the  wrong  fow  by  the 
ear,  i'  faith,  and  claps  his  dim  at  a  wrong  man's  door. 
I'll  lay  my  hand  on  my  halfpenny,  ere  I  part  with't,  to 
fetch  him  out,  I'll  affure  him. 

Kite.  Nay.   good  brother,  let  it  not  trouble  you.  thus. 

Qoivn.  S'death,  he  made  me — I    could  cat  my  very 

fpur-leathers,  for  anger  !     But,    why  are  you  £>  taint  ? 

Why  do  not  you  fpeak  to  him,  and  tell  him  how  he  dif- 

quiets  your  houfe  ? 

Kite.  Oh,  there  are  divers  reafons to difl'uacic,  brother; 
But,  would  yourfelf  vouchfafe  to  travail  in  it, 

\  Though 
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Though  but  with  plain  and  eafy  circumftance, 

It  would  both  come  much  better  to  his  fenfe, 

Andjavour  lefs  of  ftomach,  or  of  paffion. 

You  are  his  elder  brother,  and  that  title 

Both  gives  and  warrants  you  authority  : 

Whereas,  if  I  fhould  intimate  the  lealr, 

It  would  but  add  contempt  to  his  negled  ; 

Heap  worfe  on  ill,  make  a  pile  of  hatred, 

Thar,  iu  the  rearing,  would  come  tott'ring  down, 

And,  in  the  ruin,  bury  all  our  love. 

Nay,  more  than  this,  brother;  if  I  mould  fpeak, 

He  would  be  ready,  from  his  heat  of  humour, 

And  over-flowing  of  the  vapour  in  him, 

To  blow  the  ears  of  his  familiars 

With  the  falfe  breath  of  telling  what  difgraces 

And  low  difparagements  I  had  put  on  him  : 

Whilft  they,  Sir,  to  relieve  him  in  the  fable, 

Make  their  loofe  comments  upon  ev'ry  word, 

Gefture,  or  look,  I  ufe  ;  mock  me  all  o'er  ; 

And,  out  of  their  impetuous  rioting  phant'fies, 

Beget  fome  (lander,  that  {hall  dwell  with  me. 

And  what  would  that  be,  think  you  ?  Marry,  this; 

They  would  give  out,  becaufe  my  wife  is  fair, 

Mylelf  but  newly  married,  and  my  fitter 

Here  fojournin^  a  virgin  in  my  houfe, 

That  I  were  jealous !   Nay,  as  fure  as  death, 

That  they  would  fay.     And  how  that  I  had  quarrell'd 

My  brother  purpofely,  thereby  to  find 

An  apt  pretext  to  banifli  them  my  houfe. 

DO--M.  Mafs,  perhaps  fo  :  they're  like  enough  to  do  It, 

Kite.  Brother,  they  would,  believe  it :  fo  fhould  I, 
Like  one  of  thefe  penurious  quack-falvers, 
But  fet  the  bills  up  to  mine  own  difgrace. 
And  try  experiments  upon  myfelf : 
Lend  (corn  and  envy,  opportunity 
To  flab  my  reputation  and  good  name." 

Enter  Matthew  and  Bobadil. 

Mat.  I  will  fpeak  to  him 

Bob.  Speak  to  him  !  Away  !  by  the  foot  of  Pharaoh, 
you  (hall  not ;  you  (hall  not  do  him  that  grace. 

Kite.  What's  the  matter,  Sirs  ? 
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Bob.  The  time  of  day,  to  you,  gentlemen  o'  the  houfe. 
Is  Mr. Well-bred  ftirring  ? 

Doiv.  How  then  ?  what  fliould  he  do  ? 

Bob.  Gentleman  of  the  houfe,  it  is  you  :  is  he  within, 
Sir  ? 

Kite.  He  came  not  to  his  lodging  to-night,  Sir,  I  af- 
fure  you. 

Dow.  Why,  do  you  hear  ?  you  ! 

Bob.  The  gentleman-citizen  hath  fatisfy'c!  rrie,  I'll  talk 
to  ao  fcavcnger.  \Exeunt  Bob.  «WMat» 

JDoiv.  How,  fcavcnger !  flay,  Sir,  flay  ! 

Kite.  Nay,  brother  Downright. 

Dow.  'Heart !   itand  you  aw.iy,  an*  you  love  me. 

Kite.  You  fhall  not  follow  him  now,  1  pray  you,  bro 
ther  ;  good  faith  you  ftittll  not :  I  will  over-rule  you. 

DCTM,  Ha  !  fcavenger!  Well,  go  to,  I  fay  little: 
but  by  this  good  day  (God  forgive  me  1  fhould  /wear)  if 
I  put  it  up  fo,  fay  I  am  the  ranked  coward  ever  lived. 
'Sdains,  an'  I  fwallow  this, I'll  ne'er  draw  my  fword  in  the 
fight  of  Fleet  Street  again,  while  Hive;  I'll  fet  in  a  barn 
with  Madge  howlet,  and  catch  mice  firft.  Scavenger  ! 

Kite.  Oh,  do  not  fret  youfelf  thus,  never  think   on'r. 

Do<w.  Thefe  are  my  brother's  conforts,  thefe  !  thefe 
are  his  comrades,  his  walking  mares!  he's  a  gallant,  a 
cavaliero  too,  right  hangman  cut !  Let  me  not  live,  an* 
I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to  fwinge  the  whole  gang  of 
'em,  one  after  another,  and  begin  with  him  firft.  I  am 
griev'd  it  fliould  be  faid  he  is  my  brother,  and  tyke  thefe 
courfes.  Well,  as  he  brews  fo  he  fhall  drink,  for  George, 
again.  Yet,  he  fhall  hear  on't,  and  that  rightly  too,  an* 
Hive,  i' faith. 

Kite.  But,  brother,  let  your  reprehenfion  then 
Run  in  aneafy  current,  not  o'er-high 
Carried  with  rafhnefs,  or  devouring  choler ; 
But  rather  ufe  the  foft  perfuading  way, 
More  winning  than  enforcing  the  confent. 

Dnv.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone  for  that,  I  warrant  you. 

\Eell  rings* 

Kite.  How  now!    Oh,  the  bell  rings  to  breakfaft. 
Brother,  I  pray  you,  go  in,  and  bear  my  wife 
Company  till  I  come  ;   I'll  but  give  order 
For  fome  difpatch  of  bufmefs  to  my  fervant— — 

Dai?. 
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Dow.  I   will— Scavenger  !  fcavenger! —  [Exit Dow. 
Kite.  Well,  tho'  my  troubled  ipirit's fomevvhat  eas'd, 
It's  not  repos'd  in  that  fecurity 
As  I  could  ;  with  but  I  muft  be  content, 
Howe'er  I  fet  a  face  on't  to  the  world  ! 
Would  I  had  loft  this  finger,  at  a  venture, 
So  Well-bred  had  ne'er  lodg'd  within  my  houfe. 
Why't  cannot  be,  where  there  is  1'uch  refort 
Of  wanton  gallants,  and  young  revellers, 
That  any  woman  fhould  be  honeft  long. 
Jk't  like,  that  factious  beauty  will  preferve 
The  public  weal  of  chaftity  unfhaken, 
When  fuch  ftrong  motives  mufter  and  make  head 
Againfr  her  fingle  peace  f  No,  no.     Beware, 
When  mutual  appetite  doth  meet  to  treat, 
And  fpirits  of  one  kind  and  quality 
Come  once  to  parly,  in  the  pride  of  blood, 
It  is  no   flow-  confpiracy  that  follows. 
Well,  to  be  plain,  if  I  but  thought  the  time 
Had  anfwer'd  their  affections,  all  the  world 
Should  not  perfuade  me  but  I  were  a  cuckold  ! 
Marry,  I  hope  they  ha'  not  got  that  ftart ; 
For  opportunity  hath  baulk'd  'em  yet, 
And  fliall  do  ftill,  while  I  have  eyes  and  ears 
To  attend  the  impontions  of  my  heart. 
My  prefence  (hall  be  as  an  iron-bar, 
*Twixt  the  confpiring  motions  of  defire  : 
Yea,  every  look  or  glance  mine  eye  ejedls, 
Shall  check  occafion,  as  one  doth  his  flave, 
When  he  forgets  the  limits  of  prefcripton. 
Enter  Dame  Kitely. 

Dame.  Sifter  Bridget,  pray  you  fetch  down  the  rofe- 
water  above  in  the  clofet.  Sweetheart,  will  you  come  in 
to  breakfaft  ? 

Kite.  An'  ihe  overheard  me  now  ! 

Dame.  I  pray  thee,  good  Mufs,  we  ftay  for  you. 

Kite.  By  heav'n.  I  wou'd  not  for  a  thoufand  angels. 

Dame.  What  ail  you,  fvveetheart  ?  are  you  not  well  ? 
Speak,  good  Mufs. 

Kite.  Troth,  my  head  akes  extremely,  on  a  fudden. 

Dame.  Oh,  the  lord  ! 

Kite.  How  now !  what ! 
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Dame.  Alas,  how  it  burns  !  Mufs,  keep  you  warm, 
good  truth  it  is  this  new  difeafe  there's  a  number  are  trou 
bled  withal !  For  loves  fake,  fweetheart,  come  in,  out  of 
the  air. 

Kite.  How  fimple,  and  how  fubtle  are  her  anfwers  !  A 
new  difeafe,  and  many  troubled  with  it !  Why,  true  ! 
(he  heard  me,  all  the  world  to  nothing. 

Dame.  I  pray  thee,  good  fweetheart,  come  in  ;  the 
air  will  do  you  harm  in  troth. 

Kite.  I'll  come  to  you  prefendy  ;  'twill  away,  I  hope. 

Dame.  Pray  Heav'n  it  do.  [hxit  Dame, 

Kite.  A  new  difeafe  !  I  know  not,  new  or  old, 
But  it  may  well  be  cali'd  poor  mortals'  plague  : 
For  like  a  peitilence,  it  doth  infect 
The  hodfes  of  the  brain.     Firft,  it  begins 
Solely  to  work  upon  the  phantafy, 
Filling  her  feat  with  fuch  peftiferous  air 
As  foon  corrupts  the  judgment,  and  from  thence 
Sends  like  contagion  to  the  memory; 
Still  each  to  other  giving  the  infection, 
Which,  as  a  fubtle  vapour,  fpreads  itfelf 
Confufeuly  through  every  fenfive  part, 
Till  not  a  thought,  or  motion  in  the  mind, 
Be  free  from  the  black  poifon  of  fufpecl:. 
Ah,  but  what  mifery  it  is  to  know  this  ! 
Or,  knowing  it,  to  want  the  mind's  direction, 
In  fuch  extremes  !   Well,  I  will  once  more  ftrive, 
In  fpite  of  this  black  cloud,  myfelf  to  be, 
And  fliake  the  fever  off,  that  thus  (hakes  me.         [Exit, 

SCEiNE,  Moor-FM. 

Enter  Brain-worm,  tUfguis'a1  like  a  Soldier, 
"Brain.  'Slid,  I  cannot  choofe  but  laugh  to  fee  myfelf 
tranftated  thus.  Now  muft  I  create  an  intolerable  fort  of 
lies,  or  my  prefent  profeffion  loies  the  grace ;  and  yet 
the  lie  to  a  man  of  my  coat,  is  a  ominous  a  fiuit  as  the 
Fico.  O,  Sir,  it  holds  for  good  polity  ever,  to  have  that 
outwardly  in  vileft  eftimation  that  inwardly  is  moft  dear  to 
us.  So  much  for  my  borrowed  fhape.  Well,  the  truth 
is,  my  old  matter  intends  to  follow  my  young,  dry  foot, 
over  Moor-fields  to  London  this  morning  :  now  I,  know 
ing  of  this  hunting  match,  or  rather  conspiracy,  and  to 

infmuate. 
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infinuate  with  my  young  matter,  for  fo  muft  we  that  are 
blue  waiters  and  men  of  hope  and  fei  vice  do,  have  got 
me  afore  in  this  difguife,  determining  here  to  lie  in  am- 
bufcade,  and  intercept  him  in  the  mid-way.  If  I  can  buc 
get  his  cloak,  his  purfe,  his  hat,  nay  any  thing  to  cut 
him  off,  that  is,  toftay  his  journey — retii,  vidi,  vici,  I 
may  fay  with  captain  Caefar ;  I  am  made  for  ever,  I  faith. 
Well,  now  muft  I  pradlife  to  get  the  true  garb  of  one  of 
thofe  lance-knights,  my  arm  here,  and  my — Young  mat 
ter,  and  his  coufin,  Mr.  Stephen,  as  I  am  a  true  coun 
terfeit  man  of  war,  and  no  foldier!  [Retires. 
Enter  Ed.  Kno'well  and  Mafter  Stephen. 

E.  Kno.  So,  Sir,  and  how  then,  Coz  ? 

Step.  S'foot,  I  have  loft  my  purfe,  I  think. 

E.  Kno.  How  i  loft  your  purfe  !  Where  ?  When  had 
you  it  ? 

Step.  I  cannot  tell :  ftay. 

Brain.  'Slid.  I  am  afraid  they  will  know  me,  would  I 
could  get  by  them  ! 

E.  KHO.  What!  ha' you  it? 

Step.  No,  I  think  I  was  bewitched,  I— — 

£.  Kno.  Nay,  do  not  weep  the  lofs,  hang  it,  let  it  go. 

Step.  Oh,  it's  here — No,  an*  it  had  been  loft,  I  had 
not  car'd,  but  for  a  jet  ring  Miftrefs  Mary  lent  me. 

E.  Kno.  A  jet  ring  !  Oh,  thepofey,  the  pofey  ! 

Step.  Fine,  i'faith ! — Though  fancy  fleep,  my  love  it 
deep. — Meaning  that  though  I  did  not  fancy  her,  yet  flie 
loved  me  dearly. 

E.  Kno.  Moft  excellent ! 

Strpm  And  then  I  fent  her  another,  and  my  poefy  was  J 
The  deeper  the  fweeter,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  St.  Peter. 

E.  KKO.  How  by  St.  Peter?  I  do  not  conceive  that. 

Sirp.  Marry,  St.  Peter,  to  make  up  the  metre, 

E.  Kw>.  Well,  there  the  faint  was  your  good  patron  ; 
he  help'd  you  at  your  need  :  thank  him,  thank  him. 

Brain.  I  cannot  take  leave  of  'em  fo  ;  I  will  venture, 
come  what  will.  Gentlemen,  pleafe  you  change  a  few 
crowns,  for  a  very  excellent  good  blade,  here  ?  I  am  a 
poor  gentleman, albldier,  that,  in  the  better  ftateof  my  for 
tunes,  fcorn'd  fo  mean  a  refuge,  but  now  it  is  the  humour 
of  neccllity  to  have  it  fo.  You  feem  to  be  gentlemen, 
well  afte&ed  to  martial  men,  elfe  I  ftiould  rather  die  with 
C  filence 
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filence  than  live  with  fliame:  however,  vouchfate  to  rr- 
member,  it  is  my  wantfpeaks,  not  myfelf.  This  condi 
tion  agrees  not  .with  my  fpirit. 

E.  Kno  Where  haft  thou  ferved  ? 
Brain.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,  in  all  the  late  wars  of 
Bohemia,  Hungaria,  Dalarratb,  Poland  ;  where  nor, 
Sir?  Ih.ivebeena  poor  ferviror  by  fea  and  land,  any 
time  this  fourteen  years,  and  followed  the  fortunes  of  the 
beft  commanders  in  Chriflendom.  I  was  twice  (hot  at  the 
taken  of  Aleppo  ;  once  at  the  relief  of  Vienna.  I  have 
betn  at  Marleilles,  Naples,  and  the  Adriatick  gulf;  a 
gentleman  {lave  in  the  galleys  thrice,  where  I  was  moll 
dungeroufly  fl-.ot  in  the  head,  throng!)  both  thighs,  and 
yet,  being  thus  maimed,!  am  void  of  rm;ntenance  ;  no 
thing  left  me  but  mv  fears,  the  noted  marks  of  my  refo- 
lution. 

Step.   How  will  you  fell  this  rapier,  friend  ? 
Jlrain.  Generous  Sir,  I  refer  it  ro  your  own  judgment  ; 
you  arc  a  gentleman,  give  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Step.  True,  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  know  that,  friend  : 
but  what  though  ?  I  pray  you  fay,  what  would  you  afk  ? 
.  Brain.  I  afl'ure  you  the  blade  may  become  the  fide  or 
thigh  of  the  heft  prince  in  Europe. 
JR.  Kno.  Ay,  with  a  velvet  fcabbard. 
Step.  Nay,  and't  be  mine,  it  (hall  have  a  velvet  fcab« 
bard,  Coz,  that's  flat :   I'd  not   wear  it  as  'tis,  an' you 
would  give  me  an  angel. 

Brain.  At  your  worship's  pleafure,  Sir ;  nay,    'tis  a 
mo  ft  pure  Toledo. 

Slip.  I  had  rather  it   were  a   Spaniard  ;  but  tell  me, 
what  I  fhall  give  you  for  it  ?  An'  it  had  a  filver  hilt — 

E,  Kno.  Come,    come,  you   (lull  not    buy  it;  hold, 
there's  a  fliilling,  fellow,  take  thy  rapier. 

Step.  Why,  but  I  will  buy  it  now,  bccaufe  you  fay  fo  : 
and  there's  another  (hilling,  fellow;  I   fcorn  to  be  out- 
biddtn.    What,  ftiall  I  walk  with  a  cudgel,  like  a  higgin- 
bottom,  and  may  have  a  rapier  for  money  ? 
E.  Kro.  You  may  buy  one  in  the  city. 
Strp.  Tut,  I'll  buy  this  i'  the  field,  fo  I  will ;  I  have  a 
'  mind  to't  becaufe  'us  afield  rapier.     Tell  me  your  lowed 
price. 

E.  Kn,. 


EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR.  27 

E.  Kno.  You  fhall  not  buy  it,   I  fay. 

Step.  By  this  money  but  I  will,  though  I  give  more 
than  'tis  worth. 

E.  Kno.  Come  away,  you  are  a  fool. 

Step.  Friend,  I  am  a  fool,  that's  granted  :  but  I'll  have 
it  for  that  word's  fake.     Follow  me  for  your  money. 

Brain.  At  your  fervice,  Sir.  [Exiunt. 

Enter  Kno' well. 

Kno.  I  cannot  lofe  the  thought  yet  of  this  letter 
Sent  to  my  fon ;  nor  leave  to  admire  the  change 
Of  manners,  and  the  breeding  of  our  youth 
Within  the  kingdom,  iince  myfelf  was  one. 
When  I  was  young,  he  liv'd  not  in  the  item's 
DurA  have  conceived  a  fcorn,  and  utter'd  it, 
On  a  grey  head  :  age  was  authority 
Againft  a  buffoon  ;  and  a  man  had  then 
A  certain  reverence  paid  unto  his  years 
That  had  none  due  unto  his  life. 
But  now  we  are  fall'n  ;  youth  from  their  fear, 
And  age  from  that  which  bred  it,  good  example. 
Nay,  would  ourfelves  were  not  the  firil,  even  pareats, 
That  did  deftroy  the  hopes  in  our  own  children  ; 

*  Or  they  not  learn'd  our  vices  in  their  cradles, 

*  And  fuck'd  i«  our  ill  cuftoms  with  their  milk  : 

*  lire  all  their  teeth  be  born,  or  they  can  fpeak, 

*  We  make  their  palates  cunning  !'  The  firft  words 
We  form  their  tongues  with,  are  licenteous  jells. 
Can  it  call  whore  ?  cry  ballard  ?  O,  then  k'fs  it, 

A  witty  child  !  Can'tfwe^r  ?  The  father's  darling  ! 

Give  it  two  plumbs.     Nay,  rather  than't  fliall  learn 

No  bawdy  fcng,  the  mother  herfelf  will  teach  it  1 

But  this  is  in  the  infancy  : 

When  it  puts  on  the  breeches, 

It  will  put  off  all  this.     Ay,  it  is  like  ; 

When  it  is  gone  into  the  bone  already  ! 

No,  no  :   ihis  die  goes  deeper  than  the  coat, 

Or  fhirt,  orikin  ;   it  ftains  unto  the  liver 

And  heart,  is  fome  :   and  rather  than  it  fliould  not, 

Note  what  we  fathers  do ;  look  how  we  live; 

What  miftrefles  we  keep  ;  at  what  expence  ; 

And  trach  them  all  bad  ways  to  buy  affliction  ! 

Well,  I  thank  Heav'n,  -I  never  yet  was  he 

C  2  That 
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Thattravell'd  with  my  fon  before  fixteeti, 
'Co  (hew  him  the  Venetian  courtezans, 
Nor  read  the  grammar  of  cheating,  I  had  madt 
To  my  (harp  boy  at  twelve  ;  repeating  flill 
The  rule,  get  money,  flill  get  money,  boy, 
No  matter  by  what  means. 

Thefe  are  the  trades  of  fathers,  now.     However, 
&Iy  Ton,  I  hope,  hafh  met  within  my  threlhold, 
None  of  thefe  houftiold  precedents  ;  which  are 
And  fwift,  to  rape  youth  to  their  precipice. 
But  let  the  houfe  at  home  be  ne'er  fo  cleao 
Swept>  orkeptfweet  from  filth, 
If  he  will  liveabroad  with  his  companions, 
In  riot  and  mifrule,  it  is  worth  a  fear. 
'  Nor  is  the  danger  of  converfing  lefs 
•  Than  all  that  1  have  mention'd  of  example.' 
•Enter  Brain-worm. 

flratn.  My  matter  !  Nay,  faith  have  at  you ;  I  aft 
fletVd  now,  I  have  fped  fo  well ;  though  I  mult  attack 
you  in  different  way.  Worftiipful  Sir,  I  befeech  you,  re» 
i'peft  the  Hate  of  a  poor  foldier  !  I  am  aftiam'd  of  thia 
bafe  courfe  of  life  (God's  my  comfort)  but  extremity 
provokes  me  to't :  what  remedy  ? 

KHO.  I  have  not  for  you  now. 

Brain.  I?y  the  faith  I  bear  unto  truth,  gentleman,  it  is 
no  ordinary  cuftom  in  me,  but  only  to  preferve  manhood. 
I  proteft  to  you,  a  man  I  have  been,  a  man  I  may  be,  by 
yourfweer  bounty. 

Kiio.  Pr'ythee,  good  friend,  be  fatisfied. 

Brain.  Good,  Sir,  by  that  hand,  you  may  do  the  part 
of  a  kind  gentleman,  in  lending  a  poor  foldier  the  price 
of  two  cans  of  beer,  a  matter  of  lYnall  value  ;  the  King 
of  Heav'n  fliall  pay  you,  and  I  fhall  reft  thankful :  fweet 
worfiiip 

Kno.  Nay,  an'  you  be  fo  importunate 

Rrain.  Oh,  tender  Sir,  need  will  have  h>s  courfe :  I 
was  not  made  to  this  vile  ufe !  Well  the  edge  of  the 
enemy  could  not  have  abated  me  fo  much.  [He  •Mrrfs.'] 
It's  hard,  when  a  man  has  ferved  in  his  prince's  caule,  and 
be  t?ius — Honourable  worfhip,  let  me  derive  a  fmall  piece 
of  Jilver  from  you,  it  fhr.ll  not  be  given  in  the  courfe  of 

time. 
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time.  By  this  good  ground,  I  was  fain  to  pawn  my  ra. 
pier  laft  night  for  a  poor  fupper  ;  I  had  fuck'd  the  hilts 
long  before,  I  am  a  pagan  elfe  :  fweet  honour.  , 

,    Kno.  Believe  me,  I  am  taken  with  fome  wonder, 
To  think  a  fellow  of  that  outward  prefence, 
Should,  in  the  frame  and  fafhion  of  his  mind, 
Be  fo  degenerate  and  fordid  -bafe  ! 
A"  thou  not  a  man,  and  fham'ft  thou  not  to  beg  ? 
TO  pradlife  fuch  a  fervile  kind  of  life  ? 
Why,  were  thy  education  ne'er  fo  mean, 
Having  thy  limbs,  a  thoufand  fairer  courfes 
Offer  themielvts  to  thy  eledion. 
Either  the  wars  might  ilill  fupply  thy  wants, 
Orfervice  of  fome  virtuous  gentleman, 
Orhoneft  labour:  nay,  what  can  I  name, 
But  would  become  thee  better  than  to  beg  ! 
But  men  of  thy  condition  feed  on  floth, 
As  doth  the  beetle  on  the  dung  (lie  breeds  in, 
Not  caring  how  the  metal  of  your  minds 
Is  eaten  with  the  ruft  of  idlenefs. 
Now,  afore  me,  whate'er  he  be  that  fliould 
Relieve  a  perfon  of  thy  quality, 
While  thou  ir.lifts  in  this  loofe  defperate  courfe, 
I  would  t tfeem  the  fin  not  thine,  but  his. 

Brain.  Faith,  Sir,  I  would  gladly  find  fome  other  courfe, 
iffo 

Kno.  Ay,  you'ld  gladly  find  it,  but  you  will  notfeek  it. 

Brain.  Alas!   Sir,   weie  Ihould  a  man  feck?     In  ths 
wars  there's  no  aicent  by  defert  in  thefe  days,  but — and 
••for  fervice,  would  it  were  as  foon  purchafed  as  \vifh M  for, 
(the  air's  my  comfort)   I  know  what  I  would  fay— 

Kno.  What's  thy  name  ! 

Brain.  Pleafeyou,  Fitz-Sword,  Sir. 

Kno.  Fitz- Sword, 

Say  that  a  man  fliould  entertain  thee  now, 
Would'il  ihou  be  honeft,  humble,  juft  and  true  ? 

Brain.  Sir,  by  the  place  and  honour  of  a  foldler— 

Kno.   Nay,  nay,  I  like  not  thofe  afltcted  oaths  ! 
Speak  plain'y,  man  :  what  think'ft  thou  of  my  words  ? 

Brain.  Nothing,  Sir.  but  wifti  my  fortunes  were  as  hap- 
py  as  my  fervice  ikould  be  hor.eit. 

C  3  KKOt 
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K'tifl.  Well,  follow  me ;  I'll  prove  thee,  if  thy  deeds 
tvili  carry  a  proportion  to  thy  words.  [Exit. 

Brain,  Yes,  Sir,  ftraight :  I'll  but  garter  my  hofe. 
Oh,  that  my  belly  were  hoop'd  now,  for  I  am  ready  to 
burft  with  laughing!  Never  was  bottle  or  bagpipe  fuller. 
S'lid  !  was  there  ever  feen  a  fox  in  years  to  beiray  hiin- 
felf  thus  ?  Now  I  fhall  be  poflelled  of  all  his  couufels  ! 
and  by  that  conduit  my  young  mafter.  Well,  he  is  re- 
folved  to  prove  my  honetty  :  laith,  and  I  am  refolved  to 
prove  his  patience.  Oh,  I  flrall  abufe  him  intolerably  ! 
This  fmall  piece  of  fervice  will  bring  him  clean  out  of 
)ove  with  the  foldier  for  ever.  He  will  never  come 
.within  the  fight  of  a  red  coat,  or  a  muflcet-reft  again.  It's 
no  matter,  let  the  world  think  me  a  bad  counterfeit,  if 
I  cannot  give  him  the  (lip  at  an 
better  than  to  have  ftaid  his  journey 
liim.  Oh,  how  I  long  to  be  employed 
XVith  change  of  voice,  thefe  fears,  and  many 
3 '11  follow  fon  and  fire,  nnd  ferve  'em  both.  [Exit* 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ne  a  bad  counterfeit,  if 
inftant.     Why,  this  is 
icy  !     Well,  I'll  follow 
'loyed  ! 
3.  and  many  an  oath, 


ACT        III. 

SCENE,  Stocks-Market. 

Enter  Matthew,  Well-bred,  and  Bobadil. 

MATTHEW. 

YES,  faith,  Sir  !    We  were  at  your  lodging  to  feeT» 
you,  too. 

Well,  Oh,  I  came  not  there  to-night. 
Bob.  Your  brother  delivered  us.  as  much. 
Well.  Who  ?  My  brother,  Downright  ? 
Bob.  He.     Mr.  Well-bred,  I  know  not  in  what  kind 
you  hold  me  ;    but  let  me  fay  to  you  this :    as  fure  as 
honour,  I  efteem  it  fo  much  out  of  the  funfhine  of  re 
putation  to  throw  the  leaft  beam  of  regard  upon  fuch 

f\  _     _     __ 

Well.  Sir,  I  muft  hear  no  ill  words  of  my  brother. 
Bol.  I  proteft  to  you,   as  I  have  a  thing  to  be  faved 
about  me,  I  never  faw  any  gentleman-like  part— 

Well. 
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Well.  Good  Captain  [Faces  about.']  to  fome  other  dif- 
eourie. 

Bob.  With  your  leave,  Sir,  an'  there  were  no  more 
meu  living  upon  the  face  or  the  earth,  1  ihouldnot  fancy 
him,  by  St.  George. 

Mat.  Troth,  nor  I  ;  he  is  of  a  ruftical  cut,  I  know 
not  how  :  he  doth  not  carry  himfelf  like  a  gentleman  of 
fafhion  • 

Well.  Oh,  Mr.  Matthew,  that's  a  grace  peculiar  but 
to  a  few,  '  quos  tequus  a/navit  Jupiter. 

*  Mat.  I  underftand  you,  Sir.' 

Enter  Toung  Kno'well  and  Stephen. 

Well*  *  No  queftion  you  do,  or  you  do  not,  Sir  ?  * 
Ned  Kno'well !  By  my  foul,  welcome  !  How  doll  thou, 
fweet  fpirit,  my  genius  ?  'Slid,  I  fliall  love  Apollo,  and 
the  mad  Thefpian  girls,  the  better  while  I  live,  for  this, 
my  dear  fury.  Now  I  fee  there's  fome  love  in  thee! 
Sirrah,  thefe  be  the  two  I  writ  to  you  of.  Nay,  what 
a  drovvfy  humour  is  this  now  ?  Why  doit  thou  not  fpeak  ? 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  you  are  a  fine  gallant ;  you  fent  me  a 
rare  letter. 

Well.  Why,  was'tnot  rare  ? 

R.  Kno.  Yes,  I'll  be  fworn,  I  was  never  guilty  of  read 
ing  the  like.  Match  it  in  all  Pliny's  epiitles,  and  I'll 
have  my  judgment  burn'd  in  the  ear  for  a  rogue  :  make 
much  of  thy  vein,  for  it  is  inimitable.  But  I  marvel 
what  camel  it  was  that  had  the  carriage  of  it  j  for  doubt- 
lefs  he  was  no  ordinary  beaft  that  brought  it. 

Well.  Why? 

E.  Kno.  Why,  fayeft  thou  ?  Why,  doft  thou  think  that 
any  reafonable  creature,  efpecially  in  the  morning,  the 
fober  time  of  the  day  too,  could  have  miftaken  nay  father 
for  me  ? 

Well.  'Slid,  youjeft,  I  hope. 

E.  Kno.  Indeed,  the  belt  ufe  we  can  turn  it  to,  is  to 
make  a  jeft  on't  now  ;  but  I'll  afTure  you,  my  father  had 
the  full  view  o'  your  flourifliing  ilyle,  before  I  faw  it. 

Well.  What  a  dull  (lave  was  this  !  But,  firrah,  what 
faid  he  to  it,  i'faith  ? 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not  what  he  faid  :  but  I  have  a 
(hrewd  guefs  what  he  thought. 

Welk  What,  what  ? 

E. 
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E.  Knn.  Marry,  that  thou  art  fome  ftrange,  diflblute 
young  rellow,  and  i  not  a  grain  or  two  better,  for  keep 
ing  thee  company. 

Well.  Tut,  that  thought  is  like  the  moon  in  her  laft 
quarter,  'twill  change  fhortly.  But,  firrah,  I  pray  thce 
be  acquainted  with  my  two  hang- by s  here  ;  thou  wilt 
take  exceeding  plealure  in  'em,  if  thou  heareft  'em  once 

go:    my   wind-initruments.     I'll  wind    'em   up But 

what  ftrange  piece  of  lilence  is  this  ?  -The  fign  of  the 
dumb  man. 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  Sir,  a  kinfman  of  mine,  one  that  may 
make  your  muiick  the  taller,  an'  he  pleafe;  he  has  his 
humour,  Sir. 

Well.  Oh,  what  is'r,  what  is't  ? 
E.  Kno.  Nay,  I'll  neither  do  your  judgment,  nor  his 
folly,  that  wrong,  as  to  prepare  your  apprehenfions.     I'll 
leave  him  to  the  mercy  o'  your  fearch,  if  you  can  take 
him  fo. 

Well.  Well,  Capta'n  Bobadil,  Mr.  Matthew,  I  pray 
you  know  this  gentleman  here  ;  he  is  a  triend  of  mine, 
and  one  that  will  deferve  your  affection.  I  know  not  your 
name,  Sir,  but  fhall  be  glad  of  any  occafion  to  render 
me  more  familar  to  you. 

Step.  My  name  is  Mr.  Stephen,  Sir;  I  am  this  gentle 
man's  own  coufm,  Sir  :  his  lather  is  mine  uncle,  Sir  ;  I 
asn  fomewhat  melancholy,  but  you  fliall  command  me, 
Sir,  in  whatsoever  is  incident  to  a  gentleman. 

Boh.  I  muft  tell  you  this,  I  am  no  general  man  ;  but 
for  Mr.  Well-bred's  fake  (you  may  embrace  it  at  what 
height  of  favour  you  pleafe)  I  do  communicate  with  you  ; 
and  conceive  you  to  be  a  gentleman  of  fome  parts.  1  love 
few  words. 

E.  Kno.  And  I  fewer,  Sir.  I  have  fcarce  enow  to. 
thank  you. 

Mat.  But  are  you  indeed,  Sir,  fo  given  to  it? 

[To- Mr.  Stephen. 

Step.  Ay,  truly,  Sir,  I  am  mightily  given  to  melan 
choly, 

Mat.  Oh,  it's  your  only  fine  humour,  Sir;  your  true 
melancholy  breeds  you  perfect  fine  wit,  Sir:  I  am  melan 
choly  myfelf  divers  times,  Sir j  and  then  do  1  no  more 

hut 
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bot  take  a  pen  and  paper  preiently,  and  overflow  you 
half  a  fcore  or  a  dozen  of  fonnets,  at  a  fitting. 

Step.  Cuufin,  it  is  well ;  am  I  melancholy  enough? 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  ay,  excellent  ! 

Well.  Captain  Bobadil,  why  mufe  you  fo  ? 

JK.  Kno.  He  is  melancholy  too. 

Bob.  Faith,  Sir,  I  was  thinking  of  a  moft  honourable- 
piece  of  fervice   was   perform'd,  to-morrow,  being  St» 
Mark's  day,  fhall  be  fome  ten  years  now. 

E*  Kno.  In  what  place,  Captain  ? 

Rob.  Why,  at  the  beleag'ring  of  Strigonium,  where, 
in  lefs  than  two  hours,  feven  hundred  refolute  gentlemen, 
as  any  were  in  Europe,  loft  their  lives  upon  the  breach. 
I'll  tell  you,  gentlemen,  it  was  the  firft,  but  the  beft  lea- 
gure,  that  ever  I  beheld  with  thefe  eyes,  except  the  taking 

of what  do  you  call  it,  laft  year,  by  the  Geuoef*  ; 

but  that  (of  all  others)  was  the  moft  fatal  and  dangerous 
exploit  that  ever  I  was  ranged  in,  ft  nee  I  firft  bore  arms 
before  the  face  of  the  enemy,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  and  a 
foldier. 

Step.  'So,  I  had  a  lief  as  an  angel,  I  could  fwear  as  well 
AS  that  gentleman. 

E.  Kno.  Then  you  were  a  fervitor  at  both,  it  feems ;  at 
Strigonium,  and  what  do  you  call't  ? 

Bob.  Oh,  lord,  Sir  !  by  St.  George,  I  was  the  firft 
man  thatenter'd  the  breach  ;  had  I  not  affe&ed  it  with  re- 
folution,  I  had  been  flain,  if  I  had  had  a  million  of  lives. 

E.  Kno.  'Twas  pity  you  had  not  ten  ;  a  cat's,  and 
your  own,  i' faith.  But,  was  it  poflible  ? 

Mat.  Pray  you,  mark  this  difcourfe,  Sir. 

Step.  So  I'do. 

Bob.  I  allure  you,  upon  my  reputation,  'tis  true,  and 
yourfelf  fhall  confefs. 

E.  Kno.  You  muft  bring  me  to  the  rack  firft. 

Bob.  Obferve  me  judicially,  fweet  Sir  :  they  had  plan 
ted  me  three  demi-culverins,  juft  in  the  mouth  of  the 
breach:  now,  Sir,  as  we  were  to  give  on,  their  mailer 
gunner  (a  man  of  no  mean  fkill  and  mark,  you  muft  think) 
confronts  me  with  his  linftock,  ready  to  give  fire  :  I,  fpy- 
ing  hisintendment,  difcharg'd  my  petrionel  in  his  bofom, 
and  with  thefe  fmgle  arms,  my  poor  rapier,  ran  violently 

upon. 
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upon  the   Moors,  that   guarded   the  ordnance,  and  put 
them  all  pell-mell  to  the  fword. 

14' ell.  To  the  fword  !   to  the  rapier,  Captain! 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  it  was  a  good  figure  obierved,  Sir!  hut 
did  you  all  this,  Captain,  without  hurting  your  blade  ? 

Bob.  Without  any  impeach  o'  the  earth  :  you  ffull  per 
ceive,  Sir.  It  is  the  moil  fortunate  weapon,  that  ever 
rid  on  poor  gentleman's  thigh.  Shall  I  tell  you,  Sir? 
You  talk  of  Morglay,  Excalibur,  Durindina,  or  fo  ? 
Tut,  I  lend  no  credit  to  that  is  fabled  of  'em  ;  I  k-now 
the  virtue  of  mine  own,  and  therefore  I  dare  the  boldlier 
maintain  ir. 

Step.  I  marvel  whether  it  be  a  Toledo,  or  no. 

Bob.  A  moil  perfect  Toledo,   1  allure  you,  Sir. 

Step.  I  have  a  countryman  of  his  here. 

Mat.  Pray  you,  let's  fee,  Sir.     Yes,  faith,  it  is! 

Bob.  This  a  Toledo  !   pirn. 

Step.  Why  do  you  pifh,  Captain  ? 

Bob.  A  Fleming,  by  heaven  !  I'll  buy  them  for  a 
guilder  a  piece,  an'  I  will  have  a  thoufand  of  them. 

E.  Kno.  How  fay  you,  coufin  ?  I  told  you  thus  much. 

Well.  Where  bought  you  it,  Mr.  Stephen  ? 

Step.  Of. a  fcurvey  rogue  foldier  (a  hundred  of  lice  go 
with  him)  he  fwore  it  was  a  Toledo. 

Bob.  A  poor  Provant  rapier,  no  better. 

Mat.  Mais,  1  think  it  be,  indeed,  now  I  look  on't 
better. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  the  longer  you  look  on't  the  worfe. 
Put  it  up,  put  it  up  ! 

Step.  Well,  I  will  put  it   up,  but  by (I  ha'  forgot 

the  Captain's  oath,  I  thought  to  have  fworn  by  it)  an* 
e'er  1  meet  him 

Well.  O,  'tis  pad  help  how,  Sir  ;  you  muft  ha*  patience. 

Step.  Whorfon  coney-catching  ralcal !  I  could  eat  the 
very  hilts  tor  anger. 

E.  Kno.  A  fign  of  good  digeftion  ;  you  have  an  oftrich 
ftomach,  couiin. 

Step.  A  ilomach  !  I  would  I  had  him  here,  you  fhould 
fee  an'  I  had  a  ftomach. 

Well.  It's  better  as  'tis.  Come,  gentlemen,  (hall  we 
go? 

Enter 
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Enter  Brain-worm. 

E.  Kno.  A  miracle  !  coufin  !  look  here  !  look  here  ! 

Step.  O,  god'flitl,  by  your  leave,  do  you  know  me, 
Sir  ? 

Brain.  Ay,  Sir,  I  know  you  by  fight. 

Step.  You  fold  me  a  rapier,  did  you  not ! 

Brain.  Yes,  marry,  did  I,  Sir. 

Step.  You  faid,  it  was  a  Toledo,  ha  ? 

Brain.  True,  I  did  fo. 

Step.  But  it  is  none  ! 

Brain.  No,  Sir,  I  confefs,  it  is  none. 

Step.  Do  you  confefs  it  ?  Gentlemen,  bear  witne'fs,  rie 
has  confefs'd  it.  By  God's  will,  an'  .you  had  not  confefs'd 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  coufin,  forbear,  forbear. 
Step.  Nay,  I  have  done,  coufin. 
Well.  Why,  you  have  done  like  a  gentleman,  he  has 
confefs'd  it,  what  would  you  more  ? 

Step.  Yet,  by  his  leave,  he  is  a  rafcal  under  his  fa 
vour,  do  you  fee. 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  by  his  leave,  he  is,  and  under  favour. 

Pretty  pieee  of  civility  !  Sirrah,  how  doft  thou  like  him  ? 

Well.  Oh,  it's  a  moft  precious  fool,  make   much  on 

him.     I  can  compare  him  to  nothing  more  happily,  than 

a  drum  ;  for  every  one  may  play  upon  him. 

E.  Kno.  No,  no,    a  child's  whittle  were  far  the  fitter. 
Brain.  Sir,  fliall  I  intreata  word  with  you  ? 
E.  Kno.  With  me,  Sir !   You  have  not  another  Tole 
do  to  fell,  ha'  you  ? 

Brain.  You  are  conceited,   Sir;    your  name  is  Mr. 
Kno'vvell,  as  I  take  it  ? 

E.  Kno.  You  are  i'  the  right.     You  mean  not  to  pro 
ceed  in  the  catechifin,  do  you  ? 

Bra'in.  No,  Sir,  I  am  none  of  that  coat. 
E.  Kno.  Of  as  bare  coat,  though  !   Well,   fay,  Sir  ? 
Brain.  Faith,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  fervant  to  the  drum 
extraordinary,    and  indeed,    this   fmoky   varnifh    being 
waflied  off,  and  three  or  four  patches  removed,  I  appear 
your  worfnip's  in  reverfion,    after  the  deceafe  of  your 
good  father — Brain-worm. 

E.  Kno.  Brain-worm  !  'Slight,  what  breath  of  a  con 
jurer  hath  blown  thee  hither  in  this  lhape? 

Brain, 
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Brain,  The  breath  o*your  letter,  Sir,  this  morning  t 
the  fame  that  blew  you  to  the  wind-mill,  and  your  fa« 
ther  after  you. 

E.  Kno.  My  father ! 

Brain.  Nay,  never  ftart :  'tis  true  ;  he  has  followed 
you  over  the  fields  by  the  foot,  as  you  would  do  a  hare- 
i'  the  fnow. 

E.  Kno.  Sirrah,  Well-bred,  what  fliall  we  do,  firrah? 
My  father  is  come  over  after  me. 

Well.  Thy  father  !  Where  is  he  ? 

Brain.  At  Juftice  Clement's  houfe,  here,  in  Colei 
man-Street,  where  he  but  ftays  my  return  ;  and  then— 

Well.  Who's  this  ?  Brain-worm  ? 

Brain.  The  fame,  Sir. 

Well.  Why,  how,  i'  the  name  of  wit,  comefl  thovt 
tranfmuted  thus  ? 

Brain.  Faith,  a  device !  A  device !  Nay,  for  the 
love  of  reafon,  gentlemen,  and  avoiding  the  danger, 
ftand  not  here  :  withdraw,  and  I'll  tell  you  all. 

£.  Kno.  Come,  coufin.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,     the     Wareloufe. 

Enter  Kitely  and  Ca(h. 

Kite.  What  fays  he,  Thomas?  Did  you  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Cajb.  He  will  expeft  you,  Sir,  within  this  half  hour. 

Kite.  Has  he  the  money  ready,  can  you  tell  ? 

Cajh.  Yes,  Sir,  the  money  was  brought  in  laft  night. 

Kite.  Oh,  that's  well :  fetch  me  my  cloak,  my  cloak. 
Stay,  let  me  fee,  an  hour  to  go  and  come  ;, 
Ay,  that  will  be  the  leaft  ;  and  then  'twill  be 
An  hour  before  I  can  diipatch  him, 
Or  very  near  :  well,  I  will  fay  two  hours. 
Two  hours !  Ha  !  Things,  never  dream't  of  yet, 
May  be  contriv'd,  ay,  and  efte&ed  too, 
In  two  hours  ablence.     Well,  I  will  not  go. 
Two  hours  ;  no,  fleering  opportunity, 
I  will  not  give  your  fubtlety  that  fcope. 
Who  will  not  judge  him  worthy  to  be  robb*d, 
That  fets  his  doors  wide  open  td  a  thief, 
And  (hews  the  felon  where  his  treafure  lies  ? 
Again,  what  earthly  fpirit  but  will  attempt 
To  taite  the  fruit  of  beauty's  golden  tree, 

When 
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When  leaden  fleep  feals  up  the  dr.igon's  eyes? 

I  will  not  go.     Bulineis,  go  by  f^r  once. 

No,  be.uity,  no  ;   you  are  too,   too  precious 

To  be  Itft  fo,  without  a  guaid,  or  open  ! 

You  then  mult  be  kept  up  clofe,  ana  well  watch'd  ! 

For,. give  you  opportunity,  no  quick-land 

Devours  or  fwallows  hviher  !   He  that  leads 

His  wife,  iffhebefair,  or  time  or  place, 

Compels  her  to  be  falfe.     I  will  not  go. 

The  dangers  are  too  many.     I  am  refolv'd  for  that. 

Carry  in  my  cloak  again.     Yet,  itay.     Yet  do,  too. 

I  will  defer  going  on  all  occaftons. 

Cajb.  Sir,  Snare,    your  fcrivuer,  will  be  there  with 
the  blmds. 

Kite.  That's  true  !   Fool  on  me  !    I  had  clean  forgot 
it !  I  muft  go.     What's  o'clock  ? 

Cajh.  Exchange  time.  Sir, 

Kite.  'Heart,  then  will  Well-bred  prefently  be  .here 
With  one  or  other  of  his  loofeconforts.  Lt(JO> 

I  am  a  knave,    if  I  know  what  to  lay, 
What  courie  to  take,  or  which,  way  to  rcfolve. 
My  brain,  methinks,  is  like'an  hour-glut's, 
Wherein  my  imagination  runs,,  like  fands, 
Filling  up  time  ;   but  then  are  turn'd  and  turn'd  j 
So  that  I  know  not  what  to  itay  upon, 
And  lefs  to  put  in  aft.     It  (hall  be  iou 
Nay,  I  dare  baild  upon  his  fecrecy, 
He  knows  not  to  deceive  me.     Thomas  ! 

C'.Jh.  Sir. 

Kite.  Yet  now,    I  have  bethought  too,    I   will  net- 
Thomas,  is  Cob  within  ? 

Cajb.  I  think  he  be,  Sir. 

Kite.  But  he'll  prate  too,  there's  no  fpecch  of  him. 
No,  there  were  no  man  o'  the  earth  to  Thomas, 
If  I  duril  truft  him  ;   there  is  all  the  doubt. 
But  fnould  he  have  a  chink  in  him,  I  were  gone, 
Loll  i'  m,y  fame  fpr  ever;   talk  for  th'  exchange. 
The  manner  be  hath  itood  with,    'till  this  prefent, 
Doth  promife  no  iuch  change  !    What  fboukt  I  fear  then  ? 
Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tempt  my  fortune  once. 
Thomas — you  may  deceive  me,  but  I  hope— 

Your  love  to  me  is  more 

D  Cajb. 
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Cafb.  Sir,   ifafervant's 

Duty,  with  faith,  may  be  call'd  love,  you  are 
More  than  in  hope,  you  are  pofiefs'd  of  it. 
Kite.  I  thank  you  heartily,    Thomas;    gt'  me  your 

hand. 

With  all  my  heart,  good  Thomas.     I  have,  Thomas, 
A  fecret  to  impart  to  you — but 
When  once  you  have  it,  I  muft  feal  your  lips  up. 
So  far  I  tell  you,  Thomas. 

Cajh.  bir,  For  that 

Kite.    Nay,    hear  me  out.      Think,    I  efleem  you, 

Thomas, 

When  I  will  let  you  in,  thus  to  my  private. 
It  is  a  thing  fits  nearer  to  my  creft, 
Than  thou  'rt  aware  of,  Thomas.     If  thou  fhouldft, 
Reveal  it,  but — * 

Cafh.  How  !  I  reveal  it ! 
Kite.  Nay, 

I  do  not  think  thou  wouldft ;  but  if  thou  frnuldft, 
'Twere  a  great  weaknefs. 

Cajh.  A  great  treachery. 
Give  it  no  other  name. 
Kite.  Thou  wilt  not  do't  then  ? 
Ciijb.  Sir,  if  I  do,  mankind  difclaim  me  ever. 
Kite.  He  will  not  fwear;    he  has  fome  refervation, 
Some  conceal'd  parpofe,  and  clofe  meaning,  fure. 
Elfe,  being  urg'd  fo  much,  how  fhould  he  choofe, 
But  lend  an  oath  to  all  this  proteftation  ? 
He's  no  fanatic,   I  have  heard  him  fwear. 
What  fhould  I  think  of  it  ?  Urge  him  again, 
And  by  fome  other  way  ?  I  will  do  fo. 
Well,  Thomas,  thou  haft  fworn  not  to  difclofe  ; 
Yes,  you  did  fwear. 

Cajh.  Not  yet,  Sir,  but  I  will, 

Pleafe  you 

Kite.  No,  Thomas,  I  dare  take  thy  word, 
But  if  thou  wilt  fwear,  do,  as  thou  think'ft  good  ; 
I  am  refolv'd  without  it ;  at  thy  pleafure. 

Cajb.  By  my  foul's  fafety  then,  Sir,  I  proteft 
My  tongue  fliall  ne'er  take  knowledge  of  a  word, 
DelTwrM  me  in  nature  of  your  truft. 

4  Kilt. 
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Kite.  It's  too  much  ;  thefe  ceremonies  need  not ; 
I  know  thy  faith  to  be  as  firm  as  rock. 
Thomas,  come  hither,  nr ar  ;  we  cannot  be 
Tco  private  in  this  bulinefs.      So  it  is. 
No-.v  he  has  fworn,  I  dare  the  fafcher  venture: 
I  have  of  late,   by  divers  obiervations — 
But  whether  his  oath  can  bind  him,  there  it  is. 
I  will  bethink  me  e'er  I  do  proceed, 
Thomas,  it  will  be  now  too  long  to  (lay, 
I'll  fpy  feme  fitter  time  foon,  or  to-morrow. 

Caffj.  Sir,  at  your  pleafure. 

Kite.  I  will  think.  Give  me  my  cloak.  And,  Tho- 
I  pniy  you  fearch  the  books  'gainft  my  return,  [mas, 
For  the  receipts  'avixc  me  and  Traps. 

Cajh.  I  \vi,l,   Sit. 

Kite.  And,  hear  you,  if  your  miitrefs'  brother,  Well- 
Chance  to  bring  hither  any  gentlemen,  [bred, 
Ere  I  come  back,  let  one  ftraight  bring  me  word. 

Cajb.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Kite.  To  the  exchange  ;  do  you  hear? 
Or  here  in  Coleman-Street,  to  Juftice  Clement's. 
Forget  it  not,  nor  be  out  of  the  way. 

Cajb.  I  will  not,  Sir. 

Kite.  I  pray  you  have  a  care  on't. 
Or  whetherhe  corae  or  no,  if  any  other 
Si  ranger,  orelie,  fail  not  to  lend  me  word. 

Ca/b.  I  fl>all  not,    Sir. 

Kite.  Be't  your  fpecial  bufinefs 
Now  to  remember  it. 

Cajb.  Sir,  1  warrant  you. 

Kite.  But,  Thomas,  this  is  not  the  fecret,  Thomas, 
I  told  you  of. 

Cajb.  No,  Sir.     I  do  fuppofe  it. 

Kite,  Believe  me,  it  is  not. 

Cajh.  Sir,  I  do  believe  you. 
•Kite.  By  heaven,    it  is  not!    That's  enough.      But, 

1  horn  as, 

I  would  not  you  fliould  utter  it,  do  you  fee, 
To  any  creature  living  ;  yet  I  care  not. 
Well,  I  muft  hence.     Thomas,  conceive  thus  much  ; 
It  was  a  trial  of  you,  when  I  meant 
So  deep  a  fecret  to  you  :  I  meant  not  this, 

D  2  But 
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But  that  I  have  to  tell  you.     This  i>  nothing,  this. 
But,   Thomas,  keep  tins  tiom  try  uire,   I  charge  you. 
Lock'd  up  in  filence,   midnight,  buried  here, 
No  greater  hell  than  to  be  'Have  ro  rVar.  [Exit. 

Cajb.  Lock'cl  up  in  filence,  mirin;ght,  buried  here. 
Whence  fiiould  this  flrod  or"  paffion,  trow,    take  head  ? 
Beit  dream  no  longer  of  this  runnfrng  'humour,          ['Hal 
For  fear  I  fink  !  The  violence  of  the  ft  ream 
Already  hath  tranfported  me  fb  far; 
That  I  can  feel  no  ground  at  all  !  But  foft, 
Here  is  company  ;  now  muft  I  - 

F.  nter  Well-bred,,  EiUv.  Kno'well,  Brain  worm,  Bobadil,: 
and  Stephen. 


Befhrew  me,    but  it  was  an  abfolute  good  jeft, 
2tid  exceedingly  well  carried. 

'F..  Kno.  Ay,  and  our  ignorance  maintained  it  as  well, 
did  it  rot? 

Will.  Yes,  faith!  But  was't  poflible  thou  fhouldft  not 
know  him  ?  I  forgive  Mr.  Stephen.  for  he  is  flupidity 
iifelf. 

E.  K>w.    'Fore  heav'n,    not  I.     '  He  had  fo  written 
-'*•  himfelf  into  the  habit  of  one  of  your  poor  infantry, 
*  your  decayed,  ruinous,  worm-eaten  gentlemen  of  the 
«  round.' 

ll'iii.  Why,  Bruin-  worm,  who  would  have  thought 
thou  hadft  l>een  fuch  an  artificer  ? 

E.  Kno.  An  artificer  !  An  architect  !  Except  a  man 
had  liudied  beggifig  all  his  life-time,  and  been  a  weaver 
of  language  from  his  infancy,  for  the  clothing  of  it!  I 
never  law  his  rival. 

Well.  Where  got'it  thou  this  coat,  I  marvel  ? 

Brain.  Of  a  Houndfditch  man,  Sir,  one  of  i^ie  devil's 
Dear  kinfmen,  a  broker. 

Enter  Cnfh. 

Cafi>.  Francis!  Martin  !  Ne'er  a  one  to  be  found 
now  ?  What  a  fpite's  this  ? 

Well.  How  cow,  Thomas,  is  my  brotherly  Kitely 
within  ? 

Cnjb'.  No,  Sir;  my  matter  went  forth  e'en  now;  bat 
mailer  Downright  is  within.  Cob  !  What,  Cob  !  Is  he 
gone  too  ? 

Well. 
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l.  Whither  went   your   matter,    Thomas,    can'fl 
tlou  tell  ? 

Cajh.  I  know  not ;  to  Juftice  Clement's,  I  think,  Sir. 
Cob  !  [Exit  Cafli. 

£ .  Kno.  Juftice  Clement's  !    What's  he  > 

Well.  Why,  doft  thou  not  know  him  ?  He  is  a  city 
magillrate,  a  juftice  here  ;  an  excellent  good  lawyer,  and 
a  great  fcholar  ;  but  the  only  mud  and  merry  old  fellow 
in  Europe  !  I  fliewed  you  him  the  other  day. 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  is  that  he  ?  I  remember  him  now. 
Good  faith  !  and  he  has  a  very  ftrange  prefence,  methinks  ; 
it  (hews  as  if  he  ftood  out  of  the  rank  from  other  men.  I 
have  heard  many  of  his  jells  i'  the  univerfity.  They  fay, 
he  will  commit  a  man  tor  taking  the  wall  ot  his  horfe. 

Well.  Ay,  or  wearing  his  cloak  on  one  (boulder,  or  fer- 
ving  of  God.  Any  thing  indeed,  if  it  come  in  the  way 
of  his  humour. 

Enter  Ca(h. 

Cajb.  Gafper,  Martin,  Cob !  'Heart !  where  fliould 
they  be,  trow  ? 

Bob.  Mafter  Kitely's  man,  pr'ythee  vouchfafo  us  the 
lighting  of  this  much. 

Cajh.  Fire  on  your  match  !  no  time  but  now  to  vouch- 
fafe  ?  Francis  !  Cob  ! 

Bob.  Body  of  me  !  Here's  the  remainder  of  feven 
pound  fince  yefterday  was  feven-night.  'Tis  your  right 
Trinidado  !  Did  you  never  take  any,  mafter  Stephen  ? 

Step.  No,  truly,  Sir  !  but  I'll  learn  to  take  it  now, 
fince  you  commend  it  fo. 

Bob.  Sir,  believe  me,  upon  my  relation,  for  what  I 
tell  you  the  worid  fhall  not  reprove.  I  have  been  in  the 
Indies,  where  thi»  herb  grows,  where  neither  myfelf, 
nor  a  dozen  gentlemen  more,  of  my  knowledge,  have  re 
ceived  the  talte  ot  any  other  nutriment  in  the  world  for 
thefpaceot  one  and  twenty  weeks,  but  the  fume  of  this 
fimpie  only.  Therefore  it  cannot  be  but  'tis  moll  divine, 
e(~pec:ally  your  Trinidado.  Your  Nicotian  is  good  too. 
I  dn  hold  u,  and  will  affirm  it  before  any  prince  in  Europe, 
to  be  the  moil  fovereign  and  precious  weed  that  ever  the 
can!,  tendered  to  the  uie  of  man. 

E.  Kno.  This  fpeech  would  have  done  decently  "in  a 
tobacco-trader's  mouth. 

D  3  Enter 
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•    Enter  Cafll  and  Cub. 

Cajh.  At  juftice  Clement's  he  is,  in  the  middle  of  Cole- 
man-lhret. 
•  Cob.  O,  ho ! 

Jio!>.  Where's  the  match  I  gave  thee,  mafter  Kitcly's 
man  > 

Cnfi.  Here  it  is,  Sir. 

Cob.  By  God's-me  !  I  marvel  what  pleafureor  felicity 
they  have  in  taking  this  roguifh  tobacco  !  it's  good  tor  no-» 
thing  but  to  choak  a  man,  and  rill  him  full  of  fmoak  and 
«  mlevs. 

[Bob.  heats  blm   w/fA  a  curfglc,   Mat.  runs  a-iwv. 
«  All.  Oh,  good  Captain  !  hold,  hold! 

Bob.   You  bnfr  fcullion,   you. 

''  Ctifh.  Come,  thou  muft  need  be  talking  too  ;  thou'rt 
well  enough  fervid. 

Cob.  Well,  it  mall  be  a  dear  beating,  an  I  live  !  I  will 
luve  juftice  for  this. 

J3ol.  Do  you  prate  ?  Do  you  murmur  ? 

[Bob.  beats  him  r>f\ 

E.  Kn'o.  Nny,  good  Captain,  will  you  regard  the  hu 
mour  of  a  fool  ? 

Rob,  A  vvhorefon  filthy  (lave,  a  dung-worm,  an    ex 
crement  !  Body  o'  Cteiar,  but  that  I  fcorn  to  let  forth  fa 
mean  a  fpirir,  I'd  have  ftabb'd  him  to  the  earth. 
Well.  Marry,   the  law  forbid,  Sir. 
Hob.  By  Pharaoh's  foot,  I  would  have  done  it.     [Exit. 
&,•/>.  Oh,   he  fvvrars   admirably  !   By    Pharaoh's  foot, 
body  of  Caefar  ;  I  fhalj  never  do  it,  fine  ;  upon  mine  ho 
nour,  and  by  St.  Georgr  ;  no  I  han't  the  right  grace. 
Well.  But  foft,  where's  Mr.  Matthew  ;  gone  ? 
firain.  No,  Sir  ;  they  went  in  here. 
Well.  O,  let's  follow  them  :    Matter  Matthew  is  gone 
to  filute  his  miltrefs  in  verfe.     We  lhall  have  the  happi- 
jiefs  to  hear  fome  of  his  poetry  now.     He  never   comes 
unfurnifli'd.     Brain-worm ! 

St.  p.  Brnin-worm  !   Where?  Is  this  Brain-worm  ? 
E.  Kno.  Ay,  couhn,  no  words  of  it,  upon  your  genti 
lity. 

Step.  Not  I,  body  of  me !  by  thi».  air,  St.  George, 
and  the  icot  of  Pharaoh  ! 

Wtll. 
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Well.  Rare !  your  coufin's  difcourfe  is  limply  drawn 
out  with  oaths. 

E.  Kno.  'Tis  larded  with  'em.     A  kind  of  French 
drelfing,  if  you  love  it.    Come,  let's  in.     Come,  cou fin. 

[  Exeunt, 
SCENE,    a  Hall  in  Jufiice  Clement's  Houfe. 

Enter  Kitely  and  Cob. 

Kite.  Ha!  How  many  are  there,  fay 'ft  thou? 

Cob.  Marry,  Sir,   your  brother,  Mailer  Well-bred — 

Kite.  Tut,  .belitie  him  :  what  (hangers  are  there,  mas  ? 

Cob.  Strangers!   let  me  fee j  one,  two;  mafs,  I  know 
ntn  well,  there  are  fo  many. 

Kite.  How,  fo  many  ? 

Cob.  Ay,  there's  fome  five  or  fix  of  them,  at  the  moft, 

Kite.  A  fwarm,  afwarm  ! 
Spite  of  the  devil,  how  they  fting  my  head 
With  forked  flings,  thus  wide  and  large  !  But,  Cob, 
How  long  haft  thou   been  coming  hither,  Cob  ? 

Cob.  A  little  while,  Sir. 

Kite*.  Didft  thou  come  running  ? 

Cob.  No,  Sir. 

Kite.  Nay,  then  I  am  familiar  with  thy  hafte  ! 
Bane  to  my  fortunes.     What  meant  I  to  marry  ? 
1,  that  before  was  rank'd  m  fuch,  content, 
My  mind  at  reft  too  in  fofoh  a  peace, 
Being  free  matter  of  my  own  tree  thoughts, 
And  now  become  a  flave  ?  What,    never  ftgh  ! 
Be  of  good  cheer,  man,  for  thou  art  a  cuckold. 
Tis  done,  'tis  done  !   Nay,  when  fuch  flowing  flore, 
Plenty  itfelf  falls  into  my  wife's  lap, 
The  Cornucopia  will  be  mine,  I  know.     But,  Cob, 
What  entertainment  had  they  ?  I  am  fure 
My  filler  and  my  wife  would  bid  them  welcome  !   Ha! 

Cob.  Like  enough,  Sir;  yet  I  heard  not  a  word  of  it. 

Bite.  No;  their  lips  were  feal'd  with  kifl'es,  and   the 

voice, 

Drown'd  in  a  flood  of  joy  at  their  arrival, 
Had  loft  her  motion,  ftate  and  faculty. 
Cob,  which  of  them  was't  that  firft  kiisM  my  wife  ? 
My  fifter,   I  fhould  fay  :  my  wife,  alas  ! 
I  fear  not  her.  Ha  !     Who  was  it,  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Co*. 


44        EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 

Col.  By  my  troth.  Sir,  will  you  have  the  truth  of  it  * 
Kite.  Ay,  good  Cob,  I  pray  thce  heartily. 
Cob.  Then  I  am  a  vagabond,  and  fitter  for  Bridewell 
than  your  worfhip's  company,  if  I  faw  any  body  to  be 
kifs'd,  unlefs  they  wou'd  have  kifs'd  the  pod  in  the  middle 
of  the  warehoufe  ;  for  there  I  left  them  all,  at  their  to 
bacco,  with  a  pox  ! 

Kite.  How  !   were  they  not  gone  in    then,    ere  thou 
cam 'ft  ? 
-   CoJ>.  O,  no,  Sir  ! 

Kite.  Spite  o'  the  devil  ?   What  do  I  flay  here  then  ! 

Gob,  follow  me.  [Exit. 

'  Cob.  Nay,  foft  and  fair,  I  have  eggs  on  the  fpir. 

*  Now  am  1  for  fome  five  and  fifty  reafons   hammering, 

hammering  revenge  !   Nay,  an'  he  had  not  lain  in  my 

houfe,  'twould  never  have  grieved  me  ;  but,  being  my 

gueft,  one  that  I'll  be  fworn  I  loved  and  trufted  ;  and  he 

to  turn  montfer  of  ingratitude,  and  Itrike   his   lawful 

hoft  !   Well,  I  hope  to  raifc  up  an   hoft  of  fury  for'r. 

I'll  to  juftice  Clement  for  a  warrant.     Strike  his  lawful 

hoft !  [Exit. 

EN D  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT     IV. 

SCENE,  a  room  in  Kitely's  Houfe. 
Enter  Downright  and  Dame  Kitely. 

DOWNRIGHT. 

WELL,  fitter,  1  tell  you  true  ;  and  you'll  find  it  fo, 
in  the  end. 

Dame.  Alas,  brother,  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ? 
I  cannot  help  it.  You  fee  my  brother  brings  'cm  in  here, 
they  are  his  friends. 

Dovon.  His  friends  !  his  friends  !  'Slu-1  they  do  no 
thing  but  haunt  him  up  and  down,  like  a  fort  of  unlucky 
fpirits,  and  tempt  him  to  all  manner  of  villainy,  that  can, 
be  thought  of.  W<  II,  by  this  light,  a  little  thing  wou'd 
make  me  play  the  devil  v.ith  fome  ot  'em.  And  'twere  not 
more  for  your  hufo.md's  fake,  than  any  thing  elle,  I'd 
make  the  houfe  too  hot  for  the  beft  on.  'em.  They  (houM 

fay, 
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f.iy,  and  fu-ear,  hell  were  broken  loofe  ere  they  went 
lifnce.  Bur,  by'God's  will,  'tis  nobody's  fault  but  your's  ; 
tor  an'  you  had  done  as  you  miaht  have  done,  they  fhould 
have  been  parbdil'd  and  bak'd  too,  every  mother's  fon, 
ere  they  fhould  ha'  come  in  e'er  a  one  of  'em. 

Dame.  God's  my  life!  dkl  you  ever  hear  the  like? 
What  a  Grange  man  is  this  ?  Could  1  keep  out  all  them, 
think  you?  I  fhould  put  myfelf  againtl  half  a  dozen  men, 
fhould  I  ?  Good  faith,  you'd  triad  the  patient'i.1  body  in 
the  world  to  hear  you  talk  fo  without  any  fenfe  or  i  eaibn  ! ' 

Enter  Mrs.  Bridget,  Mr.  Matthew,  Well-bred,  Stephen 
Edward  Kno'well,  Bobadil,  <-••  ""l--/|- 


7?r/V(*.  Servant,  in  troth,  you  are  too  prodigal 
Of  your  wit's  treafure,  thus  to  pour  it  forth 
Upon  ib  mean  a  fubjeft  as  my  worth. 

Mat,  You  fay  well,  millrefs ;  and  I  mean  as  well. 
])oivn.  I  \  ey-day,  here  is  llu  ft" ! 

Well.  O,  now  ftand  clofe.  Pray  Heav'n  fhe  can  get 
him  to 'read;  be  fhould  do  it  of  his  own  natural  impu 
dence. 

Bridg.  Servant,  what  is  this  fame,  I  pray  you? 
Mat.  Marry,  an  elegy  !  an  elegy  !  an  odd   toy— I'll 
read  it,  if  you  pleafe. 

RriJg.  Pray  you  do,  fervant. 

Dtrvjn.  1),  here's  no  foppery  !  Death  !  I  can  endure 
the  flocks  better. 

E.  Kn.i.  What  ails  thy  brother  ?  Can  he  not  bear  the 
reading  of  a  b-illad  ? 

Well.  O,  no  ;  a  rhime  to  him  is  worfe  than  cheefe,  or 
bigpipe.     But,  mark,   you  lufe  the  protc Nation. 
Rob.  Mafter  Matthew,  you  abufe   the   expectation  of 
your  dear  millrefs,  and  her  fair  filler.     Fie,  while  you. 
live,  avoid  this  prolixity. 
Mat.  Ifhall,  Sir. 

Rare  crea-ure,  let  me  fpeak  without  offence, 
Would  Heav'n  rny  ™de  words  had  the  influence 
To  rule  thy  thoughts,  as  thy  fair  looks  do  mine, 
Then  fliould'il  thou  be  his  prifoner,  who  is  thine. 

\_MfiJhr  Stephen  avfivcrs  iv'ibjbaking  bis  bead.} 
E.  Kno.  'Slight,  he  fliakes  his  head  like  a  bottle,  W- 
feel  an*  there  be  any  brain  in  it  i 
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Well.  Siller,  what  ha*  you  here  ?  Verfes  ?  Pray  you, 
let's  fee.  Who  made  thefe  verfes  ?  They  are  excellent 
good. 

Mat.  O,  Mafter  Well-bred,  'tis  your  difpofition  to 
fay  fo,  Sir.  They  were  good  i'  the  morning ;  I  made 
'em  extempore  this  morning. 

Well,  How,  extempore  ! 

Mat.  I  fhould  I   might   be  hang'd  elfe  ;  afk  Captain 

Bobadil.     He  faw  me  write  them  at  the (pox  on  it) 

the  Star  yonder. 

Step.  Coufin,  how  do  you  like  this  gentleman's  verfes  ? 

E.  Kno.  O,  admirable!  the  belt  that  evtr  I  heard 
Coz! 

Step,  Body  o*  Caefar  !  they  are  admirable  ! 
The  beft  that  ever  I  heard,  :is  I  am  a  foldier. 

Down.  I  am  vext,  I  can  hold  ne'er  a  bone  of  me  ftill ! 
Heart,  I  think  they  mean  to  build  and  breed  here. 

Well.  Sifter  Kitely,  I  marvel  you  get  you  not  a  fer- 
\'ant  that  can  rhime,  and  do  tricks  too. 

Down.  O,  monfter!  Impudence itfelf!  Tricks!  Come, 
you  might  pradtife  your  ruffian  tricks  fome  where  elfe, 
and  not  here,  I  wufs.  1  his  is  no  tavern,  nor  drinking- 
fchool,  to  vent  your  exploits  in. 

Well.  How  now  !   Whole  cow  has  calv'd  ? 

Down.  Marry,  that  has  mine,  Sir.  Nay,  boy,  ne 
ver  look  afkance  at  me  for  the  matter  ;  I'll  rell  you  of  it ; 
aye,  Sir,  you  and  your  companions ;  mend  yourfelves, 
when  I  ha*  done  ? 

Well.  My  companions  ! 

Dawn.  Yes,  Sir,  your  companions,  fo  I  fay ;  I  am 
not  afraid  of  you  nor  them  neither,  your  har.g-bys  here. 
You  muft  have  your  poets,  and  your  pollings,  your 
•foldados  and  fooladps,  to  follow  you  up  and  down  the 
city,  and  here  they  muft  come  to  domineer  and  fwagger. 
Sirrah,  you  ballad-finger  ;  and,  Hops,  your  fellow  there, 
£«t  you  out ;  get  you  home  ;  or,  by  this  fteel,  I'll  cut 
offyour  ears,  and  that  prefenrly. 

Well.  'Slight,  flay,  and  let's  fee  what  he  dare  do.  Cut 
oflfhisenrs!  Cut  a  whetftone.  You  are  au  afs,  do  you 
fee  ;  touch  any  man  here,  and  by  this  hand,  I'll  run  my 
rapier  to  the  hilts  in  you. 

Doivu* 
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Down.  Yea,  that  would  I  fain  fee,  boy, 
\They  all  draiv,  and  they  of  the  bouj'e  make  out  to  part 
them.] 

Dame.  Oh,  Jefu !  Murder!  Thomas,  Gafper! 

Bridge.  Help,  help,  Thomas. 

E.  Kno.  Gentlemen,  forbear,  I  pray  you. 

Bob,  Well,  firrah  !    You  Holofernes !    by  my  hand, 

I  will  pink  your  fit-ill  full  of  holes  with  my  rapier,  for 

this  :  I  will,  by  this  good  Heav'n.     Nay,  let  him  come, 

gentlemen,  by  the  body  of  St.  George,  I'll  not  kill  him. 

[  They  offer  to  fight  again,  and  are  parted* 

Cajl.  Hold,  hold,  good  gentlemen. 

Do-ucn.  You  whorfon,  bracing  coiftril. 
Enter  Kitely. 

Kite.  Why,    how  now,    what's  the  matter?    What's 

the  itir  here  ? 

Put  up  your  weapons,  and  put  off  this  rage. 
My  wire  and  filter,  they're  the  caufe  of  this. 
Whar,  Thomas,  where  is  the  knave  ? 

Cajh.  Here,  Sir. 

Well.  Come,  let's  go  ;  this  is  one  of  my  brother's  an 
cient  humours,  this.  [Exit. 

Step.  I  am  glad  nobody  was  hurt  by  his  antient  hu 
mour.  [Exit. 

Kite.  Why,  how  now,  brother,  who  inforc'd  this 
brawl  ? 

Down.  A  fort  of  lewd  rake-hells,  that  care  neither 
for  God  nor  the  devil.  And  they  muft  come  here  to 
read  ballads,  and  roguery,  and  trafh  !  I'll  mar  the  knot 
of  'em  ere  I  fleep,  perhaps ;  efpecially  Bob  there,  he 
that's  all  manner  of  fliapcs  ;  and  longs  and  fonnets,  his 
fellow.  But  I'll  follow  'em.  [Exit* 

Bridge.  Brother,  indeed  you  are  too  violent, 
Too  luiiden  in  your  humour. 

There  was  one  a  civil  gentlemarji,  C 

And  very  worthily  demean'd  himfelf. 
Kite    Oh,  that  was  fome  love  ot  yours,   fitter. 

Bridge.  A  love  of  mine  !  I  would  it  were  no  worfe, 
brother  !  You'd  pay  my  portion  fooner  than  you  think 
for.  [Exit. 

Dame,  Indeed,  he  feem'd  to  be  a  gentleman  of  ex 
ceeding 
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ceeding   fair  djfpofirion,    and   of  very   excellent  good 
parts.     \Vh.tt  a  c  >il  and  fiir  is  here  !  [Exit* 

Kite.  Her  love,  by  Hcav'n  !  my  wife's  minion  ! 
Death,  thefe  phrales.  are  intolerable  ! 
Well,  -Jll,  well,  well,  well,  well  ! 
It  is  too  plajn,  too  clear.     Thomas,  come  hither, 
What,  are  they  gene  ? 

€afl}.  Ay,  Sir,  they  went  in. 
My  miftrefs,  and  your  filter 

Kite.  Are  any  of  the  gallants  within  ? 

Cnjh.  No,  Sir,  they  are  all  gone. 

Kite  .  Art  thou  fure  of  it  ? 

Cajh,  I  can  allure  you,  Sir. 

Kite.  What  gentleman  was  it  that  they  prais'd   fo, 
Thomas  ? 

Cnjlj.  One,  they  call  him  Mailer  Knp'vvell,  a  hand- 
fome  young  gentleman,  Sir. 

Kite.  Ay,.  I  thought  fo.     My  mind  gave  me  as  much. 
I'll  die,  but  they  have  hid  him  in  the  houfe 
Somewhere  ;  I'll  go  and  fearch.     Go  with  me,  Thomas. 
Be  true  to  me,  and  thou  (halt  find  me  a  mafter. 


SCENE,    Moor-fields. 
Edw.  KnoVell,   Well-bred,  and  Brain-worm. 

E.  Kno.  Well,  Brain-worm,  perform  this  bufinefs 
happily,  and  thou  maktft  a  purchase  of  my  love  fqr 
ever. 

Well.  I'faith,  now  let  thy  fpirirs  ufc  their  heft  ficul- 
ties  ;  but  at  my  hand,  remember  the  mcflage  to  my  bro 
ther  :  for  there's  no  other  means  to  ltart  him  our  of 
his  houfe. 

Brain.  I  warrant  you,  Sir,  fear  nothing.  I  have.  a 
nimble  foul  has  waked  all  forces  of  my  phantYy  by  this 
time,  and  put  'em.  in  true  motion.  What  you  have 
pofiefied  me  withal,  I'll  discharge  it  amp'y,  Sir.  Make 
it.no  queftion.  [Exit. 

Ji'ell.  Forth,  and  profper,  Brainworm.  Faith,  Ned, 
how  doft  thou  approve  of  my  abilities  in  rhis  device  ? 

E.  Kno.  Troth,  well,  hQwfoever  :  but  it.  will  come 
excellent,  if  it  take. 
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Iff//.  Take,  man  !  Why,  it  cannot  chufe  but  fake, 
if  the  circumftances  mifcarry  not.  But  tell  me  ingenu- 
oufly,  doft  thou  aftlcl:  my  After  Bridget,  as  thou  pre« 
tend'ft. 

E.  Kno.  Friend,  am  I  worth  belief? 

//<•//.  Come,  do  not  proteft.  In  faith,  {he  is  a  maid 
of  good  ornament,  and  much  modefty ;  and,  except  I 
conceiv'd  very  worthily  of  her,  thou  fliouldft  not  have 
htr. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  that  I'm  afraid  will  be  a  queftion  yet, 
whether  I  (hall  have  her  or  no. 

.  U'dU  'Slid,  thou  (halt  have  her;    by  this  light  thou 
(hair. 
.  E,  Kno.  Nay,   do  not  fwear. 

Well.  By  this  hand,  thou  (halt  have  her.  I'll  go  fetch 
her  prefently.  '1'oint  but  where  to  meet,  and  as  I  am 
an  honeft  man,  I'll  bring  her. 

E.  Kno.  Hold,  hold,  be  temperate. 

Well.    Why,    by what  fiiall  I  fwear  by  ?    Thou 

(bait  have  her,  as  I  am 

E-  Kno.  Pray  thee  be  at  peace,  I  am  fatisfied ;  and 
-do  believe  thou  wilt  omit  no  offered  occafion,  to  make 
my  defires  complete. 

/•/  'ell.  Thou  (halt  fee  ai>d  know  I  will  not.       [Exeunt* 
Enter  Formal  and  Kno'well. 

Form.  Was  your  man  a  foldier,  Sir  ? 

Kno.  Aye,  a  knave,  I  took  him  begging  o*  the  way, 
This  morning,  as  I  came  over  Moorfields. 

Efiffr  Brainworm. 

Oh,  here  he  is  !  You  have  made  fair  fpeed,  believe  me. 
Where  i*  the  name  of  floth  could  you  be  thus 

Brain.  Marry,  peace  be  my  comfort,  where  I  thought 
I  fhould  have  had  little  comfort  of  your  worfliip's  fer- 
vice. 

Kno.  How  fo  ? 

Brain.  Oh,  Sir !  Your  coming  to  the  city,  your 
entertainment  of  me,  and  your  feuding  me  to  watch- 
indeed,  all  the  circumftances  either  of  your  charge,  or 
ray  employment,  are  as  open  to  your  fon  as  toyourfelf. 

Kno.  How  mould  that  be  !  Unlefs  that  villain,  Brain- 
worm, 

*        E  Have 
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Have  told  him  of  the  letter,  and  difcovered 
Ail  that  I  rtric~tly  charg'd  him  to  conceal !  'Tis  fo  ! 
Btcin.  I  am  partly  o'  that  faith,  'tis  fo  indeed. 
Kno.  But  how  fhould  he  know  you  to  be  my  man  ? 
Brain.  Nay,  Sir,  I  cannot  tell ;  unlefs  it  be  by  the 
black  art !   Is  not  your  fon  a  fcholar,  Sir  ? 

Kno.  Yes,  tnit  I  hope  his  foul  is  not  allied 
Umofuch  hellifh  practice:  ir  it  were, 
I  hadjutl  caufe  to  weep  my  part  in  him, 
And  curfe  the  time  of  his  creation. 
But  where  didft  thou  find  them,  Fitz-Sword  ? 

Brain.  You  fliould  rather  afk,  where  they  found  me, 
Sir;  for  I'll  be  fworn  I  was  going  along   in  the  ilreer, 
thinking  nothing,  when  (of  a  fudden)  a  voice  calls,  Mr. 
Kno'well's  man ;  another  cries,  Soldier :  and  thus,  half 
a  dozen  of  'em,  'till  they -had  called  me  within  a    houfe, 
where  I  no  fooner  came,  but  out  flew  all  their  rapiers  at 
my  bofom,  with  fome  three  or  fourfcore oaths  to  accom 
pany  'em,  and  all  to  tell  me,   I  was  a  dead  man,  if  I  did 
not  confefs  where  you  were,  and  how  I  was  employed, 
and  about  what ;  which,  when  they  could  not  get  out  of 
me  (as  I  proteft  they  muft  have  diflecled  me,  and   made 
an  anatomy  of  me  firft,  and  fo  I  told  'em)  they  locked  me 
up  into  a  room  i'  the  top  of  a  high   houfe,  whence,   by 
great  miracle,  -having  a  light  heart,  I  flid  down  by  a  bot 
tom  of   packthread  into  the  ftrect,  and  fo  'leaped.     But, 
S'IK,  thus  much  I  can  allure  you  ;   for  I  heard  it  while  I 
was  lock'd  up  ;  there  were  a  great  many  rich  merchants' 
and  brave  citizens'  wives  with  'em  at  a  feart,  and  your  fon, 
Mr.  Edward,  withdrew  with  one  of  'em,  and  has  'poin 
ted  to  meet  her  anon,  at  one  Cob's  houfe,  a  water-bearer, 
that  dwells    by   the   wall.     Now,  there  your  worfliip 
ihall  be  fure  to  take  him,  for  there  he  preys,  and  fail  he 
will  not. 

Kno.  Nor  will  I  fail,  to  break  his  match  I  doubt  not. 
Go  thou  along  with  juftice  Clement's  man, 
And  ftay  there  for  me.  At  one  Cob's  houfe,  fay'ft  thou  ? 
Brain.  Aye,  Sir,  there  you  fliall  hive  him.  [Exit. 
JCno'wett.']  Yes  !  Invifible  !  Much  xvench,  or  much  fon  ! 
'Slight,  when  he  has  ftaid  there  three  or  four  hours,  tra- 
railingwith  the  expectation  of  wonders,  and  at  length  be 
delivered  of  air!  O,  the-fporc  (hat  I  fliouldthen  take  to 

look 
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look  on  him,  if  I  durft !  But  now  I  mean  ro  appear  no 
more  before  him  in  this  fhape.  I  have  another  trick  to 
act  yet.  Sir,  I  make  you  ftay  fomewhat  loiijj. 

form.   Not  a  whit,  Sir. 
You  have  been  lately  in  the  wars,  Sir,  it  feem?. 

Brain.  Marry  have  I,  Sir,  to  my  lofs,  and  expense 
of  all,  almoit  - 

Form.  Troth,  Sir,  I  would  be  glad  ro  beftow  a  bottle 
o'  you,  if  it  pleaie  you  to  accept  ii 

Brain.  O,  Sir 

Form.  But  to  hear  the  manner  of  your  fervices  flnd 
your  devices  in  the  wars ;  they  fay  they  be  very  ftrange, 
and  not  like  thofea  man  reads  in  the  Roman  hiftories,  or 
fees  at  Mile-End. 

Brain.  No,  lafRireyou,  Sir;  why  at  any  time  wheo 
it  pleafe  you,  I  fhall  be  ready  to  difcourfe  with  you  all  I 
know  ;  and  more  too,  fomewhat. 

Form.  No  better  time  than  now,  Sir.  We'll  go  to  the 
Windmill,  there  we  fhall  have  a  cup  of  neat  grill,  as  YYS 
call  it.  I  pray  you,  Sir,  let  me  recjueft  you  to  the  Wind 
mill. 

Brain.  I'll  follow  you,  Sir,  and  make  grill  o' you,  if 
1  have  good  luck.  •  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Matthew,  Ed.  Kno'well,   Bobadil,  and  Stephen, 

Mat.  Sir,  did  your  eyes  ever  tafte  the  like  clown  of 
him,  where  we  we  re  to-day,  Mr.  Well-bred'*  half  bro 
ther  *  I  think  the  whole  earth  cannot  fhew  his  parallel, 
by  this  day- light. 

E.  Kno.  We  are  now  fpeakingof  him.  Captain  Boba 
dil  tells  me,  he  is  fallen  foul  o'  you  too> 

Mat.  O,  aye,  Sir  !  he  threaten'd  me  with  the  baftina- 
do. 

P>ob.  Aye,  but  I  think  I  taught  you  prevention  this 

morning  for  that You  (lull  kill  hin»,  beyond  quef- 

tion,  it  you  be  fo  generoufly  minded. 

Mat.  Indeed,  it  is  a  moil  excellent  trick  ! 

Bob.  O,  you  do  not  s^ive  fp-irit  enough  to  your  motion, 
you  are  too  tardy,  too  heavy  !  O,  it  muft  be  done  like 
lightning';  hey!  \Hcprattifesatapoft. 

Mat.  Rare  Captain  ! 

Sol.  Tut,  'tis  nothing,  an't  be  not  done  in  a — punto  ! 
:  ii  2  E.  Kno. 
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E.  Kno.  Captain,  did  you  ever  prove  yourfelf  upoa 
any  of  our  matters  of  defence  here  ? 

Mat.  O,  good  Sir !  yes,  I  hope  he  has. 

Boh.  I  will  tell  you,  Sir.  They  have  aflaulted  me 
force  three,  four,  five,  fix  of  them  together,  as  I  have 
walked  alone  in  divers  (kirts  <>'  the  town,  where  I  have 
driven  tl.em  before  me  the  whole  length  of  a  ilreet,  in. 
the  cpen  view  of  all  our  gallants,  pitying  to  hurt  them, 
believe  me.  Yet  all  this  lenity  will  not  overcome  their 
fpleen  ;  they  will  be  doing  with  the  pifmire,  raifmg  a 
hill,  a  man  may  fpurn  abroad  with  his  foot  at  pleafure. 
By  myfelf  I  could  have  flain  them  all,  but  I  delight  not  in 
.murder.  I  am  bth  to  bear  any  other  than  this  baftinado 
£  r  'cm  ;  yet  I  hold  it  good  policy  not  to  godifarmed,  lor 
though  I  be  fkilful,  I  may  be  opprefled  with  multitudes. 

E.  Kno.  Aye,  believe  me,  may  you,  Sir;  and,  in  my 
conceit,  our  whole  nation  fhould  fullain  the  lofs  by  it,  ff 
it  w  ere  fo. 

fiob.  Alas,  no!  What's  a  peculiar  man  to  a  nation? 
Not  ft  en. 

E.  Kno.  O,  but  your  (kill,  Sir ! 

Bob.  Indeed,  that  might  be  fome  lofs;  but  who  re- 
fpe&s  it  r  I  will  tell  you,  Sir,  by  the  way  of  private, 
and  under  feal,  lam  a  gentleman,  and  live  here  obfcure, 
and  to  myfelf :  but  were  I  known  to  his  majefty,  and 
the  lords,  obferve  me,  I  would  underrake,  upon  this  poor 
head  and  life,  for  the  public  benefit  of  the  ftate,  not  on 
ly  to  fpare  the  entire  lives  of  his  fubje&s  in  general,  but 
to  fave  the  one  half,  nay,  three  parts  of  his  yearly  charge 
in  holding  war,,  and  againft  what  enemy  foever.  And 
how  would  I  do  it,  think  you  ? 

p..  Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not,  nor  can  I  conceive. 

Bob.  Why  thus,  Sir.  I  would  felect  nineteen  more  to 
royfelf,  throughout  the  land;  gentlemen  they  mould  be, 
of  a  good  fpirit,  ftrong,  and  able  constitution  ;  I  would 
choofe  them  by  an  inftinft,  a  character  that  I  have ; 
and  I  would  teach  thefe  nineteen  the  fpecial  rules,  as  your 
Punto,  your  Reverfo,  your  Stoccata,  your  Imbroccata, 
your  Paflada,  your  Montonto ;  till  they  could  all  play 
very  near,  or  altogether,  as  well  as  myfelf.  This  done, 
fay  the  enemy  were  forty  thoui'and  ilrong,  we  twenty 
would  come  into  the  field  the  tenth  of  March,  or  there 
abouts  ; 
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abouts ;  and  we  would  challenge  twenty  of  the  enemy; 
they  could  not,  in  tneir  honour,  refufe  us  !  Well,  we 
would  kill  them  ;  challenge  twenty  more,  kill  them  ; 
twenty  more,  kill  them  ;  twenty  more,  kill  them  too  ; 
and  thus  would  we  kill  every  man  his  twenty  a  day,  that's 
twenty  fcore;  twenty  fcore,  that's  two  hundred;  two 
hundred  a  day  five  days  a  thoufand :  forty  thoufand  ; 
forty  times  five,  five  times  forty,  two  hundred  days  kill* 
them  all  up  by  computation.  And  this  I  will  venture  my 
poor  gentleman-like  carcafe  to  perform,  provided  there 
be  no  treafon  pracYifed  upon  us,  by  fair  and  difcreet  man 
hood,  that  is,  civilly  by  the  fvvord. 

E.  Kno.  Why  are  you  ibi'ure  of  your  hand,  Captain, 
at  all  times  ? 

Bel.  Tut,  never  mifs  thruft,  upon  my  reputation  with 
you. 

E.  Kno.  I  would  not  fland  in  Downright's  ftate  then, 
an'  you  meet  him,  for  the  wealth  of  any  one  ftreet  in  Lon 
don. 

Bob.  Why,  Sir,  you  miftake  !  If  he  were  here  now, 
fcy  this  welkin  I  would  not  draw  my  weapon  en  him  !  Let 
this  gentleman  do  his  mind  :  but  I  will  baftinado  him,  by 
the  bright  fun,  where  ever  I  meet  him. 

Mat.  Faith,  and  I'll  have  a  fling  at  him,  at  my  di- 
fiance. 

Enter  Downright,  walking  over  the  Stage. 

E.  Kno.  God's  fo  !  Look  ye  where  he  is  ;  yonder  he 
goes. 

Down.  What  peevifh  luck  have  I,  I  cannot  meet 
with  thefe  bragging  rafcals  ! 

Bob.   It's  not  he,  is  it  ? 

E.  A'«0.  Yes,  faith,  it  is  he  ! 

Mat,  I'll  be  hang'd  then,  if  that  were  he. 

E.  Kne.  I  aflure  you  that  was  he. 

Step.  Upon  my  reputation,  it  was  he. 

Bob.  Had  I  thought  it  had  been  he,  he  muft  not  have 
gone  fo:  but  I  can  hardly  be  induced  to  believe  it  was 
he  yet. 

E.  Kno.  That  I  tbink,  Sir.  But  fee,  he  ii  come 
again  ! 

Oh,    Pharoah's  foot !    have   I  found  you  ? 

Come, 
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Come,    draw  ;    to  your  tools.     Draw,    gipfey,    or  I*H 
threfh  you. 

Bob.  Gentleman  of  valour,  I  do  believe  in  thee,  hear 
me 

Down.  Draw  your  weapon,  then. 

Rob.  Tall  man,  I  never  thought  on't  till  now ;  body 
of  me  !  I  had  a  warrant  of  the  peace  ferved  on  me  even 
now,  as  I  came  along,  by  a  water-bearer;  this  gentle 
man  faw  it,  Mr.  Matthew. 

[He  beats  him  and  difarms  him.     Matthew,  runs  aivay. 

Down.  'Sdeath,  you  will  not  draw,  then  ? 

Bob.  Hold,  hold,  under  thy  favour,  forbear. 

Down.  Prate  again,  as  you  like  this,  you  whorfon 
foiit,  you.  You'll  controul  the  point,  you  !  Your  con- 
fort  is  gone;  had  he  Itaid,  he  had  (bared  with  you,  Sir. 

[Exit  Downright. 

E.  Kno.  Twenty,  and  kill  'em  ;  twenty  more,  kill 
them  too.  Ha  !  Ha  ! 

Bob.  Well,  gentlemen,  bear  witnefs,  I  was  bound  to 
the  peace,  by  this  good  day. 

E.  Kno.  No,  faith,  it's  an  ill  dny,  Captain,  never 
reckon  it  other  :  but  fay  you  were  bound  to  the  peace, 
the  law  allows  you  to  defend  yourfelf  j  that  will  prove 
but  a  poor  excule. 

Bob.  I  cannot  tell,  Sir.  I  defire  good  construction, 
in  fair  fort.  I  never  fuftained  the  like  ciifgrace,  by 
heaven.  Sure  I  was  ftruck  with  a  planet  thence,  for  I 
had  no  power  to  touch  ray  weapon. 

E.  Kno.  Aye,  like  enough,  I  have  heard  of  many 
that  have  been  beaten  under  a  planer.  Go,  get  you  to 
a  furgeon.  'Slid,  and  thefe  be  your  tricks,  your  paiTa- 
dc's  and  your  montanto's,  I'll  none  of  them. 

Bob.  I  was  planet-ftruck  certainly.  [Exit. 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  manners !  That  this  age  fliould  bring 
forth  fuch  creatures !  That  nature  fliould  be  at  leifure  to 
make  'em  !  Come,  Coz. 

Step.  Mafs,  I'll  have  this  cloak. 

E.  Kno.  God's  will,  'tis  Downright's. 

Step.  Nay,  it's  mine  now  ;  another  might  have  ta'en 
it  up  as  well  as  I.  I'll  wear  it,  fo  I  will. 

E.  Kno.  How,  an.'  he  fee  it  ?  He'll  challenge  it,  af- 
iiire  yourfelf. 

Sty. 
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Step.  Aye,  but  he  fliall  not  ha'r ;   I'll  fay,  I  bought  it. 
JE.  Kno.  Take  heed  you  buy  ic  not  too  dear,  Coz. 

\Extt. 

SCENE,  a  Chamber  in  Kitely'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Kitely  and  Cafh. 

Kite.  Art  thou  fnre,  Thomas,  we  have  pry'd  into  all 
and  every  part  throughout  the  houfe  ?  Is  there  no  by- 
place,  or  dark  corner,  has  efcaped  our  fearches  ? 

Cajb.  Indeed,  Sir,  none  ;  there's  not  a  hole  or  nook 
unfearched  by  us,  from  the  upper  loft  unto  the  cellar. 

Kite.  They  have  convey'd  him  then  away,  or  hid  him 

in  feme  privacy  of  their  own Whilft  we  were  fearch- 

ing  of  the  dark  doftt  by  my  filler's  chamber,  didit 
thou  not  think  thou  heard'ft  a  tuftling  on  the  other  fide, 
and  a  fofr  tread  of  feet  ? 

Cajb.  Upon  my  truth,  I  did  not,  Sir;  or  if  you  did, 
it  might  be  only  the  vermine  in  the  wainfcot ;  the 
houfe  is  old,  and  over-run  with  'cm. 

Kite.  It  is,  indeed,  Thomas — we  fhould  bane  thefe 
rats — Doll  thou  underfhnd  me — we  will — they  (hall  not 
harbour  here  ;  I'll  cleanfe  my  houfe  from  'em,  if  fire 
or  poifon  can  effect  it — I  will  not  be  tormented  thus— 
They  gnaw  my  brain,  and  burrow  in  my  heart 1 

cannot  bear  it. 

Cajb.  I  do  not  underftand  you,  Sir!  Good  now,  what 
is't  dilturbs  you  thus  ?  Pray  be  compofed  ;  thefe  ftarts  of 
paffion  have  fome  caufe,  I  fear,  that  touches  you  more 
nearly. 

Kite.  Scfrely,  forely,  Thomas — it  cleaves  too  clofe 
to  me-~Oh,  me — [Sighs.]  Lend  me  thy  arm — fo,  good 
Cafh. 

Cajb.  You.  tremble  and  look  pale !  Let  me  call  afli- 
ftance. 

Kite.  Not  for  ten  thoufand  worlds*— Alas !  Alas ! 
'Tis  not  in  medicine  to  give  me  eafe  here,  here  it 
lie?. 

Cajb.  What,  Sir? 

Kite.  Why nothing,   nothing — I  am  not  ficlc,  yet 

more  than  dead  ;    I   have  a  burning  fever  in  my  mind, 
and  long  for  that,  which  having,  would  deftroy  me. 
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Cajb.  Believe  me,  'tis  your  fancy's  impofition.  Shut 
up  your  generous  mind  from  fuch  intruders— I'll  hazard 
all  my  growing  favour  with  you  ;  I'll  ftake  my  prefent, 
my  future  welfare,  that  fome  bafe  whifpering  knave, 
nay,  pardon  me,  Sir,  hath  in  the  bed  and  richeft  fo:ly 
fown  feeds  of  rank  and  evil  nature  !  Oh,  My  matter, 
ihould  they  take  roof  [Laughing  within. 

Kite.  Hark  !  Hark !  Doft  thou  not  hear !  What 
th'nk'rt  thou  now  ?  Are  they  not  laughing  at  me  ? 
They  are,  they  are.  They  have  deceived  the  wittol, 
and  thus  they  triumph  in  their  infamy — This  aggrava 
tion  is  not  to  be  borne.  [Laughing  again,]  Hark,  again  ! 
• — Cafli,  do  thou  unfeen  fteal  in  upon  'em,  and  liften  to 
their  wanton  conference. 

Cstflj.  I  fliall  obey  you,  though  a gainft  my  will. 

[Exit. 

Kite.  Againft  his  will  J  Ha  !  It  may  be  fo — HeTs 
young,  and  may  be  bribed  for  them— they've  various 
means  to  draw  the  unwary  in  ;  i£it  be  fo,  I'm  loft,  de 
ceived,  betrayed,  and  my  bofom,  my  full-fraught  bo- 
fom,  is  unlocked  and  opened  to  mockery  and  laughter! 
Heaven  forbid  !  He  cannot  be  that  viper ;  fling  the 
hand  that  raifcd  and  cherifh'd  hkn  !  Was  this  ftroke  ad 
ded,  I  mould  be  curfed — But  it  cannot  be— no,  it  can 
not  be. 

Enter  Cafh. 

Cajb.  You  are  mufing,  Sir. 

Kite.  I  aflc  your  pardon,  Cafli — aflc  me  not  why— 
I  have  wronged  you,  and  am  forry — 'tis  gone. 

Cajb.  If  you  fufpeft  my  faith 

Kite.  I  do  not— lay  no  more— and  for  my  fake  let  it 

die  and  be  forgotten Have  you  feen  your  niiilrefs, 

and  heard — whence  was  that  noile  ? 

Caff}.  Your  brother,  Matter  Well-bred,  is  with  'em, 
and  I  found  'eoi  throwing  out  their  mirth  on  a  very 
truly  ridiculous  fubjeft  :  it  is  one  Formal,  as  he  ftilts 
himfelf,  and  he  appertains,  fo  he  phrafcs  it,  tojuftice 
Clement,  and  wou'd  fpeak  with  you. 

Kite.  WTith  riie  !  Art  thou  fure  it  is  the  Juftice's 
elerk  ?  Where  is  he  ? 

Ev.tcr  Brain-worm,  as  Formal. 
Whp  are  you,  friend  ? 

Braim 
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r»-a':n.  An  appendix  to  Juftice  Clement,  vulgarly- 
called  his  clerk. 

Kite.  What  are  your  wants  with  me  ? 
Brain.  None. 

Kite.  Do  you  not  want  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Brain.  No,  but  my  matter  does. 
Kite.  What  are  the  JuiVice'o  commands"? 
Brain.  He  doth  not  command,    but  intrears  Mattel" 
Kitely  to  be  with  him  dire&ly,  having  matters  of  fome 
moment  to  communicate  unto  him. 

Kite.  What  can  it  be  !  Say,  I'll  be  with  him  inftantly, 
and  it  your  legs,  friend,  go  not  fafter  than  your  tongue, 
I  fhall  be  there  before  you. 

Erjin.   I  will.     Vale.  [Exit. 

Kite.  'Tis  a  precious  fool,  indeed  ! — I  muft  go  forth 
— But  firft,  come  hither,  Thomas — I  have  admitted 
ihee  into  the  dole  receiTes  of  my  heart,  and  (hewed  thee 

all  my  frailties,  pnffions,  every  thing. 

Be  carefal  of  thy  promife,  keep  good  watch. 
Wilt  thou  be  true,  my  Thomas  ? 

Cajb.  As  truth's  ieif,  Sir • 

But  be  a  flu  red  you're  heaping  care  and  trouble 
Upon  a  fandy  bafe ;  ill  plac'd  fufpicion 
Recoils  upon  yourfelf — She's  chafte  as  comely  ! 
Btlieve't  fhe  is — Let  her  not  note  your  humour; 
Difpeffe  the  gloom  upon  your  brow,  and  be 
As  clear  as  her  unfullied  honour. 

Kite.    I  will  then,    Cafh — thou   comfort'ft   me— I'll 

drive  thefe 

Fiend-like  fancies  from  me,  and  be  myfelf  again. 
Think'lt  thou  (lie  has  perceived  my  tolly  ?  Twcre 

Happy,   if  fhe  had  not — She  has  not 

They  who  know  no  evil  will  1'ufpecl  none. 

CaJJ}.  True,  Sir  !   Nor  has  your  mind  a  blemifh  now* 
This  change  has  gladdened  me — Here's  my  miftrefs, 
And  the  reft  ;  fettle  your  reafon  to  accoil  'em. 

Kite.  I  will,  Cafh",  I  will 

Enter  Well-bred,  Dame  Kitely,  and  Bridget; 
Wtll.  What  are  you  a  plotting,  brother  Kitely, 
That  thus  of  late  you  mufe  alone,  and  bear 
Such  weighty  care  upon  your  penfive  brow  ?       [Laughs, 
Kite.  My  care  is  all  for  you,  good  filtering  brother, 

And 
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And  well  I  wifh  you'd  take  Come  wholefome  counfel, 
And  curb  your  headftrong  humours ;   ti  uft  me,  brother, 
You  were  to  blame  to  raife  commotions  here, 
And  hurt  the  peace  and  order  of  my  hotiie. 

Well.  No  harm  done,  brother,  1  warrant  you. 
Since  there  is  no  harm  done,  anger  colts 
A  man  nothing,  and  a  brave  man  is  never 
His  own  man  'till  he  be  angry — To  keep 
His  valour  in  obfcurity,  is  to  keep  hfmlelf, 
As  it  were,  in  a  cloak-bag.     What's  a  brave 
Mufician  unlefs  he  play  ? 
What's  a  brave  man  unlefs  he  fight  ? 

Dame.  Aye,  but  what  harm  miyht  have  come  of  It, 
brother  ? 

Well.  What,  fchool'd  on  both  fic'es  !    Pr'ythee,  Brid 
get,  fave  me  from  the  rod  and  lecture. 

[Bridg.  and  Well,  retire. 

Kite.  With  what  a  decent  modefty  (he  rates  him  ! 

My  heart's  at  eafe,  and  (he  (kill  lee  it  is 

How  art  thou,  wife  !  Thou  look 'ft  both^gay  and  comely  k 

In  troth,  thou  deft — I'm  fent  for  out,  my  dear, 

But  I  fhallfoon  return — Indeed,  my  life, 

Bufincfs  that  forces  me  abroad  grows  irkfome, 

I  cou'd  content  me  with  lefs  gain  and  Vantage, 

To  have  the  more  at  home,  indeed  I  cou'd. 

Dame.  Your  doubts,  as  well  as  love,  may  breed  thefe 
thoughts. 

Kite.  That  jar  untunes  me.  \AfMt* 

What  doft  thou  fay  ?  Doubt  thee  ? 
I  fliould  as  foon  fufpecl  myfelf — No,  no, 
My  confidence  is  rooted  in  thy  merit, 
Sofixt  and  fettled,  that,  wert  thou  inclin'd 
To  mafks,  to  fports,  and  balls,  where  lufty  youtb 
Leads  up  the  wanton  dance,  and  the  rais'd  puife 
Beat$  quicker  meafures,  yet  I  could  with  joy, 
\Vith  heart's  eafe  and  ft-curity — not  but 
I  had  rather  thou  fhould'ft  prefer  thy  home, 
And  me,  to  toys  and  fuch  like  vanities. 

Dame.  Butfure,  my  dear, 
A  wife  may  moderately  ufe  thefe  pleafures, 
Which  numbers  and  the  time  give  fanition  tofc 
Without  the  fmailcll  blcinilh  ou  he-r  name. 

Kite* 
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Kite.  And  fo  (he  may — And  I'll  go  with  thee,  child, 
I  will  indeed — I'll  lead  thee  there  myfelf, 

And  be  the  foremoft  reveller. I'll  filence 

Thefneersof  envy,  ilop  the  tongue  of  {lander ; 
Nor  will  I  more  be  pointed  at,  as  one 

Difturb'd  with  jealoufy 

Dame.  Why,  were  you  ever  fo  ? 
Kite.  What  ! — Ha  !  never — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
She  flabs  me  home.  [/^£/f.]  Jealous  of  thee  ! 
No,  do  not  believe  it — Speak  low,  my  love, 
Thy  brother  will  overhear  us — No,  no,  my  dear, 
It  cou'd  not  be,  it  cou'd  not  be— for — for — 
What  is  the  time  now  I — I  mall  be  too  late — 
No,  no,  thou  may 'ft  be  fatisfied 
There's  not  the  fmalleft  fpark  remaining — 
Remaining  !   What  do  I  fay  ?  There  never  was 
Nor  can,  nor  never  (hall  be — fo  be  fatisfied — 
Is  Cob  within  there  ?  Give  me  a  kifs, 
My  dear  ;   there,  there,  now  we  are  reconcil'd— 
I'll  be  back  immediately — Good-bye,  good-bye — 
Ha !   ha  !  jealous,  I  mall  burft  my  tides  with  laughing. 
Ha,  ha  !  Cob,  where  are  you,  Cob  ?  Ha,  ha. — 

[Exit. 

[Well-bred  and  Bridget  come  forward. 
Well.  What  have  you  done  to  make  your  hufoand  part 
fo  merry  from  you  ?  He  has  of  late  been  little  given  to 
laughter. 

Dame.  He  laughed  indeed,  but  feemingly  without 
mirth.  His  behaviour  is  new  and  ftrange.  He  is  much 
agitated,  and  has  ibme  whimfy  in  his  head,  that  puzzles 
mine  to  read  it. 

Well,  Tis  jealoufy,  good  filler,  and  writ  fo  largely, 
that  the  blind  may  read  it ;  have  you  not  perceived  it  yet  ? 
Dame.  If  I  have,  'tis  not  always  prudent  that  my 
tongue  fhould  beiray  my  eyes,  fo  t;ir  my  wifdom  tends, 
good  brother,  and  little  more  I  boaft — iJut  what  makes 
him  ever  calling  for  Cob  fo  ?  I  wor.Jer  how  he  can  em 
ploy  him. 

Well.  Indeed,  fitter,  to  afk  how  he  employs  Cob,  is  a 
necelVary  queftion  for  you,  that  are  his  wife,  and  a  thing 
not  very  eafy  for  you  to  be  fatisfied  in — But  this  I'll  allure 
you,  Cob's  wife  is  an  excellent  bawd,  filler,  and  often- 
2  times 
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times  ycur  hufband  haunts  her  houfe  ;  marry  to  what  end, 
I  cannot  altogether  accufe  him.  Imagine  you  what  you 
think  convenient.  But  I  have  known  fair  hides  have  foul 
hearts  ere  now,  fifter. 

Dame.  Never  faid  you  truer  than  that,  brother;  fo 
much  I  can  tell  you  for  your  learning.  O,  ho  !  is  this 
the  fruits  of  's  jea-loufy  ?  I  thought  fome  game  was  in 
the  wind,  he  a&ed  fo  much  tendernds  but  now  ;  but  I'll 
be  quit  with  him. — Thomas  ! 

Enter  Cafh. 

Fetch  your  hat,  and  go  with  me  ;  I'll  get  my  hood,  and 
out  the  backward-way.  I  would  to  fortune  I  could  take 
him  there,  l*d  return  him  his  own,  I  warrant  him  !  I'd 
fit  him  for  his  jealoufy  !  [Exit. 

Wtll.  Ha,  ha  !  fo  e'en  let  'em  go  ;  this  may  make  fport 
anon — What,  Brain-worm  ? 

Enter  Bra  in- worm. 

Brain.  I  faw  the  merchant  turn  the  corner,  and  come 
back  to  tell  you,  nil  goes  well ;  wind  and  tide,  my  mafter. 

Well.  But  how  got'ft  thou  this  apparel  of  the  juftice's 
inan? 

Brain.  Marry,  Sir,  my  proper  fine  penman  would 
needs  beftow  the  grill  o'  me  at  the  Wind-mill,  to  hear 
fume  martial  difcourfc,  where  I  fo  marflialled  him,  that 
I  made  him  drunk  with  admiration  ;  and  becaufe  too 
much  heat  was  the  caufe  of  his  diftemper,  I  ftript  him 
Hark  naked,  as  he  lay  along  afleep,  and  borrowed  his 
fuit  to  deliver  this  counterfeit  mefiage  in,  leaving  a  rufty 
armour,  and  an  old  brown  bill,  to  watch  him  'till  my  re 
turn  ;  which  fliall  be,  when  I  have  pawned  his  apparel, 
and  fpent  the  better  part  of  the  money,  perhaps. 

Well.  Well,  thou  art  a  fuccefsful  merry  knave,  Brain- 
worm  ;  his  abfence  will  be  fubjedl:  for  more  mirth.  I 
pray  thee,  return  to  thy  young  mafter,  and  will  him  to 
meet  me  and  my  fitter  Bridget  at  the  Tower  inftantly  ; 
for  here,  tell  him,  the  houie  is  fo  flored  with  jealoufy, 
there  is  no  room  for  love  to  ftand  upright  in.  We  muft 
get  our  fortunes  committed  to  fome  large  prifon,  fay: 
and  then  the  Tower,  I  know  no  better  air,  nor  where 
the  liberty  of  the  houfe  may  do  us  more  prefent  fervice. 
Away.  [Exit  Brain. 

Bridg.  What,  is  this  the  engine  that  you  told  me  of  ? 
What  farther  meaning  have  }rou  in  the  plot  ? 

Well. 
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Well.  That  you  may  know,  fair  lifter-5n-law,  how  hap 
py  a  thing  it  is  to  be  fair  and  beautiful. 

Jirifig.  That  touches  not  me,  brother. 

Well.  That's  true;  that's  even  the  fault  of  it;  for  in- 
Jeed,  beauty  Hands  a  woman  in  no  fteaJ,  uulefs  it  pro 
cure  her  touching  —  Well,  there's  a  dear  and  well  refpect- 
ed  friend  of  mine,  fitter,  ftands  very  ftrongly  and  wor 
thily  affected  towards  you,  and  hath  vowed  to  infUme 
whole  bonfires  of  zeal  at  his  heart,  in  honour  of  your 
perfections.  I  have  already  engaged  my  promife  to  bring 
you  where  you  {hall  hear  him  confirm  much  more.  Ned 
Kno'well  is  the  man,  lifter.  There's  no  exception  againil 
the  party  ;  you  are  ripe  for  a  hulband,  and  a  minuted 
lofs  to  fuch  an  occafion,  is  a  great  trefpafs  in  a  wile  beau 
ty.  What  fay  you,  lifter  ?  On  my  foul,  he  loves  you  ;  will 
you  give  him  the  meeting  ? 

Briflg.  Faith,  I  had  very  little  confidence  in  my  own 
conftancy,  brother,  if  I  durft  not  meet  a  man;  but  this 
motion  of  yours  favours  of  an  old  knight  adventurer's 
fervant,  a  little  too  much,  methinks. 

Well.  What's  that,  fifter? 

Bridg.  Marry,  of  the  go-betvreen. 

Well.  No  matter  if  it  did  ;  I  would  be  fucti  a  one  for 
my  friend.     But  fee,  who  is  returned  to  hinder  us. 
JE»terKitely. 

Kite.  What  villainy  is  this  ?-  Called  out  on  a  falfe  mef- 
fage  !  This  was  fome  plot.  I  was  not  fent  for.  Bridget, 
Where's  your  fifter  ? 

JBriJg.  I  think  (he  be  gone  forth,  Sir. 

Kite.  Ho;v !  is  my  wife  gone  forth  ?  Whither,  for 
Heaven's  fake. 

Bridg.  She's  gone  abroad  with  Thomas. 

Kite.  Abroad  with  Thomas  !  Oh,  that  villain  cheats       . 

me! 

He  hath  difcover'd  all  unto  my  wife  ; 
Beart  th.u  I  was  to  trull  him.     Whither,  I  pray 
You,  went  flie  ? 

HriJg.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Well".  T\\  tell  you,  brother,  whither  I  fufpeft  flic's 
gone. 

Site*  Whither,  good  brother  ? 

*         F  Well. 
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1ft- II,  To  Cob's  houfe,  I  believe;  but  keep  my  conn- 
fel. 

Kite.  I  will,  I  will.  To  Cob's  houfe  !   Does  (he  haunt 

there  ? 

She's  gone  on  purpofe  now  to  cuckold  me, 
With  that  lewd  raical,  who,  to  win  her  favour, 
Hath  told  her  all— Why  wou'd  you  let  her  go  ? 

Well.  Becaufe  fhe's  not  my  wife ;  iflhewere,  I'd  keep 
her  to  her  tether. 

Kno.  So,  fo  ;  now  'tis  plain.     I  (hall  go  mad 
WitrTmy  misfortunes  ,  now  they  pour  in  torrents. 
I'm  bruted  by  my  wife,  betray'd  bymy  fervant, 
Mock'd  at  by  my  relations,  pointed-at  by  my  neighbours, 
Defpis'd  by  myfelf. — There  is  no  thing  left  now 
But  to  revenge  myfelf  firlr,  next  hang  myfelf  j 
And  then — all  my  cares  will  be  over.  [Exrfi 

Brid*.  He  (lorms  mod  loudly  ;  fure  you  have  gone  too 
far  in  this. 

Well.  'Twill  all  end  right,  depend  upon't. — But  let 
us  lofe  no  time  ;  the  coaft  is  clear  ;  away,  away  ;  the  af 
fair  is  worth  it,  and  cries  hafle. 

BriJg.  I  truft  me  to  your  guidance,  brother,  and  fo 
fortune  for  us.  {Exeunt. 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


A    C    T      V. 

SCENE,    Stods-MarTiet. 
Enter  Matthew  and  Bobadil. 


I  WONDER,  Captain,  what  they  will  fay  of  my  go 
ing  away  ?  ha  ! 

Bob.  Why,  what  mould  they  fay  ?  but  as  of  a  difcreet 
gentleman;  quick,  wary,  refpe&tul  of  nature's  fair  li 
neaments,  and  that's  all. 

Mat.  Why  fo!  but  what  can  they  fay  of  your  beating  ? 
Bol.  A  rude  part,  a  touch  with  foft  wood,  a  kind  of 
grofs  battery  ufed,  lain  on  ftrongly,  borne  mod  patient 
ly,  and  that's  all.  But  wherefore  do  I  wake  their  re 
membrance  ?  I  was  fafcinated,  by  Jupiter  !  fafcinatedj 
but  I  will  be  unwitched,  and  revenged  by  law. 

Mat. 
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3Iat,  Do  you  hear?  Is-'t  not  belt  to  get  a  warrant,  and 
have  him  arrefted,  and  brought  befoie  Juftice  Clement  ? 

Bob.  It  were  not  ami  is  ;  would  we  h.ui  it ! 

Mm.  Why,  here  conies  his  man,  lei's  fpeak  to  him. 

21  ob.  Agreed,     Do  you  fpeak. 

'Enter  Brain -worm  as  Formal^ 

Mat.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Brain.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir  ! 

Mat.  Sir,  there  is  one  Downright  hath  abufed  this 
gentleman  and  myfelf,  and  we  determine  to  make  our 
i'tlves  amends  by  law  ;  now,  if  you  would  do  us  the  fa 
vour  to  procure  a  warrant  t<?-bring  him  before  your  ma» 
iter,  you  ftiall  be  well  conlidered  of.  1  aflure  you,  Sir. 

Brain.  Sir,  you  know  my  fervice  is  my  living  ;  fiich 
favours  as  thefe,  gotten  of  my  mailer,  is  his  only  pre 
ferment,  and  therefore  you  mult  conlidcr  me,  as  I  may 
make  benefit  of  my  place. 

Mat*  How  is  that,  Sir  ?• 

Brain.  Faith,  Sir,  the  thing  is  extraordinary,  and  the 
gentleman  may  be  of  great  account.  Yet,  be  what  he 
will,  if  you  will  lay  me  down  a  brace  of  angels  in  my 
hand,  you  {hall  have  it,  otherwife  not. 

Mat.  How  (hall  we  do,  Captain  ?  He  afks  a  brace  of 
angels,  you  have  no  money. 

Bob.  Not  a  crofs,  by  fortune. 

Mat.  Nor  I,  as  I  am  a  gentlemai,  but  two-pence  left 
of  my  two  [hillings  in  the  morning  for  wine  and  raddilh. 
Let's  find  him  fome  pawn. 

Bob.  Pawn  !  We  have  none  to  the  value  of  his  de 
mand. 

Mat.  O,  yes,  I  can  pawn  my  ring  here. 

Bob.  And  heark'e,  he  mall  have  my  trufty  Toledo  too  ; 
1  believe  I  fliall  have  no  fervice  for  it  to-day.  , 

Mat.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ?  We  have  no  ftore  of  money 
at  this  time,  but  you  (hall  have  good  pawns ;  look  you, 
Sir,  I  will  pledge  this  ring,  and  that  gentleman  his  Tole 
do,  becaufe  we  would  have  it  diipatch'd, 

Brain.  I  am  content,  Sir;  I  will  get  you  the  warrant 
prefently.  What's  his  name,  fay  you  ?  Downright  ?  . 

Mat.  Aye,  aye,  George  Downright. 

Brain.  Well,  gentlemen,  I'll  procure  you  the  war 
rant  prefently ;  but  who  will  you  have  to  ferve  it  ? 

F  3.  Mai. 


64        EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 

Mat.  That's  true,  Captain,  that  muft  be  confidered. 
Bob.  Body  o' me,   I  know  not !   'Tis  fervice  of  danger ! 
Brain.  Why,  you  were  beft  get  one  of  the  varlets  o' 
the  city,  a  fcrjeant ;  I'll  appoint  you  one,  ifycupleafe. 
Mat.  VViB  you,  Sir  ?   Why  we  can  wifh  no  better. 
Bob.  We'll  leave  it  to  you,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Bub.  and  Mat. 

Brain.  This  is  rare  !  Now  will  I  go  pawn  this  cloak 
of  the  juftice's  man's,  at  the  broker's,  fora  varlet's  fuit, 
and  be  the  varlet  myfelf,  aed  Co  get  money  on  all  fides. 

[JEJrte 
SCENE,  the  Strict  before  Cob'j  Hanfe. 

Enter  Kno'vvell. 

Kno.  O,  here  it  is ;  I  have  found  it  now — Hoa,  who 
U>  within  here  ?  [Tib  appear*  at  the  iviuilruf* 

Tib.  I  am  within,  Sir,  what  is  your  pleafure  ? 

K'io.  To  know  who  is  within  befides  yoiirfelf. 

Tib.  Why,  Sir,  you  are  no  conflable,  I  hope  ? 

Kno.  O,  fear  you  the  conftable  ?  then  I  doubt  not  you 
have  Come  guefls  within  deierve  that  fear — I'll  fetch  him 
itraigbt. 

Tib.  For  heaven'$  fake,  Sir — 

Kno.  Go  to !  Come  tell  me,  is  not  young  Kno'well 
here  ? 

Tib.  Young  Kno'well !  I  know  none  fuch,  Sir,  o'  my 
hcnefty. 

Kne.  Your  honefty,  dame !  It  flies  too  lightly  from 
you.  There  is  no  way  but  fetch  the  conrtable. 

Til.  The  ccnrtable  !  ihe  man  is  mad,  I  think. 
I'ntcr  Cafli  and  Dame  Kitely. 

C.ajh.  Hoa  !  who  keeps  houfe  here  ? 

Kno.  O,  this  is  the  female  copefmate  of  ray  fon. 
Now  (hall  I  meet  him  ftraighr.  \Afide. 

Dame.  Knock,  Thomas,  hard. 

Cajh.  Hoa  !   j;ood  uite. 

Tib.  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Dotte.  Why,  woman,  grieves  it  you  to  ope  the  door  ? 
Belike,  you  get  fomething  to  keep  it  (hut. 

Tib.  What  mean  thefe  queltions,  pray  you  ? 

Dame.  So  ilrange  you  nuke  it  1  Is  not  my  hufband 
Jwre  ? 

Kno. 
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Kno.  Her  hufband  !  {Afide. 

Dame.  My  tried  and  faithful  hufband,    matter  Kitely. 

7/A  I  hope  he  needs  not  to  be  tried  here. 

Dame.  Come  hither,  Cafh — I  lee  my   turtle  coming 
to  hig  haunts  ;   let  us  retire.  \They  retire* 

Kno.  This  muft  be  fome  device  to  mock  me  withal. 
Soft — who  is  this  ? — Oh  !   'tis  my  fen  difguis'd. 
'  I'll  watch  him  and  furprizc  him. 

Enter  Kitely  muffled  in  a  Cloak. 

Kite.  'Tis  truth,  I  fee:  there  (he  Ikulks. 
But  I  will  fetch  her  from  her  hold — I  will — 
I  tremble  fo,  I  fcarce  have  power  to  do  the  juftice 
Her  infamy  demands. 

[As  Kitely  goes  forward^  Dame  Kitely  and  Kno'well 
lay  hold  of  him. 

Kno.  Have  I  trapped  you,  youth  ?  You  cannot  'fcapo 
me  now. 

Dame.  O,  Sir !  have  I  foreflaHed  your  honeft  mar* 

ket? 

Found  your  clofe  walks  !  You  ftand  amazed 
Now,  do  you  ?  Ah,  hide,  hide  your  face  for  fliame  ! 
Vfaith,  I  am  glad  I've  found  you  out  at  laft. 
What  is  your  jewel,  trow  ?  In :  come  let's  fee  her ;  fetch 
Forth  the  wanton  dame — If  (he  be  fairer 
In  any  honeft  judgment,  than  myfelf, 
I'll  be  content  with  it :  but  (he  is  change  ;  : 
She  feeds  you  fat,  fhe  fooths  your  appetire, 
And  you  are  well.     Your  wife,  an  honeiV woman, 
Is  meat  twice  fod  to  you,  Sir.     O,  you  treacher  ! 

Kno.  What  mean  you,  woman  ?  Let  go  your  hold. 
J  fee  the  counterfeit — I  am  his  father,  and  claim  him  as 
my  own. 

Kite.  \_Difcoveringblmfclf.']  I  am  your  cuckoldy   and 
claim  my  vengeance. 

Dame.  What,  do  you  wrong  me,  and  infult  me  too? 
Thou  faithlefs  man  ! 

Kite.  Out  on  thy  more  than  trumpet's  impudence  !  ' 
Steal'ft  thou  thus  to  thy  haunts  ?  And  have  I  taken 
Thy  bawd  and  thee,  and  thy  companion. 
This  hoary-headed  letcher,  this  old  goat, 
Clofe  at  your  villainy,  and  would'ft  thou  'fcufe  it 
With  this  flale  harlot's  jeft,  accufing  me  ? 
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O,  old  incontinent,  doft  thou  not  fhamc, 

To  have  a  mind  fo  hot ;  and  to  entice, 

And  feed  the  enticement  of  a  luftful  woman  ? 

Dame.  Out  !  1  defy  thee,  thou  difleir.biing  wretch! 

Kite.  Defy  me,  itrumpet  !  Aik  thy  pander  here, 
Can  he  deny  it,  or  that  wicked  elder  ? 

Kno.  W'hy,  hear  you,  Sir— — 

Ca/Jj.  Mafler,  'tis  in  vain  to  reafon  while  thefe  paf- 
fions  blind  you — I'm  grlev'd  to  fee  you  thus. 

Kite.  Tut,  tut,  never  fpeak,  I  fee  thro'  ev'ry 
Veil  you  call  upon  your  treachery  :  but  I  have 
Done  with  you,  and  root  you  from  my  heart  for  ever. 
For  you,  Sir,  thus  I  demand  my  honour's  due  ; 
Refolv'd  to  cool  your  luft,  or  end  my  lhame.      [Draws. 

Kno.  What  lunacy  is  this?  Put  up  your  fword,  and 
undeceive  yourfelf—  No  arm  that  e'er  pois'd  weapon  can 
affright  me.  But  I  pity  folly,  nor  cope  with  madnefs. 

Kite.  I  will  have  pfoofs — I  will---fo  you,  good  wife- 
bawd,  Cob's  wife ;  and  you,  that  make  your  hufband 
fuch  a  monfter ;  and  yor,  young  pander,  an  old  cuc 
kold  maker,  I'll  ha' you  every  one  before  the  juftice--- 
Nay,  you  (lull  anfwerit ;  I  charge  you  go.  Come  forth, 
thou  bawd.  [Goes  into  the  houfe  and  bring*  out  Tib.*-- 

Kno.  Marry,  with  all  my  heart,  Sir  ;   I  go  willingly. 
Tho'  I  do  tafte  this  as  a  trick  put  on  me, 
To  punifli  my  impertinent  fearch  ;  and  juftly  j 
And  half  forgive  my  fon  for  the  device. 

Kite.  Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Dame.  Go,  to  thy  (hame  believe  it. 

Kite.  Tho'  (hame  and  forrow  both  my  heart  betide, 
Come  on— I  muft  and  will  befatisfy'd.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,    Stocks-Market. 

Enter  Brain-worm. 

Brain.  Well,  of  all  my  difguifes  yet,  now  am  I  mofr. 
like  myfelf  ;  being  in  this  ferjeant's  gown.  A  man  of 
my  prefent  profeflion  never  counterfeit?,  till  he  lays  hold 
upon  a  debtor,  and  fays,  he  'refls  him  ;  for  then  he 
brings  him  to  all  manner  of  unreft.  A  kind  of  little 
kings  we  are,  bearing  the  diminutive  of  a  mace,  made 
like  a  young  artichoke,  that  always  carries  pepper  and 

fait 
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fait  in  itfelf.     Well,  I  know  not  what  danger  I  undergo 
by  this  exploit;   pray  Heaven  I  come  well  off! 
Enter  Bobadil  and  Mr.  Matthew. 

Mat.  See,  I  think,  yonder  is  the  varlet,  by  his  gown . 
'Save  you,  friend  :  are  not  you  here  by  appoint  ment  of 
Juftice  Clement's  man  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  an' pleafe  you,  Sir,  he  told  me  two  gen 
tleman  had  willed  him  to  procure  a  warrant  from  his  ma 
iler,  which  I  have  about  me,  to  be  ferved  on  one  Down 
right. 

Mat.  It  is  honeftly  done  of  you  both  ;  and  fee  where 
the  party  comes,  you  muft  arreft.  Serve  it  upon  him 

quickly,  before  he  be  aware 

Enter  Mr.  Stephen  in  Downright's  Cloak. 

Bob.  Bear  back,  Mailer  Matthew. 

Brain.  Mailer  Downright,  I  arreft  you  i'the  queen's 
name,  and  muft  carry  you  before  a  juilice,  T>y  virtue  of 
this  warrant. 

Step.  Me,  friend,  I  am  no  Downright,  I.  I  am  Ma 
tter  Stephen  ;  you  do  not  well  to  arreft  me,  I  tell  you 
truly.  I  am  in  nobody's  bonds  or  books,  I  would  you. 
fliould  know  it.  A  plague  on  you  heartily,  for  making 
we  thus  afraid  before  my  time. 

Brain.  Why,  now  you  are  deceived,  gentlemen  ? 

B*>b.  He  wears  fuch  a  cloak,  and  that  deceived  us  : 
But  fee,  here  he  comes  indeed  !  This  is  he,  officer. 
Enter  Downright. 

Down.  Why,  how  now,  fignor  Gull !  Are  you  turned 
filcher  of  late  ?  Come,  deliver  my  doak. 

Step.  Your  cloak,  Sir  !  I  bought  it  even  now  in  open 
market. 

Brain.  Mafter  Downright,  I  have  a  warrant  I  muft. 
ferve  upon  you,  procured  by  thefe  two  gentlemen. 

Down.  Thefe  gentlemen  !  Thefe  rafcals ! 

Brain.  Keep  the  peace,  I  charge  you  in  her  majefty^s 
name. 

Down.  I  obey  thee.    What  muft  I  do,  officer? 

Brain.  Go  before  mafter  Juftice  Clement,  to  anfwer 
what  they  can  objeft  againft  you,  Sir.  I  will  ufe  you 
kindly,  Sir. 

Mat.  Come,  let's  before,  and  make  the  Juftice,  Cap 
tain— -  [Exit. 

Bob. 
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Down.  Gull,  you'll  gi'  me  my  cloak  ? 

Step.  Sir,  I  bought  it,  and  I'll  keep  it. 

Down.  You  will  ? 

Step.  Aye,  that  I  will. 

Down.  Officer,  there's  thy  fee,  arreft  him. 

Brain.  Mafter  Stephen,  I  muft  arreft  you. 

Step.  Arreft  me,  I  fcorn  it  j  there,  take  your  cloak, 
I'll  none  on't. 

Down.  Nay,  that  (hall  not  ferve  your  turn,  now,  Sir. 
Officer,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  Justice's.  Biing  him 
along. 

Step.  Why,  is  not  here  your  cloak,  what  would  you 
have  ? 

Down.  I'll  ha'  you  anfvver  it. 

Brain.  Sir,  I'll  take  your  word,  and  this  gentleman'i 
too,  for  his  appearance. 

Down.  I'll  ha'  no  words  taken.     Bring  him  along. 

Brain.  So,  fo,  I  have  made  a  fair  main.  on't. 

Step.  Muft  I  go  ? 

Brain.  1  know  no  remedy,  Matter  Stephen.. 

Down.  Come  along  before  me  here.  I  do  not  love 
your  hanging  look  behind. 

Step.  Why,  Sir,  I  hope  you  cannot  hang  me  for  it. 
Can  he,  fellow  ? 

Brain.  I  think  not,  Sir.  It  is  but  a  whipping  mat 
ter,  fure  ! 

Step.  Why,  then  let  him  do  his  worft,  I  am  refolute. 

[Exit. 

SCENE,     a  Hall  in  Jujlice  Clement's  Hcufe. 

jEnler  Clement,  Kno'well,  Kitely,    Dame  Kitely,  Tib, 
Cafh,   Cob,  and  Servants. 

Clem.    Nay,    but   flay,    flay,    give   me  leave.      My 
chair,    firrah.     You,   Mafter  Kno'well,    fay   you  went\ 
thither  to  meet  your  fon  ? 

Kno.  Aye,  Sir. 

Clem.  But  who  directed  you  thither  ? 

Kno.  That  did  mine  own  man,  Sir. 

Clem.  Where  is  he  ? 

(ft* 
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Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not,  now  ;  I  left  him  with  your 
clerk  ;  and  appointed  him  to  it  ay  lor  me. 

Clem.  My  clerk  !   About  what  tirr.e  was  this  ? 

Kno.  Marry,  between  one  and  two,  as  I  take  it. 

Clem.  And  what  time  came  my  man  with  the  falfe 
meliage  to  you,  Mafter  Kitely. 

Kite.  Alter  two,  Sir. 

Clem.  Very  good :  but,  Mrs.  Kitely,  how  chance  it 
that  you  were  at  Cob's  ?  Ha  ! 

Dame.  An'  pleafe  you,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you.  My  bro 
ther  Well-bred  told  me,  that  Cob's  houfe  was  a  fuf- 
pefted  place 

Clem.  So  it  appears,  methinks :  but  on. 

Dame.   And  that  my  hufband  ufed  thither  daily. 

Clem.  No' matter,  ib  he  us'd  himfelf  well,  Miiirefs. 

Dame.  True,  Sir;  but  you  know  what  grows  by  fuch 
haunts,  oftentimes. 

Clem.  I  fee  rank  fruits  of  a  jealous  brain,  MiflreA 
Kiiely.  But  did  you  find  your  hulband  there,  in  that 
cafe,  as  you  fufpec'tcd  ? 

Kit.  I  found  her  there,  Sir. 

Clem,  Did  you  Ib  ?  That  alters  the  cafe.  Who  gave 
you  knowledge  of  your  wife's  being  there  ? 

Kite.  Marry,  that  did  my  brother  Well-bred. 

C'em.  Ho*v  I  Well-bred,  firft  tell  her,  then  tell  you 
after !  Where  is  Well-bred  ? 

Kite.  Gene  with  my  lifter,  Sir,  I  know  not  whither. 

Clem.  Why,  this  is  a  mere  trick,  a  device;  you  are 
gulled  in  this  moft  grolly,  all!  Alas,  poor  wench' !  wert 
thou  fufpedted  for  this  ? 

Tib.  Yes,  and't  pleafe  you. 

Clem.  I  fmell  milch  let  here,  plot  and  contrivance,. 
Matter  Kitely.  However,  if  you  will  ftep  into  the  next 
room  with  your  wife,  and  think  coolly  of  matters,  you'll 

find  ibme  trick  has  been  played  you 1   fear  there 

have  been  jealoulies  on  both  parts,  and  the  wags  have 
been  merry  with  you. 

Kite.  I  begin  to  feel  it I'll  take  your  counfel— — « 

Will  you  go  in,  Dame  ? 

Dame.  I  will  have  juftice,  Mr.  Kitely. 

[Exeunt  Kite,  and  Dame» 


*o        EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR, 

Clem..  You  will  be  a  woman,  Mrs.  Kitely,   that  I  fee 
•——How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv,  Sir,  there's  a  gentleman  i*  the  court  without, 
defi res  to  fpeak  with  your  worfliip. 

Ciem.  A  gentleman  !   What's  he  ? 

&'crv.  A  foldier,  Sir,  he  fays. 

Clem.    A   foldier !     My  fword,    quickly.      A  foldier 
'.  fpeak  with  me  !  Stand  by,  I  will  end  your  matters  anoa 
Let  thg  foldier  enter.     Now,  Sir,  what  ha'  you  tp» 
£y  to  me  ? 

Enter  Bobadil  and  Matthew* 

Bob.  By  your  worfliip^s  favour——  --• 

Clem.  Nay^.  keep  out,  Sir,  I  know  not  your  pre 
tence  ;  you  fend  me  word,.  Sir,  you  are  a  foldier? 
Why,  Sir,  you  {hall  be  anfwered  here ;  here  be  then* 
have  been  among  foldiers.  Sir,  your  pleafure  ? 

Bdb.  Faith,  Sir,  fo  it  is,:  this  gentleman  and  myfelf, 
have  been  moft  uncivilly  wronged  and  beaten  by  one 
Downright,  a  coarfe  fellow  ibout  the  town  here  ;  and, 
for  my  own  parr,  I  proteft,  being  a  man  in  no  fort 
given  to  this  filthy  humour  of  quarrelling,  he  hath  af- 
faultcd  me  in  the  way  of  my  peace  ;  defpoiled  me  of 
mine  honour  ;  difarmed  me  of  my  weapons ;  and  rudely 
laid  me  along  in  the  open  flrcets,  when  I  not  fo  muck 
as  once  offered  to  refill  him. 

Clem.  Oh,  God's  precious!  Is  this  the  foldier?  Lie. 
there,  my  fword,  'twill  make  him  Avoon,  I  fear ;  he  isi 
not  fit  to  lock  on't,  that  will  put  up  a  blow. 

Mat.  An'r,  pleafe  your  worfhrp,.  he  was  bound  to  thai 
peace. 

Clem.  Why,  an*  he  were,  Sir,  his  hands  were  not*, 
bound,  were  they  ? 

Serv.  There's  one  of  the  varlets  of  the  city,  Sir,  has? 
brought  two  gentlemen  here,  one  upon  your  worfhip's* 
Warrant  ! 

Clem.  My  warrant. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir,  the  officer  faysr  procured  by  thefe 
two. 

Clem.  Bid  him  come  in.  Set  by  this  picture.  What* 
Mr.  Downright !  are  you  brought  at  Mr.  Freihwater's 
fuit  here?' 

Enter- 
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Enter  Downright,  Stephen,  and  Braimvorm. 

Down.  I'faith,  Sir.    And  here's  another,  brought  a$ 
my  fuit. 

Clem.  What  are  you,  Sir? 
Step.  A  gentleman,  Sir  ?  Oh,  Uncle  ! 
Gem.  Uncle!  Who,  Mafler  Kuo'well  ? 
Kno.  Aye,  Sir,  this  is  a  wife  kinfman  of  mine. 
Step.  God's  my  witntfs,  uncle,    I  am  wronged  here 
monftroufly,  he  charges  me  with  ftealing  of  his  cloak, 
and  would  I   might  never  flir,  if  I  did  not  fiad  it  in  the 
ilreet  by  chance. 

Down.  Oh,    did  you  find  it,   now?    You  faid  you 
bought  it  ere-while. 

Step.  And  you  faid  I  ftole  it.  Nay,  now  my  uncle  i| 
here,  I'll  do  well  enough  with  you. 

Clem.  Well,  let  this  breathe  a-while.     You  that  have 
<caufe  to  complain  there,  ftand  forth.     Had  you  my  war 
rant  for  this  gentleman's  apprehenfion  •? 
Bob.  Aye,  an't  pleaie  your  worfhip. 
Clem.  Nay,  do  not  fpeak  in  paffion  fo.     Where  had 
you  it. 

Bob.  Of  your  clerk,  Sir. 

Clem.  That's  well,  an'  my  clerk  can  make  warrants, 
and  my  hand  not  at  'em  !  Where  is  the  warrant  ?  Offi 
cer,  have  you  it  ? 

Brain.  No,  Sir,  your  worship's  man,  Mafter  Formal, 
bid  me  do  it  for  thefe  gentlemen,  and  he  would  be  my 
difcharge. 

Clem.  Why,  Matter  Downright,  are  you  fuch  a  novice 
to  be  ferved,  and  never  fee  the  warrant  ! 
Down.  Sir,  he  did  not  ferve  it  on  me. 
Clem.  No,  how  then  ? 

Down,  Marry,  Sir,  he  came  to  me,  and  faid  he  mufl 
ferve  it,  and  he  would  ufe  me  kindly,  and  fo — 

Clem.  O,  God's  pity,  was  it  fo,  Sir  ?  He  muft  ferve 
it  ?  Give  me  a  warrant,  I  muft  ferve  one  too — you  knave, 
you  flave,  you  rogue,  do  you  fay  you  muft,  firrah  ? 
Away  with  him  to  the  gaol.  I'll  teach  you  a  trick  ior 
your  mufti  Sir. 
Brain.  Good  Sir,  I  befeech  you  be  good  to  me. 

Clem. 
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Clem.  Tell  him,  he  fliall  to  the  gaol :  away  with  him, 
I  fay. 

Brain.  Aye,  Sir,  if  you  will  commit  me,  it  (hall  be 
for  committing  more  than  thi^  I  will  not  loie  by  my 
travail  any  grain  of  my  tame  certain. 

[Tbrovjs  off  his  difgu'ff* 

Clem.   How  is  this! 

Kno.  My  man  Brain-worm  ! 

Step.  O,  yes,  uncle,  Brain-worm  has  been  with  my 
coufm  Edward  and  I,  all  this  day. 

Clem.  I  told  you  all  there  was  lome  device. 

Brain.  Nay,  excellent  Juftice,  fince  I  have  laid  my. 
felf  thus  open  to  you,  now  itand  itrong  for  me,  both  with 
yourfword  and  your  balance. 

Clem»  Body  o'  me,  a  merry  knave !  Give  me  a  bowl 
of  fack.  If  he  belongs  to  you,  Matter  Kno'well,  I  be- 
fpeak  your  patience. 

Brain.  That  is  it  I  have  mod  need  of.  Sir,  if  you'll 
pardon  me  only,  I'll  glory  in  all  the  reft  of  my  exploits. 

Kno.  Sir,  you  know  I  love  not  to  have  my  favours 
come  hard  from  me.  You  have  your  pardon  ;  though  I 
fufpeft  you  Ihrewdly  for  being  of  counfel  with  my  foa 
againft  me. 

Brain.  Yes,  faith,  I  have  Sir ;  though  you  retained 
me  doubly  this  morning  for  yourfelf ;  firft,  as  Brain- 
worm,  after,  as  Fitz-Sword.  I  was  your  reformed  fol- 
dier.  * Twas  I  fent  you  to  Cob's  upon  the  errand  with 
out  end. 

Kno.  Is  it  poffible  !  Or  that  thou  (houldft  difguife  thy- 
felf  fo  as  I  fhould  not  know  thee  ? 

Brain.  O,  Sir  !  this  has  been  the  day  of  my  meta- 
roorpholis ;  it  is  not  that  fhape  alone  that  I  have  run 
through  to-day.  I  brought  Matter  Kirely  a  meflage  too, 
in  the  form  of  Matter  Juttice's  man  here,  to  draw  him 
out  o' the  way,  as  well  as  your  worflup ;  while  Mailer 
Well-bred  might  make  a  conveyance  of  miftrefs  Bridget 
to  my  young  matter. 

Kxe.   My  Ion  is  not  married,  I  hope. 

Brain.  Faith,  Sir,  they  are  both,  as  fure  as  love,  a 
prieil,  and  three  thoufand  pounds,  which  is  her  portion, 
can  make  'em  ;  and  by  this  time  ar«  ready  to  befpeak 

their 
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their  wedding  fupper  at  the  Wind-mill,  except  fome  friend 
here  prevent  'em,  and  invite  *em  home. 

Clem.  Marry,  that  will  I,  I  thank  thee  for  putting 
me  in  mind  cn't.  Sirrah,  go  you  and  fetch  them  hi 
ther  upon  my  warrant.  Neither's  friends  have  caule  to 
bs  ibny,  if  I  know  the  young  couple  aright.  But  I 
pray  thee,  what  haft  thou  done  with  my  man  Formal? 

Brain.  Faith,  Sir,  after  fone  ceremony  pad,  as  mak 
ing  him  drunk,  firft  \vich  ftory,  and  then  with  wine, 
but  all  in  kindnefs,  and  Hupping  him  to  his  fliirt ;  I  left 
him  in  that  cool  vein,  departed,  fold  your  worfliip's  war- 
rant  to  thefe  two,  pawned  his  livery  for  that  varlet's  gown 
t:>  ferve  it  in  ;  and  thus  have  brought  myfelf,  by  my  ac 
tivity,  to  your  worfliip's  confideration. 

Clem.  And  I  will  coniiderthee  in  a  cup  of  fack.  Here's 
to  thee,  which  having  drank  off,  this  is-  my  lent-ence, 
pledge  me.  Thou  haft  done,  or  aflifted  to  nothing,  in 
my  judgment,  but  deferves  to  be  pardoned  for  the  wit  o* 
the  offence.  Go  into  the  next  room  ;  let  Mafter  Kitely  ! 
into  this  whimfical  buftnefs,  and  if  he  does  not  forgive 
thee,  he  has  lefs  mirth  in  him,  than  an  honeft  man  ought 
to  have.  How  now,  who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Ed.  Kno'well,  Well-bred,  and  Bridget. 

O,  the  young  compmy.  Welcome,  welcome.  Give 
you  joy.  Nayr  Mrs.  Bridget,  blufti  not,  you  are  not 
ib  frelli  a  bridt,  but  the  news  of  it  is  coine  hither  before 
you.  Mafter  Bridegroom,  I  have  made  your  peace, 
give  me  your  hand.  So  will  I  for  the  reft,  ere  you  for- 
fake  my  roof. 

All.  We  are  the  more  bound  to  your  humanity,  Sir. 

C/jm.  Only  thefe  two  have  ib  little  of  man  in  'em,  tliey 
are  no  part  of  my  care. 

Step.  And  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

Clem.  O!  I  bad  loft  a  fLeepi,  an*' he  had  not  bleated. 
Why,  Sir,  you  fliall  give  Mr.  Downright  his  cloak  ; 
and  1  will  intreat  him  to  take  it.  A  trencher  and  a  nap. 
kin  you  (hall  have  in  the  butterry,  and  keep  Cob  and  hi» 
wife  company  here  ;  whom  I  will  intreat  firll  to  be  re- 
onciled  ?  and  you  to  endeavour  with-  your  wit  to  keep 
'em  Ib. 

Ste£*  I'll  do  my  befU 
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CUm.  Call  Matter  Kitely  and  his  wile,  there. 

Enter  Mr.  Kitely  and  Dame  Kitely. 
Did  not  I  tell  you  there  was  a  plot  againft  you  ?  Did  I 
not  fmell  it  out,  as  a  wife  magiftrate  ought  ?  Have  not  you 
traced,  have  not  you  found  it?   Eh,  Matter  Kittly  ? 

Kite.  I  have — I  confefs  my  folly,  and  own  I  have  de- 
ferved  what  I  have  fuffer'd  for  it.  The  trial  has  been  fe- 
vere,  but  it  is  paft.  All  I  have  to  afk  now,  is,  that  as 
my  folly  is  cured,  and  my  perfecutors  forgiven,  my  fliame 
may  be  forgotten. 

Clem.  That  will  depend  upon  yourfelf,  Matter  Kitely ; 
do  not  yourfelf  create  the  food  for  mifchief,  and  the  mif- 
chievous  will  not  prey  upon  you.  But  come,  let  a  gene 
ral  reconcilation  go  round,  and  let  all  difcontents  be  laid 
afide.  You,  Mr.  Downright,  put  oft" your  anger.  You, 
Matter  Kno'well,  your  cares.  And  do  you,  Matter 
Kitely,  and  your  wife,  put  off  yourjealoufies. 

Kite.  Sir,  thus  they  go  from   me :  kifs  me,  my  wife* 
See,  what  a  drove  of  horns  fly  in  the  air, 
Wing'd  with  my  cleanfed  and  my  credulous  breath  ; 
Watch 'em,  fufpiciouseyes,  watch  where  they  fall, 
See,  fee,  on  heads,  that  think  they've  none  at  all. 
O,  what  a  plenteous  world  of  this  will  come, 
When  air  rains  horns,  all  may  be  fureof  fome. 

«  Clem.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  This  night  we'll  dedicate 
to  friendfhip,  love  ?nd  laughter.  Matter  bridegroom, 
take  your  bride,  and  lead,  every  one  a  fellow.  Here 
is  my  miftrefs,  Brain-worm  !  to  whom  all  my  addref- 
fes  of  courtfhip  (hall  have  their  reference  :  whofe  ad 
ventures  this  day,  when  our  grand  children  (hall  hear  to 
be  made  a  fable,  I  doubt  not  but  it  fliall  find  both  Ipec- 
tators  and  applaufe.* 

END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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PROLOGUE. 


W/>  difiurbs,  orjloth  corrupts  an  agtt 
Keenfatire  is  the  bufinefs  of  the  Jtage. 
T>en  the  Plain  Dealer  w  it,  he  lajtfd  thofe  crimtt 

Vbicb  then  infefted  moft the  modify  times. 

ut  now,  when  fa?tio>ijleep<,  andjlatb  isfltd^ 
\nd  all  our  youth  in  active  fields  are  bred  \ 

thro1  Great  Britain's  fair  exievfive  round^ 
trumps  of  Fame  the  notes  of  Union  found ; 

Anna's  fcrptre  points  the  laws  their  tourfet 
]nd  her  example  gives  her  precepts  force  ', 
'berefcarce  is  room  for  fatire  ;  all  our  lays 
luft  be,  or  fangs  of  triumph  or  of  praife* 
lut  as  in  grounds  brj}  cultivated,  tares 
\nd  poppies  rife  among  the  golden  ears  ; 
)ur  produfl  fo,  Jit  for  the  field  or  fcbool, 
Tujt  mix  -ivit/j  nature's  favourite  plant          afoot, 
A  weed  that  has  to  twenty  fummcrs  rant 
hoots  up  in  ftalk,   and  vegr  \ttes  to  man. 
impling  our  trnf^or  gjcs  from  field  to  ficld^ 
dndculh  fu. :h  :.iols  as  may  diver/ion  yield. 
And,  thanks  to  rature,  there's  no  want  of  thofe , 

rain  or  Jh'.n?  the  thriving  coxcomb  grows, 
?olties  to-night  iv'e  Jhew  ne'er  lajh'd  before^ 
'et  fuch  as  nature  Jbcws  you  every  hour  : 
Vor  can  the  piflure  give  a  juft  offence, 

are  made  for  jtfts  to  men  of  fenfe. 


A  2  PRA- 


C     4     ] 

DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

M  E  N. 

Drury-Lant.       Covent-Garden 

{Two  gen- "j 
tlemen  of  1  Mr.  Packer.        Mr.  Wroughton 
broken       {Mr.  Garrick.     Mr.  Lewis, 
fortunes,  J     . 
Sullen,    a     country 

blockhead  Mr.  Hurfr,         Mr.  Clarke. 

Sir  Charles  Freeman ,  a 
gentleman  from 

London      ...     Mr.  Brereton.    Mr.  Young. 
Foigardy  a  French 

piieft,     ...     Mr.  Moody.       Mr.  Fox. 
Gibbet^  a  highway 
man,     ....     Mr.  Branfby.      Mr.  Mahon. 
Hounjloiv    &    Bag/hot 

his  companions. 
Boniface,  landlord  of 

the  inn     -      -     -     Mr.  Uflier.         Mr.  Dunftall. 
Sirul,     Servant     to      Mr.  Yates.         Mr.  Woodward; 
Mr.  Sullen 

WOMEN. 

Ln  -\y  Bountiful,  an  old 
civil  country  gen 
tlewoman,  that  cures 
all  di (tempers,  -'  -  Mrs.  Crofs.  Mrs.  Pitt. 

Dorlntla,  lady  Boun- 

tiful's  daughter,    -     Mifs  Sherry.      Mrs.  Leffingham, 

Mrs.    Sullen t    her 

daughter-in-law,  -     Mrs.  Abington.  Mrs.  Bulkley. 

Gipfry,   maid  to    the 

ladies      ...      Mrs.  Davis.        Mrs.  Willems. 

Cherry,  Boniface's 
.daughter     -     -     -     Mifsjarratt.      Mils  Brown. 

SCENE,  Litcbfcld. 
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*,*  Tbt  lintt  dijlinguijbed  by  inverted  comma) >  •  (but,*  are  omitted  in  tit 
representation. 


ACT       I. 

SCENE,      An    Inn, 

Enter  Boniiace  running. 

[Bar-bell  rings* 

BONIFACE. 

CHamberlain  !    Maid  !    Cherry  !    daughter  Cherry  1 
all  afleep,  all  dead  ? 

Enter  Cherry,   running. 

Cher.  Here,  here.  Why  d'ye  bawl  fo,  father  ?  D'ye 
th'nk  we  have  no  ears  ? 

Bon.  You  deferve  to  have  none,  you  yoting  minx— 
the  company  or  the  Warri ngton  conch  have  flood  in  the 
hall  this  hour,  and  nobody  to  (hew  them  to  ti>eir  cham 
bers. 

Cher.  And  let  'em  wait,  father ;  there's  neither  red 
Coat  in  the  coach,  nor  footman  behind  it. 

Bon.  But  they  threaten  to  go  to  another  inn  to-n'ght. 

Cher.  That  they  dare  not,  for  tear  the  coachman  fliould 
overturn  them  to-morrow  [/&**'*'*£•]  Coming,  coming: 
here's  the  London  coach  arrived. 

Enter  ftvcral  people  ivitb  trunks,  land-boxes,  and    other 
Ivggagt)  and  crofs  tbc Jlagc. 

Bon.  Welcome,  ladies. 

Cher.    Very   welcome,    gentlemen. Chamberlain, 

(hew  the  Lion  and  the  Rofe.        [Exit  with  the  company. 
A  Enter 
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F.ntcr  Aimvvell  in  a   riJing   habit ;   Archer,    as  footman 

carrying  a  portmanteau. 
Boa.  This  way,  this  way,    gentlemen. 
siim.  bet  down  the  things ,  go  to  the  ftable,  and  fee 
my  horfes  well  rubbed. 

'Arch.  I  JTiJ.ll,  Sir. 

Aim.  You're  my  landlord,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Son.  Yes,  Sir,  I'm  old  Will  Boniface,  pretty  well 
known  upon  this  road,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  O,  Mr.  Boniface,  your  lervant. 

Bon.  O,  Sir- What  will  your  honour  pleafe  to 

drink,  as  the  laying  is  ? 

Aim.  I  have  heard  your  town  of  Litchfield  much  fam'd 
for  ale  :  I  think  I'll  tafte  that. 

Eon.  Sir,  1  have  now  in  my  cellar  ten  tun  of  the  beft 
ale  in  Staffbrdihire :  'tis  fmooth  as  oil,  fweet  as  milk, 
ckar  as  amber,  and  ftrong  as  brandy,  and  will  bejuft 
fourteen  years  old  the  fifth  day  of  next  March,  old  ftyle. 

Aim.  You're  very  exadt,  I  find,  in  the  age  of  your 
a!e. 

Bon.  As  punctual,  Sir,  as  I  am  in  the  age  of  my  chil 
dren  ;  I'll  (hew  you  fuch  ale. Here,  tapfter,  broach 

number  i;o6,  as  the  faying  is. — Sir,  you  fliall  tafte  my 
Anno  Domini — I  have  lived  in  Litchfield,  man  and  boy, 
ibove  eij;ht-and-fifty  jears,  and,  I  believe,  have  not 
confumecl  eight-and-fihy  ounces  of  meat. 

.Aim.  At  a  meal,  you  mean,  if  one  may  guefs  your 
fen  it  bv  your  bulk. 

Bon.  Not  in  my  life.  Sir :  I  have  fed  purely  upon  a!e  : 
1  have  eat  my  a.c,  drank  my  ale,  and  I  always  fleep 
upon  ale. 

Enter  Tapfter  tuith  a  Tankard, 
Now,  Sir,  you  (hall  fee.  {Filling  it  out.']  You  rworfliip's 

health.    Ha!  delicious,  delicious fancy  it  Burgundy, 

only  fancy  it,  and  'tis  worth  ten  (hillings  a  quart. 

Aim.  [Drinh.]  'Tis  confounded  ftrong. 

Bon.  Strong!  It  mufl  be  to,  or  how  would  we  be 
ftrong  that  drink  it  ? 

Aim.  And  have  you  lived  fo  long  upon  this  ale,  land 
lord  r 

B»n.  Kight-and-fifty  years,  upon  my  credit,  Sir;  but 
it  kill'd  my  uiie,  pooi  woman  !  as  the  faying  is. 


THE    BEAUX    STRATAGEM.        7 

Aim,  How  came  that  to  pafs  ? 

Bon.  I  don't  know  how,  Sir  ;  fhe  would  not  let  the  ale 
take  its  natural  courfe,  Sir;  (lie  was  for  qualifying  it 
every  now  and  then  with  a  dram,  as  the  faying  is ;  and 
an  honeft  gentleman  that  came  this  way  from  Ireland,, 
made  her  a  prefent  of  a  dozen  bottles  of  ufquebaugh — 
but  the  poor  woman  was  never  well  after  ;  but,  however, 
I  was  obliged  to  the  gentleman,  you  know. 

Aim.  Why,  was  it  the  ufquebaugh  that  killed  her  ? 

Eon.  My  lady  Bountiful  (kid  fo Hie,    good  lady, 

did  what  could  be  done  ;  fhe  cur'd  her  of  three  tympa- 
nies,  but  the  fourth  carried  her  off;  but  (lie's  happy ? 
and  I'm  contented,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  Who's  that  lady  Bountiful,  you  mentioned  ? 

Eon.  Ods  my  life,  Sir,  we'll  drink  her  health.  [Drinks.'} 
My  lady  Bouutiful  is  one  of  the  beft  of  women  :  her  laii 
hufband,  Sir  Charles  Bountiful,  left  her  worth  a  thou- 
fand  pounds  a  year  ;  and,  I  believe,  (lie  lays  out  one  half 
on't  in  charitable  ufes  for  the  good  of  her  neighbours  ; 
fhe  cures  rheumatifms,  ruptures,  and  broken  fhins  in 
men  :  '  green  (icknefs,  obllru&ions,  and  fits  of  the  ino- 
*  ther  in  women  ;'  the  king's  evil,  chin-cou«h,  and  chil 
blains  in  children  ;  in  (hort,  (he  has  cured  more  people  in 
and  about  Litchfield  within  ten  years,  than  the  doctors 
have  killed  in  twenty,  and  that's  a  bold  word. 

Aim.  Has  the  lady  been  any  other  way  ufeful  in  her 
generation  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  flie  has  a  daughter  by  Sir  Charles, 
the  fineft  woman  in  all  our  country,  and  the  greateft  for 
tune  ;  file  has  a  fon  too,  by  her  firft  hufband,  'fquire 
bullen,  who  married  a  fine  lady  from  London  t'other  day  ; 
if  you  pleafe,  Sir,  we'll  tlrink  his  health. 

Aim.  What  fort  of  a  man  is  he  ? 

Eon.  Why  Sir,  the  man's  well  enough  ;    fays  little, 

thinks  lefs,  and  does nothing  at  all,   faith;   but  he's 

a  man  of  great  eftate,  and  values  nobody. 

Aim.  A  fportfman,   I  fuppofe  ? 

Ban.  Yes,  Sir,  he's  a  man  of  pleafure  ;  he  plays  at 
whilt,  and  fmoaks  his  pipe  eight-and-forty  hours  toge 
ther  fometimes. 

Jim.  A  fine  fportfiuan,  truly  !    and  marry 'd  you  fay  ? 

Bon. 
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Bon.  Ay,  and  to  a  curious  woman,  Sir — But  he's  a 
—he  wants  it  here  Sir.  [Pointing  tobisfotebeaJ. 

Aim.  He  has  it  there,  you  mean. 

Bon.  That's  none  of  my  bufinefs,  he's  my  landlord, 

and  fo  a  man,  you  know,  would  not But  I  cod,  he's 

no  better  than-  Sir,    my  humble   fervice  to  you. 

[Drinks.]  Tho'  I  value  not  a  farthing  what  he  can  do  to 
me  ;  I  pay  him  his  rent  at  quarter-day  ;  I  have  a  good 
running  trade  ;  I  have  but  one  daughter,  and  I  can  give 
her-  "-but  no  matter  for  that. 

Aim.  You're  very  happy,  Mr.  Boniface;  pray,  what 
other  company  have  you  in  town  ? 

Eon.  A  power  of  fine  ladies;  and  then  we  have  the 
French  officers. 

Aim.  O  that's  right,  you  have  a  good  many  of  thofe 
gentlemen  :  pray,  how  do  you  like  their  company  ? 

Bon.  So  well,  as  the  faying  is,  that  I  could  wifh  we 
had  as  many  more  of  'em  ;  they're  full  of  money,  and 
pay  double  for  every  thing  they  have  ;  they  know,  Sir, 
that  we  paid  good  round  taxes  for  the  taking  of  'em,  and 
fo  we  are  willing  to  reimburfe  us  a  little :  one  of  'em 
lodges  in  my  houfe. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  Landlord,  there  are  fome  French  gentlemen  be 
low  that  afk  for  you. 

Bon.  I'll  wait  on  'em Does  your  matter  (lay  long 

in  town,  «s  the  faying  is  ?  [To  Archer. 

Arch.  I  can't  tell,  as  the  faying  is. 
Son.  Come  from  London  ? 

Arch.   Np. 

Son.  Going  to  London,  may  hap  ? 

Arch.  No. 

Bon.  An  odd  fellow  this  !  [Bar  beU  rings. ]  I  beg  your 
worihiy's  pardon,  I'll  wait  on  yuu  in  half  a  minute. 

[Exit. 

Aim.  The  coal's  clear,  I  fee Now,  my  dear  Ar 
cher,  welcome  to  Litchfield. 

Arch.  I  thank  thee,  my  dear  brother  in  iniquity. 

Aim.  Iniquity!  pr'ythee,  leave  canting;  you  need 
not  change  your  ilile  w:th  your  drefs. 

Arch.  Don't  miltake  me,  Aimwell,  for  'tis  ftill  my 
maxim,  that  there's  no  fcandal  like  rags,  nor  any  crime 

fo 
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fo  fhameful  as  poverty.  Men  muft  not  be  poor  ;  idle- 
ncfs  is  the  root  of  all  evil :  the  world's  wide  enough,  let 
'em  bulUe  :  Fortune  has  taken  the  weak  under  her  protec 
tion,  but  men  of  fenfe  are  left  to  their  induftry. 

Aim.  Upon  which  topic  we  proceed,  and,  I  think, 
luckily  hitherto.  Would  not  any  man  ivvear  now  that- 1 
am  a  man  of  quality,  and  you  my  fervant,  when,  if  our 
intrific  value  were  known 

Arch.  Come,  come,  we  are  the  men  of  intrific  value, 
who  can  ftrike  our  fortunes  out  of  ourfelves,  whofe  worth 
is  independent  of  accidents  in  life,  or  revolutions  in  go 
vernment :  we  have  heads  to  get  money,  and  hearts  to 
fpend  it. 

Aim.  As  to  our  hearts,  I  grant  ye  they  are  as  willing 
tits  as  any  within  twenty  degrees  ;  but  I  can  have  no 
great  opinion  of  our  heads,  from  the  fervice  they  have 
done  us  hitherto,  unlefs  it  be  that  they  brought  us  from 
London  hither  to  Litchfield,  made  me  a  lord,  and  you 
my  fervant. 

Arch.  That's  more  than  you  could  expect  already.— 
But  what  money  have  we  left  ? 

Aim.  But  two  hundred  pounds. 

Arch.  And  our  horfes,  cloaths,  rings,  feV.  Why,  we 
have  very  good  fortunes  now  for  moderate  people  ;  and 
let  me  tell  you,  that  this  two  hundred  pounds,  with  the 
experience  that  we  are  now  mailers  of,  is  a  better  eftate 
than  the  tenthoufand  we  have  fpent--Our  friends,  indeed, 
began  to  fufpe&  that  our  pockets  were  low  ;  but  we  came 
off  with  flying  coulours,  fliewed  no  jigns  of  want  either 
in  word  or  deed. 

Aim.  Ay,  and  our  going  to  BrufTels  was  a  good  pre 
tence  enough  for  our  fudden  disappearing ;  and,  I  war 
rant  you,  our  friends  imagine  that  we  are  gone  a  volun 
teering. 

Arch.  Why  'faith  if  this  project  fails,  it  muft  e'en  come 
to  that.  I  am  for  venturing  one  of  the  hundreds,  if  you 
will,  upon  this  knight  errantry  ;  but  in  cafe  it  flioukl 
fail,  we'll  referve  the  other  to  tarry  us  to  fome  counter- 
Icarp,  where  we  may  die  as  we  liv'd,  in  a  blaze. 

Aim.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  we  have  liv'd  juft'y, 
Archer;  we  can't  fay  that  we  have  fpent  our  fortunes, 
but  that  we  have  enjoy'd  'em, 

Arch* 
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Arch.  Right;  fo  much  pleafure  for  fo  much  money; 
we  have  had  our  penny-worths  ;  and  had  1  millions  1 
would  go  to  the  fame  market  again.  O  London,  London  ! 
Well,  we  have  had  our  (hare,  and  let  us  be  thankful : 
paft  pleafures,  for  ought  I  know,  are  belt,  fuch  as  we 
arefureof:  thofe  to  come  may  difappoint  us.  But  you 
command  for  the  day,  and  fo  I  fubmit---At  Nottingham, 
you  know,  I  am  to  be  matter. 

Aim.  And  at  Lincoln  I  again. 

4rcb.  Then,  at  Norwich  I  mount,  which,  I  think, 
ftiall  be  our  laft  ftage  ;  for  if  we  fail  there,  we'll  embark 
ibr  Holland,  bid  adieu  to  Venus,  and  welcome  Mars. 

Aim.  A  match  !   [Eater  Boniface.]  Mum. 

Bon.  What  will  your  worfhip  pleafe  to  have  for  fup- 
per  ? 

Aim,  What  have  you  got  ? 

Bon.  Sir,  we  have  a  delicate  piece  of  beef  in  the  pot, 
and  a  pig  at  the  fire. 

Aim.  Good  fupper-meat,  I  muft  confefs— I  can't 
eat  beef,  landlord. 

Arch.  And  I  hate  pig. 

Aim.  Hold  your  prating,  firrah  !  Do  you  know  who 
you  are  ?  [AjMe. 

Bon.  Pleafe  to  befpeak  fomething  elfe ;  I  have  every 
thing  in  the  houfo. 

Aim.  Have  you  any  veal  ? 

Boa.  Veal !  Sir,  we  had  a  delicate  loin  of  veal  on 
Wednefday  laft. 

Aim.  Have  you  got  any  fifh,  or  wild  fowl  ? 

Bon.  As  for  fifli,  truly,  Sir,  we  are  an  inland  town, 
and  indifferently  provided  with  fifli,  that's  the  truth  on't ; 

but  then  for  wild  fowl! We  have  a  delicate  couple 

of  rabbets. 

Aim.  Get  me  the  rabbets  fricaffeed. 

Bon.  Fricaflfeed  !  Lard,  Sir,  they'll  eat  much  better 
fmother'd  with  onions. 

Arch.  Pmaw  !  Rot  your  onions. 

Aim.  Again,  firrah  ! Well,  landlord,  what  you 

pleafe  ;  but  hold,  I  have  a  fmali  charge  of  money,  and 
your  houfe  is  fo  full  of  ftrangers,  that  I  believe  it  may 
toe  fafer  in  your  cultody  than  mine;  for  when  this  ttl- 

low, 
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low  of  mine  gets  drunk,    he  minds  nothing— — Here» 
firrah ,  reach  me  the  ftrong  box. 

Arctj.  Yes,  Sir This  will  give  us  reputation. 

\Afide .     Brings  the  box. 

Aim.  Here,  landlord,  the  locks  are  fealed  down,  both 
for  your  fecuriry  and  mine  ;  it  holds  fomewhat  above 
two  hundred  pounds :  if  you  doubt  it,  I'll  count  them 
to  you  after  fupper ;  but  be  fure  you  lay  it  where  I 
may  have  it  at  a  minute's  warning ;  for  my  aftairs  are 
a  little  dubious  at  prefent ;  perhaps  I  may  be  gone  in 
halt  an  hour;  perhaps  I  may  be  your  gueft  till  the 
beft  part  of  that  be  fpent ;  and  pray  order  your  hoftler 
to  keep  my  horfes  ready  faddled :  but  one  thing  above 
the  reft,  I  muft  beg  that  you  will  let  this  fellow  have 

none  of  your  Anno  Domini,  as  you  call  it; for  he's 

the  moft  infufferable  fot Here,   firrah,  light  me  to 

my  chamber. 

Arcb.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit,  lighted  by  Archer. 

Bon.  Cherry,  daughter  Cherry  ! 
Enter  Cherry. 
Cher.  D'ye  call,  father. 

Bon.  Ay,  child,  you  muft  lay  by  this  box  for  the 
gentleman,  'tis  full  of  money. 

Cher.  Money !  Is  all  that  Nmoaey  !  Why  fure,  fa 
ther,  the  gentleman  comes  to  be  chofen  parliament- 
roan.  Who  is  he  ? 

Bon.  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  him  ;  he  talks  0$ 
keeping  his  horfes  ready  faddled,  and  of  going  perhaps 
at  a  minute's  warning,  or  of  flaying  perhaps  till  the  beft 
part  ot  this  be  fpent. 

Cher.  Ay  !  Ten  to  one,  father,  he's  a  highwayman. 
Bon.  A  highwayman !    Upon  my  life,  girl,  you  havo 
hit  it ;  and   this   box  is  fome  new  purchafed    booty. 
Now,    could  we  find  him  out,   the  money  were 
ours. 

Cher.  He  don't  belong  to  our  gang. 
Bon.   What  horfes  have  they  ? 
Cher.  The  matter  rides  upon  a  black. 
Bon.  A  black !    Ten  to  one  the  man  upon  the  black 
ware;    and  fince  he  don't  belong  to  our  fraternity,  we 
may  betray  him  with  a  fafe  conlcience.     I  don't  think 
it  lawful  to  harbour  any  rogues  but  my  own*    Look  ye, 
4  child) 
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child,  as  the  faying  is,  we  mud  go  cunningly  to  work  ; 
proofs  we  muft  have;  the  gentleman's  lervant  loves 
drink,  I'll  ply  him  that  way  ;  and  ten  to  one  he  loves 
a  wench  ;  you  muft  work  him  t'other  way. 

Cher.  Father,  would  you  have  me  give  my  fecret  for 
his  ? 

Bon.   Confider,    child,    there's  two  hundred   pounds 
to   boot.    [Ringing  without.]    Coming,    coming 
Child,  mind  your  bufinefs.  [Exit    Bon. 

Cher.  What  a  rogue  is  my  father  ! — My  father  !    I 
deny  it  'My  mother  was  a  good,  generous,  tree- 

hearted  woman,  and  I  can't  tell  how  far  her  good-nature 
might  have  extended  for  the  good  of  her  children. 
This  landlord  of  mine,  for  I  think  I  can  call  him  no 
more,  would  betray  his  gueft  and  debauch  his  daughter 
into  the  bargain  by  a  footman  too  ! 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  What  footman,  pray,  miftrefs,  is  fo  happy  as 
to  be  the  fubjedl  of  your  contemplation  ? 

Cher.  Whoever  he  is,  friend,  he'll  be  but  little  the 
better  for't. 

Arch.  I  hope  fo,  for  I'm  fure  you  did  not  think  of 
me. 

Cher.  Suppofe  I  had  ! 

Arch    Why  then  you're  but  even  with  me  :    for  the 
minute  I  came  in,    I  was  conlidering  in  what  manner  I 
fiiouid  make  love  to  you. 
.   Cher    Love  to  me,  friend ! 

Arch.  Yes,  child. 

Cher.  Child  !  Manners  !  If  you  kept  a  little  more  di- 
flance,  tnend,  it  would  become  you  much  better. 

Arch.  Diftance  .'  Good  night,  lauce-box.  [Going. 

Cher.  A  pretty  fellow  !  1  like  his  pride — Sir;  pray, 
Sir;  you  lee,  Sir  [Archer  returns.']  I  have  the  ere  't  to 
be  trafted  with  your  mailer's  fortune  here,  which  .en 
me  a  decree  above  his  footman.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  an't 
affronted  t 

Arch.  Let  me  look  you  full  in  the  face,  and  I'll  tell 

you  whether  you  can  arlront  me  or  no. 'Sdeith, 

child,  you  have  a  pair  of  delicate  eye?,  and  you  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  'em. 

Cher.  Why,  Sir,  don't  I  fee  every  body  ? 

Arcb. 
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Arch.  Ay,  but  if  fome  women  had  'em,  they  would 

kill  every  body, Pr'ythee  inftruft  me  ;    I  would  fain 

make  love  to  you,  but  I  don't  know  what  to  fay. 

Cher.  Why,  did  you  never  make  love  to  any  boJy 
efore  ? 

Arch.  Never  to  a  perfon  of  your  figure,  I  can  afTure 
ou,  Madam  ;  my  addrelles  have  always  been  confine  d 
o  perfons  within  my  own  fphere ;  I  never  afpir'd  fo 
igh  before. 

SONG. 

But  you  look  fo  bright, 
And  are  drefs'd  fo  tight, 
That  a  man  would  fwear  you're  right 
As  arm  was  e'er  laid  over. 
Such  an  air 
You  freely  wear 
To  enfnare, 

As  makes  each  guefl  a  lover  : 
Since  then,  my  dear,  I'm  your  guelt. 
Pr'ythee  give  me  of  the  belt 
Of  what  is  ready  dreft. 
Since  then  my  dear,  £c. 

Cher.  '  What  can  I  think  [of  this  man?'    \_Afuk. \ 
Will  you  give  me  that  fong,  Sir  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  my  dear,  take  it  while  it.  is  warm.  [Kijfis 
r.}  Death  and  Fhe  !   Her  lips  are  honey-combs. 

Cher.  And  I  wifh  there  had  been  a  fvvann  of  bees  too, 
o  have  ftung  you  for  your  impudence. 

Arch.  There's  a  fwarm  of  Cupids,  my  little  Venus, 
hat  has  done  the  bufinefs  much  better. 

Cher.  This  fellow  is  mifbegotten  as  well  as  I.  \_Afuk.~\ 
What's  your  name,  Sir  ? 

Arch.  Name  !  'egad,  I  have  forgot  it.  \^Afide."\  Oh, 
Martin. 

Cher.  Where  was  you  bcrn  ? 

Arch.  In  St.  Martin's  parifli. 

Cher.   What  was  your  fatt.cr  ? 

Arch.  Of of St.  Martin's  p'arifh. 

Cher.  Then,  friend,  goodnight. 

Aich.  I  hope  not. 

*       B  Clcr. 
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Cher.  You  may  depend  upon't. 

Aich.  Upon  what  ? 

Che>-.  That  you  are  very  i.npudenr. 

Arch.  That  you  are  very  hand  Come* 

Cher.  That  you're  a  footman. 

Arch.  That  you're  an  angel. 

Cher.  I  (hail  be  rude. 

Arch.  So  (V.all  I. 

Cher.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Arch.  Give  me  a  kife.  [Kffis  bet 

Boniface  calls  without,  Cherry,  Cherry. 

Cher.  I'm My  father  calls,  you  plaguy  devil 

how  durft  you  flop  my  breath  fo  ? — Offer  to  follow  m 
one  ftep,  if  you  dare.  [Exit 

Arch.  A  fair  challenge,  by  this  light ;  this  is  a  pretf 

/air  opening  of  an  adventure;  but  we  are  kuight-errantj 

nd  fo  fortune  be  our  guide.  [Exit 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

SCENE,  a  gallery  in  Lady  Bountiful's  boufe. 
Mrs.  Sullen   and  Dorinda  meeting. 

DORINDA. 

MORROW,    my  dear  filter;    are  you  for  churc 
this  morning? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  where  to  pray  ;  for  heaven  alone  cai 
help  me :  but  I  think,  Dorinda,  there's  no  form  c 
prayer  in  the  liturgy  againft  bad  hufbands. 

Dor.  But  there's  a  form  of  law  at  Doctors  Commons 
and  I  fwear,  filter  Sullen,  rather  than  fee  you  thu 
continually  difcontented,  I  would  advifeyou  to  apply  t 
that :  for  befides  the  part  that  I  bear  in  your  vexatioi 
brcils,  as  being  fifter  to  the  hufband,  and  friend  to  th 
wife,  your  examples  give  me  fuch  an  imptelfion  < 
matrimony,  that  I  fhall  be  apt  to  condemn  my  perlb 
to  a  long  vacation  all  its  life.  But  fuppoiing,  Madan 
tl  at  you  brought  it  to  a  cafe  of  feparation,  what  cs 
you  urge  againft  yourhifband?  My  brother  is,  fid 
the  moil  constant  man  alive. 

Mrs.'  Si, 
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Mrs.  Sal    The  moft  conftant  huiband,  I  grant  you. 

Dor.   He  never  flet-ps  trom  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  he  always  fleeps  with  me. 

Dor.  He  allows  you  a  maintenance  luitable  to  your 
quality. 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  maintenance  !  Do  you  take  me,  Madam, 
for  an  hofpital  child,  that  I  muft  lit  down  and  blefs  my 
benefactors  for  meat,  drink,  and  clothes  ?  As  I  take  it, 
Madam,  I  brought  yoilr  brother  ten  thoufand  pounds, 
out  of  which  I  might  exped  Ibme  pretty  things  called 
pleafures. 

Dor.  You  (hare  in  all  the  pleafures  the  country 
affords. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Country  pleafures!  Racks  and  torments? 
Doft  tHink,  child,  that  my  limbs  were  made  for  leaping 
of  ditches,  and  clambering  over  ftiles.  Or,  that  my 
parents,  wifely  forefeeing  my  future  happinefs  in  coun 
try  pleafures,  had  early  inftru6ted  me  in  rural  accom- 
plifhments,  of  drinking  fat  ale,  playing  at  whift,  and 
fmoaking  tobacco  with  my  hufband  ;  or  of  fpreading 
of  plairters,  brewing  of  diet  drinks,  and  ililling  rofe- 
mary-water,  with  the  good  old  gentlewoman,  my  mo 
ther-in  law  ? 

Dor.  I'm  ibrry,  Madam,  that  it  is  not  more  in  our 
power  to  divert  you  :  I  could  wiili,  indeed,  that  our 
entertainments  were  a  little  more  polite,  or  your  tafte 
a  little  lefs  refined  ;  but  pray,  Mada™,  how  came  the 
poets  and  phiiofophers,  that  laboured  to  much  in  hunt 
ing  aher  pieafure,  to  place  it  at  laft  in  a  country  life  ? 

Mrs  Sul  Becaufe  they  wanted  money,  child,  to  find 
out  the  pleafures  of  the  town.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a 
poet  or  philofopher  worth  ten  thoufand  pounds  ?  If 
you  can  (hew  me  fuch  a  man,  I'll  lay  you  fifty-pounds, 
you'll  find  him  fomewhere  within  the  weekly  bills. 
Not  that  I  difapprove  rural  pleafures,  as  the  poets  have 
painted  then)  in  their  landlcapes  ;  every  Phi  His  has 
her  Corydon ;  every  murmuring  dream,  and  every 
flowery  mead,  gives  frefh  alarm  to  love.  Befides,  you'll 
find,  that  their  couples  were  never  married.  Biit  yon 
der  I  fee  my  Corydon,  and  a  fweet  Avain  it  is,  heaven 
kuows !  Comet  Dorinda,  don't  be  angry,  he's  my 
£  2  huiband, 
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hufband,  and  your  brother,  and  between  both  is  he 
not  a  fad  brute  ?  \ 

Dor.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to   your  part  of  him, 
you're  the  bed  judge. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Oh,  filler,  fitter  !  If  ever  you  marry,  be- 
\vare  of  a  fullen,  filent  fot,  one  that's  always  mufing, 
but  never  thinks. — There's  fome  diverfion  in  a  talking 
blockhead  ;  and  fince  a  woman  muft  wear  chains,  ] 
would  have  the  pleafure  of  hearing  'em  rattle  a  little. 
Now  you  fhail  fee  ;  but  take  this  by  the  way  ;  he  came 
home  this  morning  at  his  ui'ual  hour  of  four,  wakenec 
me  out  of  a  fweet  dream  of  fomething  elfc,  by  tunvb- 
.ling  over  the  tea-table,  which  he  broke  all  to  pieces. 
After  his  man  and  he  had  rolled  about  the  room,  like 
lick  pnflengers  in  a  florm,  he  comes  flounce  into  bed, 
cicadas  a  fjlmon  into  a  fishmonger's  balket ;  his  feet 
cold  as  ice  ;  his  breath  hot  as  a  furnace  ;  and  his  hands 

and  his  face  as  greafy  as  his  flannel  night-cap Oh, 

matrimony  !    matrimony  !••  He  tofles  up  the  clothes 

with  a  barbarous  fwing  over  his  Ihoulders,  diforders 
the  whole  oeconomy  of  my  bed,  leaves  me  half-naked, 
and  my  whole  night's  comfort  is  the  tuneable  ferenade  oi 

that  wakeful  nightingale,  his  nofe. Oh,  the  plea- 

fure  of  counting  the  melancholy  clock  by  a  fnoring 
hu(band ! — But  now,  fifter,  you  (hall  fee  how  hand- 
fomely,  being  a  well-bred  man,  he  will  beg  my  par 
don. 

Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  My  head  achs  confmr.edly. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  be  pleafed,  my  dear,  to  drink  tea 
with  us  this  morning  ;  it  may  do  your  head  good  ? 

Sul.  No. 

Dor.  Coffee,  brother  ? 

Sul.  Pfliaw  ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  pleafe  to  drefs,  and  go  to  church 
with  me  ?  the  air  may  help  you. 

Sul.  Scrub  ! 

Enter*  Scrub. 

Send.  Sir! 

Sul.  What  day  o'the  week  is  this  ? 

Scrub.  Sunday,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip. 

Suit  Sunday  !  Bring  me  a  dram  j    and  d'ye  hear,  fet 

out 
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out  the  venifon-pafty  and  a  tankard  of  ftrong  beer,  upon 
the  hall  table,  I'll  go  to  breakfalt.  [Going* 

Dor.  Stay,  ftay,  brother,  you  (han't  get  off  fo ;  you 
were  very  naughty  laft  night,  and  muft  make  your  wife 
reparation.  Come,  come,  brother,  won't  you  alk  p*r- 
don  ? 

Sul.  For  what  ? 

Dor.  For  being  drunk  laft  night, 

«5>W.  I  can  afford  ir,  can't  1  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  I  can't,  Sir. 

Sul.  Then  you  may  let  it  atone. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  I  mult  tell  you,  Sic,  that  this  is  not  to> 
be  borne. 

Sul.  I'm  glad  on't. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  is  the  reafon,  Sir,  that  you  ufe  me 
thus  inhumanly  ? 

SuL  ocrub  ! 

Scrub.  Sir  ! 

Sul.  Get  things  ready  to  ftax'e  my  head.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  <VK/.  Have  a  care  ut  coming  near  Ins  temples, 
Scrub,  for  tear  you  meet  fomething  there  that  may  tartv 
the  edge  or  your  razor.  [Exii  Scrub.]  Inveterate  llupi- 
dity  !  Did  you  ever  know  fo  hard,  fo  obitinate  a  fpleetv 
as  is  ?  Oh,  iiiler,  litter !  I  fhall  never  have  any 
good  of  the  bcail  till  I  get  him  to  town  ;  London, 
dear  London,  is  the  place  tor  managing  and  breaking 
a  luiihantU 

Dor.  And  has  not  a  hufband  the  fame  opportunities 
there  for  humbling  a  wire  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  no,  child;  'tis  a  ftanding  maxim  in 
conjugal  difcipline,  that  when  a  man  would  enflave  hia 
vviie,  he  hurries  her  into  ihe  country;  and  when  a 
lady  would  be  arbitrary  With  her  buitxinJ,.  ftie  weedles 

her  booby  up  to  town. -A  man  dare  not  play   the 

tyrant  in  London,  becaufe  there  are  fo  many  examples 
to  encourage  the  fubject  to  rebel.  Oh,  Dormda,  l)o- 
rinda  !  A  tine  woman  may  do  :j.cy  thing  in  London. 
O'  my  confidence,  ftie  may  nufe  an  arsny  of  forty  thou- 
fand  men. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  fitter,  you  have  a  mind  to  be  trying 
your  power  that  way  here  in  Litchlieid  ;  you  have  drawn, 
the  French  Count  to  your  colours  already. 

B  3  Mrs.  SuL 
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Mrs.  Sul,  The  French  are  a  people  that  can't  live 
without  their  gallantries. 

Dor.  And  lome  Englifh  that  I  know,  filler,  are  not 
averfe  to  fuch  amufements. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well,  filler,  fince  the  truth  muft  our,  it 
may  do  as  well  now  as  hereafter  ;  I  think  one  way  to 
roule  my  lethargic,  fottifti  hulband,  is  to  give  him  a  ri 
val  ;  fecuriry  begits  negligence  in  all  people,  and  men 
muft  be  alarmed  to  make  'em  alert  in  their  duty.  Women 
are  like  pictures,  of  no  value  in  the  hands  of  a  fool,  till 
he  hears  men  of  fenfe  bid  high  for  the  purchafe. 

Dor.  This  might  do,  filler,  if  my  brother's  underftan- 
ding  were  to  be  convinced  into  a  paffion  for  you  ;  but,  I 
believe,  there's  a  natural  averfion  on  his  fide  ;  and  I  fan 
cy,  filler,  that  you  don't  come  much  behind  him,  if  you 
dealt  fairly. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  own  it ;  we  are  united  contradictions,  fire 
and  water.  But  I  could  be  contented,  with  a  great  ma 
ny  othtr  wives,  to  humour  the  cenforious  vulgar,  and 
give  the  world  an  appearance  of  living  well  with  my 
hulband,  could  I  bring  him  but  to  diflemble  a  little  kind- 
nefs  to  keep  me  in  countenance. 

Dor.  But  how  do  you  know,  fitter,  but  that  inftead  of 
roufing  your  hulband  by  this  artifice  to  a  counterfeit  kind- 
nefs,  he  fliould  awake  in  a  real  fury  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Let  him. If  I  can't  entice  him  to  the 

one,  I  would  provoke  him  to  the  other. 

Dor.  But  how  muft  1  behave  myfelf  between  you  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  muft  affift  me. 

Dor.  What,  againft  my  own  brother  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  He's  but  half  a  brother,  and  I'm  your  entire 
friend.  If  I  go  a  ftep  beyond  the  bounds  of  honour, 
leave  me ;  till  then,  I  expert  you  lhall  go  along  with  me 
in  every  thing.  The  Count  is  to  dine  here  to-day. 

Dor.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  filter,  that  I  can't  like  that 
man. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  like  nothing  ;  your  time  is  not  come. 
Love  an'd  death  have  their  fatalities,  and  ftrike  home  one 
time  or  other. — You'll  pay  for  all  one  day,  I  warrant  ye. 

But  come,  my  lady's,  tea  is  ready,  and  'tis  almoft 

rhurch-time.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  the  Inn. 
Enter  Aimwell  drtjjed^  and  Archer. 

Aim.  And  was  Ihe  the  daughter  of  the  houfe  ? 

Arch.  The  landlord  is  ib  blind  as  to  think  fo  ;  but  I 
dare  (Wear  flie  has  better  blood  in  her  veins. 

Aim.  Why  dofl  think  fo  ? 

Arch.  Becaufe  the  baggage  has  a  pertje-ne-ffais-guot ; 
fhe  reads  plays,  keeps  a  monkey,  and  is  troubled  with 
vapours. 

Aim.  By  which  difcoveries  I  guefs  that  you  know 
more  of  her. 

Arch.  Not  yet,  faith.  The  lady  gives  herfelf  airs, 
forlboth  :  nothing  under  a  gentleman. 

Aim.  Let  me  take  her  in  hand. 

Arch.  Say  one  word  mqre  o'that,  and  I'll  declare  my- 
fclf,  fpoil  your  fport  there,  and  every  where  elfe.  Look 
ye,  Aimwell,  every  man  in  his  own  fphere. 

Aim.  Right,  and  therefore  you  muft  pimp  for  your 
matter. 

Arch.  In  the  ufual  forms,  good  Sir,  after  I  have  fer- 
ved  myfelf — but  to  our  bufinefs.  You  are  fo  well  drefs'd, 
Tom,  and  make  fo  handfome  a  figure,  that  I  fancy  you 
may  do  execution  in  a  country  church  ;  the  exterior  part 
ftrikes  firlt,  and  you're  in  the  right  to  make  that  impref- 
fion  favourable. 

Aim.  There's  fomething  in  that  which  may  turn  to  ad 
vantage.  The  appearance  of  a  ilranger  in  a  country 
church,  draws  as  many  gazers  as  a  blazing  ftar  ;  no 
fooner  he  comes  into  the  cathedral,  but  a  train  of  whif- 
pers  runs  buzzing  round  the  congregation  in  a  moment. 
•  Who  is  he  ?  Whence  comes  he?  Do  you  kno\v 

him  !  Then  I,  Sir,  tips  me  the  verger  haU  a  crown  ; 

he  pockets  the  fimony,  and  inducts  me  into  the  beft  pew 
in  the  church;  I  pull  out  my  fnuff-box,  turn  myfelf 
round,  bow  to  the  bifliop,  or  the  dean,  if  he  be  the  com 
manding  officer,  finale  out  a  beauty,  rivet  both  my  eyes 
to  hers,  fet  my  nole  a  bleeding  by  the  ftrength  of  ima 
gination,  and  (hew  the  whole  church  my  concern,  by  my 
endeavouring  to  hide  it;  after  the  fermon,  the  whole 
town  gives  me  to  her  for  a  lover,  and  by  perfuading  the 

lady 
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lady  that  I  am  dying  for  her,  the  tables  are  turned,  and 
fhe  in  good  earneft  falls  in  love  with  me. 

Arch.  There's  nothing  in  this,  Tom,  without  a  pre 
cedent  ;  but  inltead  of  rivetting  your  eyes  to  a  \  eauty, 
try  to  fix  them  upon  a  fortune ;  that's  our  bufmef»  at 
prefent. 

Aim.  Pfhaw !  no  woman   can  be  a   beauty  without  a 
fortune.     Let  me  alone  tor  a  markfman. 
Arch.  Tom  ! 
Aim.  Aye  ! 

Arch.  When  were  you  at  church  before,  pray? 
Aim.  Um— I  was  there  at  the  coronarion.    . 
Arch.  And  how  can  you  expeft  a  bleifing  by  going  to 
fhurch  now  ? 

Aim.  Blelfing  !   Nay,  Frank,  I  aflc  but  for  a  wife. 

[  Exit. 

Arch.  Truly,  the  man  is  not  very  unreafonable  in  his 
demands.  [Exit  at  the  oppofite  dour. 

Enter  Boniface  and  Cherry. 

Bon.  Well,  daughter,  as  the  faying  is,  have  you 
brought  Martin  to  con  fiefs  ? 

Cher.  Pray,  father,  don't  put  me  upon  getting  any 
thing  out  of  a  man  ;  I'm  but  young,  you  know,  lather, 
and  don't  understand  wheedling. 

Bon.  Young!  why  you  jade,  as  the  faying  is,  can  any 
woman  wheedle  that  is  not  young  ?  Your  mother  was  ufe- 
lefs  at  five  and  twenty.  Wou'd  you  make  your  mother 
a  whore,  and  me  a  cuckold,  as  the  faying  is  ?  1  tell  you, 
his  lilence  conlefles  it,  and  his  matter  fpends  his  money 
fo  freely,  and  is  fo  much  a  gentleman  eveiy  manner  of 
way,  that  he  muft  be  a  highwayman.. 

Enter  Gibbet  in  a  clo.ik. 
Gil>.  Landlord,  landlord,  is  the  court  clear  ? 
Bon.  O,  Mr.  Gibbet,  what's  the  news  ? 
Gib.  No  matter,  afk  no  queftions,  all's   fair  and  ho 
nourable  ;   here,  my  dear  Cherry.  [Givfs  her  a  ba%.}  two 
hundred  ftevling  pounds,  as  good  as  ever  hanged  »  r  laved 

a  rogut  ;  lay   'em  by  with  the  relt ;  sind  here three 

wedding— — —  or  mourning   rin^s,   'tis  ranch  the  fame, 

you  kniw Here,    two  lilver  hiked  Avords  ;    I  took 

thofe   from   fellows   that   never  fhevv  any   part  of  their 

fwordi  but  the  hilts,     tiere  is   a  diamond   neck-lace, 

4  which 
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tthich  the  lady  hid  in  the  private^  place  in  the  coach, 
but  I  found  it  out.  This  gold  watch  I  took  from  a  pawn 
broker's  wife,  it  was  left  in  her  hands  by  a  perfon  of 
quality,  there's  the  arras  upon  the  cafe. 

Cher.  Hut  who  had  you  the  money  from  ? 

Gib.  Ah!  poor  woman  !  I  pitied  her; from  a  poor 

lady  juft  eloped  from  her  hufband  ;  flie  had  made  up  her 
cargo,  and  was  bound  for  Ireland,  as  hard  as  flic  could 
drive  ;  (he  told  me  of  her  hufband's  barbarous  ufage,  and 
fo  faith,  I  left  her  half  a  crown.  But  I  had  almoft  for 
got,  my  dear  Cherry,  I  have  a  prefeut  for  you. 

Cher.  What  is't. 

Gib.  A  pot  of  cerufe,  my  child,  that  I  took  out  of  a 
lady's  und^r-petticoat  pocket. 

Cher.  What,  Mr.  Gibbet,  do  you  think  that  I  paint  ? 

Gil>.  Why,  you  jade,  your  betters  do ;  I'm  fure  the 
lady  that  I  took  it  from  had  a  coronet  upon  her  hand 
kerchief. Here,  take  my  cloak,  and  go  fecure  the 

premifes. 

Cher.  I  will  fecure  'em.  [Exit. 

Bnn.  But  heark  ye,  where's  Hounflow  and  Bagfhot  ? 

Gib.  They'll  be  here  to-night. 

Ben.  D'ye  know  of  any  other  gentleman  o'  the  pad  on 
this  road  ? 

Gib.  No. 

Eon.  I  fancy  that  I  have  two  that  lodge  in  the  houfe 
juft  now. 

(yib.  The  devil  !  how  d'ye  fmoak  'em  ? 

J3on.  Why,  the  one  is  gone  to   church. 

Gib.  To  church!   That's  fufpicious,  I  mud  confefs. 

Bon.  And  the  other  is  now  in  his  mailer's  chamber; 
he  pretends  to  be  a  fervant  to  the  other  j  we'll  call  him 
out,  and  pump  him  a  little. 

Gib.  With  all  my  heart. 

San.  Mr.  Martin  !    Mr.  Martin  ! 

Enter  Archer,  combing  a  feriivig,  and  Jinking. 

Gib.  The  roads  are  confumed  deep,  I'm  as  dirty  as 

Old  Brentford  at  Chriibnas. A  good  pretty  fellow 

that ;  whofe  fervant  are  you,  friend  ? 

<drch.  My  mailer's. 

Gib.  Really  ? 
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Arch.  Really. 

Gib.  That's   much.— That  fellow  has  been  at  the  bar 

by  hisevalions  : But  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  mailer's 

name  ? 

Arch*  Tall,  all,  da\\. ---[Sings  and  combs  the  pe 
This  is  the  moft  obftinate  curl 

Gib.  I  afk  you  his  name  ? 

Arch.  Name,  Sir-— Tall,  all,  dall---I  never  aflted 
him  his  name  in  my  life— Tall,  all,  dull. 

Bon.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Gib.  Plain,  plain;  he  talks  now  as  if  he  were  before  a 
judge.  But  pray,  friend,  which  way  does  your  mafter 
travel ? 

drch.  A  horfeback. 

Gib.  Very  well  again  ;  an  old  offender- —Right— But 
I  mean  does  he  go  upwards  or  downwards  ? 

Arch.  Downwards,  I  fear,  Sir— -Tall,  lall. 

Gib.  I'm  afraid  thy  fate  will  be  a  contrary  way. 

Son.  Ha,  ha,    ha !    Mr.    Martin,    you're  very  archg 
—This  gentleman  is  only  travelling  towards  Chefter,  am 
would  be  glad  of  your  company,  that's  all. -—Come,  Cap 
tain,  you'll  ftay   to-n.ght,  1  iuppofe  j  I'll  flitw  you  aj 
chamber Come,  Captain. 

Gib.  Farewel,  friend  [Exeunt* 

Arch.  Captain,  your  fervant.- --Captain  !  a  pretty  fel 
low  !  'Sdeath !  I  wonder  that  the  officers  of  the  armi 
don't  confpire  to  beat  all  fcoundrels  in  red  but  their  owr 
Enter  Cherry. 

Cher.  Gone,  and  Martin  here  !  I  hope  he  did  not  li- 
fien  :  I  would  have  the  merit  of  thediicovery  all  my  own, 
becaufe  I  would  oblige  him  to  love  me.  \_Afide. ~\  Mr. 
Martin,  who  was  that  man  with  my  father? 

Arch.  Some  recruiting  ferjeant,  or  whipp'd-out  tr 
per,  1  Iuppofe. 

Cher.  All's  fafe,    I  find. 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear,  have  you  conn'd  over  the  cate- 
chifm  I  taught  you  latt  night  ? 

Cher.  Come,  quefHon  me. 

Arch.  What  is  love  ? 

Cher.  Love  5s  I  know  not  what,  it  comes   I  know  m 
how,  goes  I  know  not  when. 

Arch. 
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Arch.  Very  well,  an  apt  fcholar.  [Chucks  her  under  the 
chin.]  Where  does  love  enter  ? 

Cher.  Into  the  eyes. 

Arch.  And  where  go  out  ? 

Cher.  I  won't  tell  you. 

Arch.  What  are  the  objefts  of  that  paflion  ! 

Cher.  Youth,   beauty,  and  clean  linen. 

A'ch.  The  reafon. 

Cher.  The  two  firft  are  fafliionable  in  nature,  and  the 
third  at  court. 

Arch.  That's  my  dear.  What  are  the  figns  and  tokens 
of  that  palfion  ? 

Cher.  A  dealing  look,  a  ftammering  tongue,  words  im 
probable,  defigns  impoifible,  and  actions  impracticable. 

Arch.  That's  my  good  child  ;  kifs  me What  mult 

a  lover  do  to  obtain  his  miftrefs  ? 

Cber<  He  muft  adore  the  pertbn  that  difdains  him,  he 
muft  bribe  the  chambermaid  that  betrays  him,  and  court 
the  footman  that  laughs  at  him  !— He  muft,  he  muft—— 

Arch.  Nay,  child,  I  muft  whip  you  if  you  don't  mind 
your  leflbn  ?  he  muft  treat  his 

Cher.  O !  aye.  He  muft  treat  his  enemies  with  re- 
fpe&,  his  friends  with  indifference,  and  all  the  world 
with  contempt ;  he  muft  fufter  much,  and  fear  more  ;  he 
rnuftdetire  much,  and  hope  little  ;  in  ftort,  he  muft  em 
brace  his  ruin,  and  throw  himfelf  away. 

Arch.  Had  ever  a  man  fo  hopeful  a  pupil  as  mine! 
Come,  my  dear  ;  why  is  love  called  a  riddle  ? 

Chtr.  Became  being  blind,  he  leads  thole  that  fee; 
and  though  a  child,  he  governs  a  man. 

Arch.  Mighty  well—And  why  is  love  pictured  blind? 

Cher.  Becaufe  the  painters,  out  of  their  weakacfs,  or 
the  privilege  of  their  art,  chofe  tohidethofe  eyes  they 
could  not  draw. 

Arch.  That's  my  dear  little  fcholar,  kifs  me  again— 
And  why  fhould  love,  that's  a  child,  govern  a  man  ? 

Cher.  Becaufe  that  a  chili  is  the  end  of  love. 

Anh.  And  fo  ends  love's  catechifm— — And  now,  my 
dear,  we'll  g  >  in  and  make  my  matter's  bed. 

Cher.  Hold,   hold,   Mr.  Martin you  have  taken  a 

great  deal  of  pains  to  inftruft  me,  and  what  d'ye  think  I 
have  learned  by  it? 

Arch.  What?  Chtr. 
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Cher.  That  your  difcourfe  and  your  habit  are  contra 
dictions,  and  it  would  be  nonfenfe  in  me  to  believe  you  a 
footman  any  longer. 

Arcb.  'Oons,  what  a  witch  it  is ! 

Cher.  Depend  upon  this,  Sir,  nothing  in  that  garb  fliall 
ever  tempt  me  :  for  though  I  was  born  to  fervitude,  I  hate 

it. Own  your  condition,  fwear  you   love  me,    and 

then 

Au-b.  And  then  we  fliall  go  make  my  mailer's  bed  ? 

Cher.  Yes. 

Arcb.  You  muft  know  then,  that  I  am  born  a  gentle 
man,  my  education  was  liberal :  but  I  went  to  London, 
a  younger  brother,  fell  into  the  hands  of  (harpers,  who 
ftript  me  of  my  .money,  my  friends  difovvned  me,  and 
now  my  neceflity  brings  me  to"  what  you  fee. 

Cher.  Then  take  my  hand — — —  promife  to  marry  me 
before  you  deep,  and  I'll  make  you  mailer  of  two  thou- 
fand  pounds. 

Arcb.  How  ! 

Cher.  Two  thoufand  pounds  that  I  have  this  minute  in 
my  own  cuftody  j  fo  throw  oft" your  livery  this  inftant, 
and  I'll  go  find  a  parfon. 

Arcb.  What  faid  you  ?  a  parfon  ! 

Cher.  What!  Do  you  fcruple  ? 

Arcb.  Scruple  !  No  !  no,  but — two  thoufand  pounds 
you  fay  ? 

Cber.  And  better. 

Arcb.  'Sdeath,  what  (hall  I  do  ? But  heark'e,  child. 

what  need  you  make  me  matter  of  yourieU  :uu, 

when  you  may  have  the  fame   pleafure  out   ot    me,  ami 

ilill  keep  your  fortune  in  youif  own   hands  ? 

Cher.  Then  you  won't  marry  me  ? 

Arch.  I  would  marry  you,  but 

Cher.  O,  fweetSir,  I'm  your  humble  lervanr,  you're 
fairly  caught.  Would  you  perfuade  me  that  any  gentle* 
man  who  could  bear  the  fcandal  of  wearing  a  livery, 
wou'd  ivftife  two  thoufand  pour.ds,  let  the  condition  be 
what  it  wou'd---No,  no,  Sir-— But  I  hope  you'll  pardon 
the  freedom  I  have  taken,  fince  it  was  only  to  inlnrtn 
niyfelf  of  the  refpectthat  I  ought  to  pay  to  you.  [G.iing. 

Arcb.  Fairly  bit,  by  Jupiter — Hold,  hold  !  and  have 
you  actually  two  thoufand  pounds  ? 
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Cber.  Sir,  I  have  my  fecrets  as  well  as  you — when  you 
pleafc  to  be  more  open ,  I  (hall  be  more  free  ;  and  be  af- 
i'ured  that  I  have  difcoveries  that  will  match  yours,  be 

they  what  they  will. In  the  mean  while,  befatisfy'd, 

that  no  difcovery  I  make  fliall  hurt  you  ;  but  beware  of 
my  father. [Exit. 

Arch,  So — we're  like  to  have  as  many  adventures  in 
our  inn,  as  Don  Quixote  had  in  his — Let  me  fee —  two 
thoufand  pounds  !  If  the  wench  wou'd  promife  to  die 
when  the  money  were  fpent,  'egad,  one  wou'd  marry 
her ;  but  the  fortune  may  go  off  in  a  year  or  two,  and 

the  wife  may  live : — Lord  knows  how  long  !  Then 

an  inn-keeper's  daugh'er !  Aye,  that's  the  devil— thers 
my  pride  brings  me  off: 

For  whatfoe'er  the  fages  charge  on  pride, 

The  angels'  fall,  and  twenty  faults  befide ; 

On  earth,  I'm  lure,  'mong  us  of  mortal  calling, 

Pride  faves  man  ofr,  and  woman  too,  trom  falling. 

[Exit. 
END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT      III. 

SCENE,  Lady  Bountiful's  Houfe. 
Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda. 

Mrs.   SULLEN. 

HA,  ha,  ha,  my  dear  fitter !  let  me  embrace  thee : 
now  we  are  friends  indeed ;  for  I  fhall  have  a  fe- 

cretof  yours,  as  a  pledge  for  mine Now  you'll  be 

good  for  fomething,  I  fliall  have  you  converfable  in  the 
fubjecls  of  the  fex. 

Dor.  But  do  you  think  that  I  am  fo  weak  as  t  {fall  ia 
love  with  a  fellow  at  firft  fight  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pfhaw  !  now  you  fpoil  all ;  why  fliou'd  not 
we  be  as  free  in  our  friendfliips  as  the  men  ?  I  warrant 
you,  the  gentleman  has  got  to  his  confident  already,  has 
avowed  his  paffion,  toafted  your  health,  called  you  ten 
thoufand  angels,  has  run  over  your  lips,  eyes,  neck, 
fhape,  air,  and  every  thing,  in  a  defection  that  warms 
their  mirth  to  afecond  enjoyment. 

*        C  Dom 
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Dor.  Your  hand,  filler  :  I  an't  well. 

M>-s.Snl.  So — fhe's  breeding  already — Come,  child, 
up  with  it — hem  a  little — fo — Now  tell  me,  don't  you 
like  the  gentleman  that  we  faw  at  church  jufl  now  ? 

Dor.  The  man's  well  enough. 

Mrs.  Stil.  Well  enough  !  Is  he  not  a  demi-god,  a  Nar- 
ciflus,  a  ftar,  the  man  i*  the  moon  ? 

Dor.  O,  fifter,  I'm  extremely  ill. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Shall  I  fend  to  your  mother,  child,  for  a 
little  cephalic  plaifter  to  put  to  the  foles  of  your  feet  ? 
Or  lhall  I  fend  to  the  gentleman  for  fomething  for 
you  ?— — —  Come,  unbofom  yourfelf — the  man  is  perfect 
ly  a  pretty  fellow ;  I  faw  him  when  he  firft  came  into 
church. 

Dor.  I  faw  him  too,  filter,  and  with  an  air  that  fhone, 
methought,  like  rays  about  his  perfon. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well  faid,  up  with  it. 

Dor.  No  forward  coquet  behaviour,  no  air  to  fct  him 
off,  no  ftudy'd  looks,  nor  artful  pofture ——but  nature 
did  it  all ^  ...  . 

Mrs.  Sul.  Better  and  better— —one  touch  more 
come 

Dor.  But  then  his  looks— did  you  obferve  his  eyes  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Yes,  yes,  I  did his  eyes;  well,  what 

of  his  eyes  ? 

Dor.  Sprightly,  but  not  wandering ;  they  feemed  to 

view,  but  never  gazed  on  any  thing  but  me and  then. 

his  looks  fo  humble  were,  and  yet  fo  noble,  that  they 
aimed  to  tell  me,  that  he  could  with  pride  die  at  my  feet, 
though  he  fcorn'd  flavery  any  where  elfe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  phyfic  works  purely. How  d'ye  find 

yourfelf  now,  my  dear  ? 

Dor.  Hem!  Much  better,  my  dear — Oh,  here  comes 
our  Mercury ! 

Enter  Scrub. 

Dor.  Well,  Scrub,  what  news  of  the  genjJeman  ? 

Scrub.  Madam,  I  have  brought  you  a  whole  packet  of 
news. 

Dor.  Open  it  quickly  ;  come. 

Scrub.  In  the  firft  place,  I  enquired  who  the  gentle 
man  was  ?    They  told  me  he  was  a  ftranger.     Secondly, 
I  afked  what  the  gentleman  was  ?  They  anfwered  and 
(aid,  that  they  never  faw  him  before.    Thrdly,  I  en 
quired 
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<juired  what  countryman  he  was  ?  They  replied,  'twas 
more  than  they  knew.  Fourthly,  I  demanded  whence 
he  came  ?  Their  anftver  was,  they  could  not  tell.  And 
fifthly,  I  afked  whither  he  went  ?  and  they  replied,  they 

knew  nothing  of  the  rhatter. And  this  is  all  I  could 

learn. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  what  do  the  people  fay  ?  Can't  they 
guefs'? 

"  Scrub.  Why  fome  think  he's  a  fpy,  fome  guefs  he's  a 
mountebank,  fome  fay  one  thing,  fome  another  ;  but  for 
my  own  part,  I  believe  he's  a  Jefuit. 

Lor.  A  Jefuit !  why  a  Jefuit  ? 

Scrub.  Bccaufe  he  keeps  his  horfes  always  ready  fad  - 
died,  and  his  footman  talks  French. 

Mrs.  Siil.  His  footman  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  he  and  the  count's  footman  were  gabbering 
French  like  two  intriguing  ducks  in  a  mill-pond  ;  and  I 
believe  they  talked  of  me,  for  they  laughed  confumedly. 

Dor.  What  fort  of  livery  has  the  footman  ? 

Scrub.  Livery  !  lord,  Madam,  I  took  him  for  a  cap 
tain,  he's  fo  bedizened  with  lace  ;  and  then  he  has  top* 
to  hia  flioes,  up  to  his  mid-leg,  a  filvcr-headeci  cane  ui»- 
gling  at  his  knuckles  : he  caries  his  hands  in  his  poc 
kets,  and  walks  juft  fo  [Walks  in  a  French  air.]  and  has 

a  fine  long  periwig  tied  up  in  a  bag Lord,  Madam, 

he's  clear  another  fort  of  a  man  than  I. 

Mrs.  Sui.  That  may  eafily  be But  what  (hall  we 

do  row,  fitter  ? 

Dor.  I  have  it this  fellow  has  a  world  of  fimplici* 

ty,  and  fome  cunning  j  the  firft  hides  the  latter  by  abun 
dance/ Scrub. 

Scrub.  Madam. 

Dor.  We  have  a  great  mind  to  know  who  this  gentle 
man  is,  only  for  our  fat  is  faction. 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  it  would  be  a  fatisfa£Hon,  no 
doubt. 

Dor.  You  muft  go  and  get  acquainted  with  his  foot 
man,  and  invite  him  hither  to  drink  a  bottle  of  your  ale, 
becaufe  you're  butler  to-day. 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  butler  every  Sunday. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  brave  filter!  o'  my  confcience  you  under- 

fland  the  mathematics  already.— 'Tis  the  beft  plot  in  the 

C  a  world! 
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world  !  your  mother,  you  know,  will  be  gone  to  church, 
my  fpoufe  will  be  got  to  the  alehoufe  with  his  fcoundrels, 
and  the  houfe  will  be  our  own fo  we  drop  in  by  ac 
cident,  and  afk  the  fellow  fomequeftionsourfelves.  In 
the  country,  you  know,  any  ftranger  is  company,  and 
we  are  glad  to  take  up  with  the  butler  in  a  country  dance, 
and  happy  if  he'll  do  us  the  favour. 

Scrub.  Oh,  Madam,  you  wrong  me;  I  never  refusM 
your  ladyfliip  the  favour  in  my  life. 
Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  Ladies,  dinner's  upon  table. 

Dor.  Scrub,  we'll  excule  your  waiting go  where 

we  order'd  you. 

Scrub.  I  fhall. 

SCENE  changes  to  tie    Inn. 
Enter  Aimwell  and  Archer. 

Arch.  Well,  Tom,  I  find  you're  a  markfman. 

Aim.  A  markfman  !  who  fo  blind  could  be  as  not  di- 
fcern  a  fwan  among  the  ravens  ? 

Arch.  Well,  but  heark'e,  Aimwell. 

Aim*  Airnwell!  call  me  Oroondatcs,  Cefario,  Amadis, 
all  that  romance  can  in  a  lover  paint,  and  then  I'll  an- 
fwer.  Oh,  Archer  !  I  read  her  thoufands  in  her  looks ; 
fhe  looked  like  Ceres  in  her  harveft  ;  corn,  wine,  and 
oil,  milk,  honey,  gardens,  groves,  and  purling  ilreams, 
played  on  her  plenteous  face. 

Arch.  Her  face !  her  pocket,  you  mean  !  the  corn, 
wine  and  oil  lie  there.  In  fhort,  fhe  has  twenty  thou- 
i'and  pounds,  that*s  the  Englifli  on't. 

Aim.  Her  eyes 

Arch.  Are  demi-cannons,  to  be  fure  j  fo  I  won't  ftand 
their  battery.  [Going. 

Aim.  Pray,  excufe  me,    my  paflion  muft  have  vent. 

Arch.  Paflion  !  what  a  plague,  d'ye  think  thefe  ro 
mantic  airs  will  do  our  bufinefs  ?  Were  my  temper  as 
extravagant  as  yours,  my  adventures  have  fomething 
more  romantic  by  half. 

Aim.  Your  adventures! 

Arch.  Yes. 

The  nymph  that  with  her  twice  ten  hundred  pounds, 
With  brazen  engine  hot,  and  o»if  clear  ilarchcd, 

Can 
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Can  fire  the  gueft  in  warming  of  the  bed 

There's  a  touch  of  fublime  Milton  for  you,  and  the  fub- 
jecl  but  an  inn-keeper's  daughter.  I  can  play  with  a  girl 
as  an  angler  does  with  his  fi(h  ;  he  keeps  it  at  the  end  of 
his  line,  runs  it  up  the  flream,  and  down  the  ftream,  till 
ar  hilt  he  brings  it  to  hand,  tickles  the  trout,  and  ib 
whips  it  into  his  bafker. 

Enter  Boniface. 

Bon.  Mr.  Martin,  as  the  faying  is  ;  yonder's  an  ho- 
neft  fellow  below,  my  lady  Bountiful's  butler,  who  begs 
the  honour  that  you  would  go  home  with  him  and  fee 
his  cellar. 

Arch.  Do  my  baifcmains  to  the  gentleman,  and  tell 
him,  I  will  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  wait  on  him  imme 
diately,  as  the  faying  is. 

Eon.  I  fliall  do  your  worihip's  commands,  as  the  fay 
ing  is.  [£•*•//,  bowing  obfequioufly. 
Aim.  What  do  I  hear  ?  Soft  Orpheus  play,    and  fair 
Toftida  fing  ! 

Arch.  Pfhaw  !  Damn  your  raptures  ;  I  tell  you  here's 
a  pump  going  to  be  put  into  the  veffel,  and  the  {hip 
will  get  into  harbour,  my  life  on't.     You  fay  there'* 
another  lady  very  handfome  there. 
Aim.  Yes,  faith. 

Arch.  I  am  in  love  with  her  already. 
Aim.  Can't  you  give  me  a  bill  upon  Cherry  in  the 
mean  time  ? 

Arch.  No,  no,  friend,    all  her  corn,  wine,    and  oil 

is  ingrofs'd  to  my  market And  once  more  I  warn 

you,  to  keep  your  anchorage  clear  of  mine  ;  for  if 
you  fall  foul  of  me,  by  this  light,  you  (hall  go  to  the 
bottom  -  'What,  make  a  prize  of  my  little  frigate, 
while  I  am  upon  the  cruize  for  you  !  You're  a  pretty 
fellow  indeed !  [Exit. 

Enter  Boniface. 

Aim.  Well,  well,    I   won't Landlord,    have  you 

any  tolerable  company  in  the  houfe  ?  I  don't  care  for 
dining  alone. 

£att.  Yes,  Sir,  there's  a  Captain  below,  as  the  faying 
Is,  that  arriv'd  about  an  hour  ago. 

Aim,    Gentlemen  of    his  coat   arc  welcome  every- 
C  3  where; 
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where  ;  will  you  make  a  compliment  for  me,   and  tell 
him  I  fliould  be  glad  of  his  company,  that's  all  ? 

Bon.  Who  (hall  I  tell  him,  Sir,  wou'd 

Aim,  Ha !    That  ftroke  was  well  thrown  in I'm. 

only  a  traveller,  like  himfelf,  and  would  be  glad  of  his 
company,  that's  all. 

Bon.  I  obey  your  commands,  as  the  faying  is.   [Exit. 
Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  'Sdeath  !  I  had  forgot ;  what  title  will  you 
give  yourfelf  ? 

Aim.  My  brother's,  to  be  fure ;  he  would  never  give 
me  any  thing  elfe,  fo  I'll  make  bold  with  his  honour 
this  bout You  know  the  reft  of  your  cue  ? 

Aicb.  Ay,  ay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gibbet. 

Gib.  Sir,  I'm  yours. 

Aim.  'Tis  more  than  I  deferve,  Sir,  for  I  don't  knovr 
you, 

Gib.  I  don't  wonder  at  that,  Sir,  for  you  never  faw 
me  before — I  hope.  [AJide. 

Aim.  And  pray,  Sir,  how  came  I  by  the  honour  of 
feeing  you  now  ? 

Gib.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  intrude  upon  any  gentleman— 
but  my  landlord 

Aim.  Oh,  Sir,  I  alk  your  pardon,  you  are  the  Cap 
tain  he  told  me  of. 

Gib.  At  your  fervice,  Sir. 

Aim.  What  regiment,  may  I  be  fo  bold  ? 

Gib.  A  marching  regiment,  Sir ;  an  old  corps. 

Aim.  Very  old,  if  your  coat  be  regimental. 
You  have  ferved  abroad,  Sir  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  in  the  Plantations;  'twas  my  lot  to 
be  fent  into  the  worft  fervice ;  I  would  have  quitted 
it  indeed,  but  a  man  of  honour,  you  know.  Befides, 
'twas  for  the  good  of  my  country  that  I  fhou'd  be 
abroad — Any  thing  for  the  good  of  one's  country — I'm 
a  Roman  for  that. 

Aim.  One  of  the  firfl,  I'll  lay  my  life.  [A/u?e.]  Yo« 
found  the  Weft-Indies  very  hot,  Sir  ? 

Gib,  Ay,  Sir,  too  hot  for  me* 
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Aim.  Pray,     Sir,    han't   I  feen  your  face  at  Will's 
Coffee-houfe  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  and  at  White's  too. 
Aim.  And  where's  your  company  now,  Captain  ? 
Gib.  They  an't  come  yet. 
Aim.  Why,  d'ye  expert  them  here  ? 
Gib.  They'll  be  here  to  night,  Sir. 
Aim.  Which  way  do  they  march  ? 
Gib.  Acrofs  the  country. — The  devil's  in't  if  I  han't 
faid    enough  to   encourage    him   to   declare — But   I'm 
afraid  he's  not  right,  I  muft,  tack  about.  [AJide, 

Aim.  Is  your  company  to  quarter  at  Litchfield  ? 
Gib.  In  this  houfe,  Sir. 
Aim.  What,  all? 

Gib.  My  company  is  but  thin,  ha,  ha,  ha !  We  are 
but  three,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Aim.  You  are  merry,  Sir  ? 

Gib.  Ay,  Sir,  you  muft  excufe  me.  Sir,  I  un- 
derftand  the  world,  efpecially  the  art  of  travelling.  I 
don't  care,  Sir,  for  anfwering  queftions  directly  upon 
the  road — for  I  generally  ride  with  a  charge  about 
me. 

Aim.  Three  or  four,  I  believe.  [Aftde. 

Gib.  I  am  credibly  inform'd  that  there  are  highway 
men  upon  this  quarter ;  not,  Sir,  that  I  could  fufpeft 
a  gentleman  of  your  figure— —But  truly,  Sir,  I  have 
got  fuch  a  way  of  evafion  upon  the  road,  that  I  don't 
care  for  fpeaking  truth  to  any  man. 

Aim.  Your  caution  may  be  neceflary Then  I  pre- 

fume  you're  no  Captain. 

Gib.  Not  I,  Sir  :  Captain  is  a  good  travelling  name, 
and  fo  I  take  it ;  it  flops  a  great  many  foolilh  enquiries 
that  are  generally  made  about  gentlemen  that  travel : 
it  gives  a  man  an  air  of  fomething,  and  makes  the  draw 
ers  obedient And  thus  far  I  am  a  Captain,  and 

no  farther. 

Aim.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  true  profeffion  ? 
Gib.  Oh,  Sir,  you  muft  excufe  me — upon  my  word, 
Sir,  I  don't  think  it  fare  to  tell  you. 

Aim.  Ha,  ha!  Upon  my  word,  I  commend  you. 

Enter  Boniface. 
Well,  Mr. Boniface,  what's  the  news? 

i  Bon. 
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Ban.  There's  another  gentleman  below,    as  the  faying 
is,  that  hearing  you  were  but  two,  would  be  glad,  to 
make  the  third  man,  if  you'd  give  him  leare. 
Aim.  What  is  he? 
Son.  A  clergyman,  as  the  faying  is. 
Aim.  A  clergyman  !    Is  he  really  a  clergyman  ?  or  is 
it  only  his  travelling-name,  as  my  friend  the  Captain 
has  it? 

Bon.  Oh,   Sir,   he's  a  prieft,   and   chaplain  to  the 
French  officers  in  town. 
Aim.  Is  he  a  Frenchman  ? 
Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  born  at  Bruflels. 
Gib.  A  Frenchman,  and  a  prieft  !   I  won*t  be  fcen  in 
his  company,  Sirj    I  have  a  value  for  my  reputation, 
Sir. 

Aim.  Nay,  but  Captain,  fince  we  are  by  ourfelves 
—Can  he  fpeak  Englifli,  landlord  ? 

Bon.  Very  well,  Sir ;  you  may  know  him,  as  the 
faying  is,  to  be  a  foreigner  by  his  accent,  and  that's 
all. 

Aim.  Then  he  has  been  in  England  before  ? 
Bon.  Never,  Sir ;    but  he's  mailer  of  languages,  as 
the  faying  is ;  he  talks  Latin ;    it  does  me  good  to  hear 
him  talk  Latin. 

Aim,  Then  you  underftand  Latin,  Mr.  Boniface  ? 
Bon.  Not  I,  Sir,  as  the  faying  is ;    but  he  talks  it 
fo  very  faft,  that  I'm  fure  it  muft  be  good. 
Aim.  Pray  defire  him  to  walk  up. 
Bon.  Here  he  is,  as  the  faying  is.  / 

Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Save  you,  gentlemens  bote. 
Aim.  A  Frenchman !    Sir,    your  moft  humble  fer* 
vant. 

Foig.  Och,  dear  joy,  I  am  your  moft  faithful  flier- 
tranr,  and  yours  alfho. 

Gib.  Doctor,  you  talk  very  good  Englifh,  but  you 
have  a  mighty  twang  of  the  foreigner. 

Foig.  My  Englifli  is  very  well,  for  the  vords,  but 
we  foreigners,  you  know,  cannot  bring  our  tongues 
about  the  pronunciation  fo  foon. 

Aim.  A  foreigner!  A  downright  Teague,  by  this 
light.  \Afide. 1  Were  you  bora  iu  France,  Doftor  ? 
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I  was  educated  in  France,  but  I  was  horned  at 
Bruflels :  I  am  a  fubjeft  of  the  king  of  Spain,  joy. 

Gib.  What  king  of  Spain,  Sir?  Speak. 

Foig.  Upon  my  (haul,  joy,  I  cannot  tell  you  as 
yet. 

Aim.  Nay,  Captain,  that  was  too  hard  upon  the 
Doctor,  he's  a  ftrauger. 

Foig.  Oh,  let  him  alone,  dear  joy,  I'm  of  a  nation 
that  is  noteafily  put  out  of  countenance. 

Aim.  Come,  gentlemen,  I'll  end  the  difpute  - 
Here,  landlord,  is  dinner  ready  ? 

Bon.  Upon  the  table,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  Gentlemen'        pray that  door.— — 

Foig.  No,  no,  fait,  the  Captain  m uft  lead. 

Aim.  No,  Doctor,  the  church  is  our  guide. 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  is \Exltforemoft,  tbry  fJIow. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  gallery  In  Lady  Bountiful's  houfe. 

Enter  Archer  and  Scrub  finglng^  and  hugging  one  ano 
ther  ;  Scrub  with  a  tankard  in  bis  bandt  Gipfey 
liftenlng  at  a  dijlance. 

Scrub.  Tall,    all,   dall— —  Come,  my  dear  boy 
let  us  hare  that  fong  once  more. 

Arch.  No,    no,   we  (hall  difturb  the  family— —but 
will  you  be  fure  to  keep  the  fecret  ? 

Scrub.  Pho  !  Upon  my  honour,  as  I'm  a  gentleman. 

Arch.  'Tis  enough You  muft  know  then,  that  my 

matter  is  the  lord  vifcount  Aimwell ;  he  fought  a  duel 
t'other  day  in  London,  wounded  his  man.  fo  dange- 
roufly  that  he  thinks  fit  to  withdraw  till  he  hears  whether 
the  gentleman's  wounds  be  mortal  or  not :  he  never 
was  in  this  part  of  England  before,  fo  he  chofe  to  retire 
to  this  place,  that's  all. 

Gip.  And  that's  enough  for  me.  [Exit* 

Scrub.  And  where  were  yeu  when  your  mafter  fought  ? 

Arch.  We  never  know  of  our  matters'  quarrels. 

Scrub.  No !  If  our  matters  in  the  country  here  re 
ceive  a  challenge,  the  firft  thing  they  do  is  to  tell  their 
wives ;  the  wife  tells  the  fervants,  the  fervants  alarm 
the  tenants,  and  in  half  an  hour  you  fhall  have  the 
whole  country  up  in  arms  -  • 

Arch, 
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Arch.   To   hinder  two   men  from   doing  what  they 

have  no  mind  for But  if  you  fliould  chance  to  talk, 

now,  of  this  bufinefs  ? 

Scrub.  Talk  !  Ah,  Sir,  had  I  not  learn'd  the  knack 
of  holding  my  tongue,  I  had  never  liv'd  fo  long  in  a 
great  family. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay,  to  be  fure,  there  are  fecrets  in  all 
families. 

Scrub.    Secrets,    O  Lud ! but  I'll  fay  no  more. 

Come,  fit  down,    we'll  make  an    end    of  our  'tankard, 
here. 

Arch.  With  all  my  heart :  who  knows  but  you  and 
I  may  come  to  be  better  acquainted,  eh  ?  Here's  your 
lady's  health  :  you  have  three,  J  think  j  and  to  be  fure 
there  muft  be  fecrets  among  'em. 

. '  .,  ub.  Secrets!  Ah!  Friend,  friend! — I  wifli  I  had 
a  fi  icnd. 

Arcfj.  Ana  I  not  your  friend?  Come,  you  and  I 
will  be  fworn  brothers. 

Scrub.  Shall  we  ?     - 

Arch.  From  this  minute— — — Gire  me  a  kifs.  And 
now,  brother  Scrub. 

Scrub.  And  now,  brother  Martin,  I  will  tell  you  a 
fecret  that  will  make  your  hair  ftand  an  end.  You 
muft  know,  that  I  am  confumedly  in  love. 

Arcb.  That's  a  terrible  fecret,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Scrub.  That  jade,  Gipfey,  that  was  with  us  juft  now 
in  the  cellar,  is  the  erranteft  whore  that  ever  wore  a 
petticoat,  and  I'm  dying  for  love  of  her. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Are  you  in  love  with  her  per- 
fon,  or  her  virtue,  brother  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.  I  fhould  like  virtue  beft,  becaufe  it's  more 
durable  than  beauty  ;  for  virtue  holds  good  with  fome 
women,  long  and  many  a  day  after  they  have  loft  it. 

Arch.  In  the  country,  I  grant  ye,  where  no  wo 
man's  virtue  is  loft,  till  a  baftard  be  found. 

Scrub.  Ay,  cou'd  I  bring  her  to  a  baftard,  I  fliould 
have  her  all  to  myfelf ;  but  I  dare  not  put  it  upon  that 
lay,  for  fear  of  being  fent  for  a  foldier — Pray,  brother, 
how  do  you  gentlemen  in  London  like  that  fame  pref- 
ling  a6t  ? 

"Arcb.  Very  ill,   brother  Scrub— — 'Tis  the  worft  that 

ever 
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«ver  was  made  for  us ;  formerly,  I  remember  the  good 
days  when  we  could  dun  our  matters  for  our  wages, 
and  if  they  refufed  to  pay  us,  we  could  have  a  warrant 
to  carry  'em  before  a  Juftice;  but  now,  if  we  talk 
of  eating,  they  have  a  warrant  for  us,  and  carry  us 
before  three  Juftices.  , 

Scrub.  And  to  be  fure  we  go,  if  we  talk  of  eating  ; 
for  the  Juftices  won't  give  their  own  feryants  a  bad  ex 
ample  Now  this  is  my  misfortune — I  dare  not  fpeak 
in  the  houfe,  while  that  jade,  Gipfey,  dings  about  like  a 
fury.  Once  I  had  the  better  end  or"  the  ftaff. 

Arch.  And  how  comes  the  change  now? 

Scrub.  Why,  the  mother  of  all  this  mifchief  is  a 
prielr. 

Arch.  A  prieft ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  adamn'd  fonof  a  whoreof  Babylon,  that 
came  over  hither  to  fay  grace  to  the  French  officers,  and 

eat  up  our  provifions- There's  not  a  day  goes  over  his 

head  without  a  dinner  or  fupper  in  this  houfe. 

Arch.  How  came  he  fo  familiar  in  the  family  ! 

Scrub.  Becaufehe  fpeaks  Englifh  as  if  he  had  liv'd  here 
all  his  life,  and  tells  lies  as  if  he  had  been  a  traveller 
from  his  cradle. 

Arch.  And  this  prieft,  I'm  afraid,  has  converted  the 
affeftions  of  your  Gipfey. 

Scrub.  Converted  !  ay,  and  perverted,  my  dear  friend 
for  I'm  afraid  he  has  made  her  a  whore  and  a  pa- 
pift — But  this  is  not  all ;  there's  the  French  count  and 
Mrs.  Sullen,  they're  in  the  confederacy,  and  for  fome 
private  end  of  their  own  too,  to  be  fure. 

Arch.  A  very  hopeful  family,  yours,  brother  Scrub  ; 
I  fuppofe  the  maiden  lady  has  her  lover  too. 

Scrub.  Not  that  I   know She's  the  beft  on   'em, 

that's  the  truth  on't :  but  they  take  care  to  prevent  my 
curiofity,  by  giving  me  fo  much  bufinefs  that  I  am  a  per* 
feel  flave  : — What  d'ye  think  is  my  place  in  this  family  ? 

Arch.  Butler,  I  fuppofe. 

Scrub.  Ah,  Lord  help  your  filly  head — I'll  tell  you— 
Of  a  Monday  I  drive  the  coach  ;  of  a  Tuefday  I  drive 
the  plough  ;  on  Wednefday  I  follow  the  hounds ;  on 
Thurfday  I  dun  the  tenants ;  on  Friday  I  go  to  market ; 

on 
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on  Saturday  I  draw  warrants  ;  and  on    Sunday   I   draw 
beer. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  if  variety  be  a  pleafure  in  life, 
you  have  enough  on't,  my  dear  brother— But  what  ladies 
are  thofe  ? 

Scrub.  Ours,  ours ;  that  upon  the  right  hand  is  Mrs. 

Sullen,  and  the  other  Mrs.  Dorinda Don't  mind  'em, 

fit  ftill,  man 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  have  heard  my  brother  talk  of  my  lord 
Aimwell,  but  they  fay  that  his  brother  is  the  finer  gen 
tleman. 

Dor.  That's  impoffible,  fitter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  He's  vaftly  rich,  and  very  clofe,  they  fay. 

Dor.  No  matter  for  that ;  if  I  can  creep  into  his  heart, 
I'll  open  his  breaft,  I  warrant  him  :  I  have  heard  fay, 
that  people  may  be  guefs'd  at  by  the  behaviour  of  their 
fervants  ;  I  cou'd  wifh  we  might  talk  to  that  fellow. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So  do  I ;  for  I  think  he's  a  very  pretty  fellow. 
Come  this  way  ;  I'll  throw  out  a  lure  for  him  prefcntly. 
\Tbey  walk  a  turn  to  the  oppojltefide  of  the  Jtage*     Mrs. 
Sullen  drops  her  fan ,  Archer  runst  takes  it  ufa  and 
gives  it  to  her. 

Arch.  Corn,  wine,  and  oil,  indeed — But  I  think  the 
wife  has  the  greateft  plenty  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  flie  ftiould 

be  my  choice— Ay,  ay,  fay  you  fo — Madam your 

ladyfliip's  fan. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Sir,  I  thank  you  -What  a  handfome  bow 
fhe  fellow  made  ! 

Dor.  Bow!  Why,  I  have  known  feveral  footmen  come 
down  from  London,  fet  up  here  for  dancing-mailers,  and 
carry  off  the  beft  fortunes  in  the  country. 

Arch.  [A/ide.]  That  projeft,  for  aught  I  know,  had 
been  better  than  ours — Brother  Scrub,  why  don't  you  in 
troduce  me  ? 

Scrub.  Ladle?,  this  is  the  ftrange  gentleman's  fervant 
that  you  faw  at  church  to-day  ;  I  underftood  he  came  from 
London,  and  fo  I  invited  him  to  the  cellar,  that  he  might 
fliew  me  the  neweft  flourifh  in  whetting  my  knives. 

Dor.  And  I  hope  you  have  made  much  of  him  ? 

Arth.  O  yes,  Madam;  but  the  ftrength  of  your  lady 
fliip's 
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lip's  liquor  is  a  little  too  potent  for  the  conftitution  of 
onr  humble  fervant. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  then  you  don't  ufually  drink  ale. 

Arch.  No  Madam,  my  conftant  drink  is  tea,  or  a  little 
vine  and  water  !  'tis  prelcribed  me  by  the  phyfician,  for 

remedy  againft  the  fpleen, 

Scrub.  O  la  !  O  la  ! — a  footman  have  the  fpleen  ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  thought  that  diftemper  had  been  only  pro- 
>er  to  people  of  quality. 

Artb.  Madam,  like  all  other  fafliions,  it  wears  out, 
,nd  fo  defcends  to  their  fervants  :  tho'  in  a  great  many  of 
is,  I  believe,  it  proceeds  from  fome  melancholy  particles 
a  the  blood,  oc«afioned  by  the  ftagnation  of  wages. 

Dor.  How  affecledly  the  fellow  taiks  ! — How  long, 
>ray,  have  you  ferv'd  your  prefent  mafler  ? 

Arcb.  Not  long ;  my  life  has  been  moftly  fpent  in  the 
irviceof  the  ladies. 

Mrs.  Sid.  And,  pray,  which  fervice  do  you  like  befl  ? 

Arcb.  Madam,  the  ladies  pay  beft  ;  the  honour  of  fer- 
ing  them  is  fufficient  wages  :  there  is  a  charm  in  their 
soks  that  delivers  a  pleafure  with  their  commands,  and 
;ives  our  duty  the  wings  of  inclination. 

Mrs.  Sul.  That  flight  was  above  the  pitch  of  a  livery  : 
nd,  Sir,  wou'd  not  you  be  fatisfyM  to  fcrve  a  lady  again  ? 

Ard).  As  groom  of  the  chambers,  Madam,  but  not  as 
footman. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  fuppofe  you  ferv'd  as  footman  before. 

Arcb.  For  that  reafon  I  wou'd  not  ferve  in  that  pod 
gain  ;  for  my  memory  is  too  weak  for  the  load  of  inef- 
iges  that  the  ladies  lay  upon  their  fervants  in  London  : 
ly  Lady  How-d'ye,  the  latl  miftrefs  I  ferv'd,  cali'd  me 
p  one  morning,  and  told  me,  Martin,  go  to  my  Lady 
.llnight  with  my  humble  fervice  ;  tell  her  I  was  to  wait 
n  her  ladyfhip  yefterday,  and  left  word  with  Mrs.  Re- 
:cca,  that  the  preliminaries  of  the  affair  fhe  knows  of, 
e  ilopt  till  we  know  the  concurrence  of  the  perfon  that 
know  of,  for  which  there  are  circumftances  wanting 
•hich  we  fliall  accommodate  at  the  old  place  ;  but  that  in 
ic  mean  time^there  is  a  perfon  about  her  ladyfhip,  that 
om  fcveral  hints  and  fucmifes,  was  acceflary  at  a  certain, 
me  to  the  difappointments  that  naturally  attend  things, 
at  to  her  knowledge  are  of  more  importance———— 
*  D  Mrt. 
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Mrs.  Sul.  and  Dor.  Ha,  ha !  where  are  you  goinj 
Sir? 

Arch.  Why,  Iha'n't  half  done. 

Scrub.  I  fliould  not  remember  a  quarter  of  it. 

/trch.  The  whole  how-d'ye,  was  about  half  an  hou 
lt>ng  ;  fo  I  happened  to  mifplace  two  fyllables,  and  wa 
turned  off,  and  rendered  incapable 

Dor.  The  pleafanteft  fellow,  fifter,  I  ever  faw. — But 
friend,  if  your  mafter  be  married — I  prefume  you  ftil 
ferve  a  lady  ? 

Arch.  No,  Madam,  I  take  care  never  to  come  into  a 
married  family,  the  commands  of  the  mafter  and  miftref 
are  always  fo  contrary,  that  'tis  impoffible  to  pleafe  both 

Dor.  There's  a  main  point  gain'd.—  My  lord  is  no 
married,  I  find.  \AJldc 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  I  wonder,  friend,  that  in  fo  many  gooc 
fervices,  you  had  not  a  better  provifion  made  for  you  ! 

Arch.  I  don't  know  how,  Madam. but  I  am  ver 

well  as  I  am. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Something  for  a  pair  of  gloves. 

\Offering  him  mtncy 

Arch.  I  humbly  beg  leave  to  be  excufed.  My  mafter 
Madam,  pays  me  ;  nor  dare  I  take  money  from  an 
other  hand,  without  injuring  his  honour,  and  difobey 
ing  his  commands.  [Exi 

Scrub.  Brother  Martin,  brother  Martin. 

Arch.  What  do  you  fay,  brother  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.  Take  the  money,  and  give  it  to  me. 

[Exeunt  Archer  and  Scrub* 

Dor.  This  is  furprifing.  Did  you  ever  fee  fo  pretty  a 
well-bred  fellow  ? 

Mrs.  SuJ.  The  devil  take  him  for  wearing  the  livery. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  fifter,  he  may  be  fome  gentleman,  ai 
friend  of  my  lord's,  that  his  lordflvip  has  pitch'd  upon  for! 
his  courage,  fidelity,  and  difcretion,  to  bear  him  com-j 
pany  in  this  drefs,  and  who,  ten  to  one,  was  hisfecondj 

Mrs.  Sul.  It  is  fo,  it  jnuft  be  fo,  and  it  (hall  be  fo— , 
for  I  like  him. 

Dor.  What !  better  than  the  count ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  count  happened  to  be  the  moft  agreeable' 
man  upon  the  place ;  and  fo  I  chofe  him  to  ferve  me  in 

my 
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ny  defign  upon   my  hufband But  I  fliould  like  this 

ellow  better  in  a  defign  upon  inyfelf. 

Dor.  But  now,  lifter,  for  an  interview  with  this  lord, 
md  this  gentleman  ;  how  fhall  we  bring  that  about  ? 
Mrs.  Sul.  Patience  !  you  country  ladies  give  no  quar- 

er,  *  if  once  you  be  entered.' Wou'd  you  prevent 

heir  defires,  and  give  the  fellows  no  wifhing  time  ?--- 
Look'e,  Dorinda,  if  my  Lord  Aimwell  loves  you  or  de- 
"erves  you,  he'll  find  a  way  to  fee  you,  and  there  we  mud 
eave  it  •  •  •  My  buiinefs  comes  now  upon  the  tapis 

Have  you  prepared  your  brother  ? 

Dor.  Yes,    yes, 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  how  did  he  relifh  it  ? 
Dor.  He  faid  little,  mumbled  fomething   to   himfelf 
nd  promifed  to  be  guided  by  me— but  here  he  comes-  -- 

Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  What  finging  was  that  I  heard  juft  now  ? 
Mrs.  Sul.  The  iinging  in  your  head,  my  dear  \  you 
complained  of  it  all  day. 
Sul.  You're  impertinent. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  was  ever  fo,  rince  I  became  one  flefh  with 
you. 

Sul.  One  flefti !  rather  two  carcafes  joined  unnatural 
ly  together. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Or  rather,    a  living  foul  coupled  to  a  dead 
body. 

Dor.  So,  this  is  fine  encouragement  for  me  ! 
Sul.  Yes,  my  wife  mews  you  what  you  muft  do. 
Mrs.  Sul.  And  my  hufband  fhews  you  what  you  muft 
f i.ffer. 

Sul.  'Sdeath  !  why  can't  you  be  filent  ? 
Mrs.  SuJ.  'Sdeath  !  why  «an't  I  talk  ? 
Sul.  Do  you  talk  to  any  purpofe  ! 
Mrs.  Sul.  Do  you  think  to  any  purpofe  ? 
Sul.  Sifter,  heark'e— \WhiJpers.]  I  fhan't  be  home  till 
[t  be  late.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  did  he  whifper  to  ye  r 
Dor.  That  he  would  go  round  the  back  way,  come  in 
to  the  clofet,  and  liften  as  I  directed  him.     But   let  me 
beg  once  more,  dear  fifter,  to  drop  this  projeft  :  for,  as 
[  told  you  before,  inftead  of  awaking  him  to  kindnefs, 
D  2  you 
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you  may  provoke  him  to  rage  ;  and  then  who  knows  hovwj 
tar  Ins  brutality  may  carry  him  ? 

Mrs.  Sul»  I'm  provided  to  receive  him,  I  warrant  youJj 
Away. 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT.         IV. 

SCENE     continues. 

Hitter  Dorinda,  meeting  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Lady  Bountiful, 

DoP  INDA. 

NEWS,  dear  fifter,  news,  news  \ 
Enter  Archer  running. 

Arch.  Where,  where  is  my  Lady  Bountiful  ?— Pray 
which  is  the  old  lady  of  you  three  ? 

L.  Bnun.  I  am. 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  the  fame  of  your  ladyfhip'g  chari 
ty,  goodnefs,  benevolence,  (kill,  and  ability,  have  drawn 
me  hither  to  implore  your  ladyfliip's  help  in  behalf  ofj 
my  unfortunate  matter,  who  is  this  moment  breathing 
his  laft. 

Lady  Boun.  Your  mailer !  where  is  he  ? 

Arch.  At  your  gate,  Madam  :  drawn  by  the  appearance 
of  your  handfome  houfe  to  view  it  nearer,  and  walking 
up  the  avenue,  he  was  taken  ill  of  a  fudden,  with  a  fort 
of  I  know  not  what :  but  down  he  fell,  and  there  he  lies.. 

L.  Bonn.  Here,  Scrub,  Gipfey,  all  run,  get  my  eafy . 
chair  down  flairs,  put  the  gentleman  in  it,  and  bring  him 
in  quickly,  quickly. 

Arch.  Heaven  will  reward  your  ladyfliip  for  this  cha-' 
riiable  aft. 

L.  Boun.  Is  your  mafter  ufed  to  thefe  fits  ? 

Arch.  O,  yes,  Madam,  frequently.— —I  have  known 
him  have  five  or  fix  of  a  night. 

L  Boun.  What's  his  name  ? 

Arch.  Lord,  Madam,  he's  a  dying;  a  minute's  care  or 
neglect,  may  fave  or  deftroy  his  life. 

L.  Bvun.  Ah,  poor  gentleman  !  Come,  frien  d  fhev 
me  the  way  ;  I'll  fee  him  brought  in  myfelf, 

[Ex it  with  Archer, 
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Dor.  O,  fitter,  my  heart  flutters  about  ftrangely,  I 
can  hardly  forbear  running  to  his  aifittance. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  I'll  lay  my  life  he  deferves  your  affi- 
ftancemore  than  he  wants.  Did  not  I  tell  you  that  my 
lord  would  find  a  way  to  come  at  you.  Love's  his  diftem- 
per,  and  you  mult  be  the  phyficiati ;  put  on  all  your 
charms,  fummon  all  your  fire  into  your  eyes,  plant  the 
whole  artillery  of  your  looks  againilhis  breaft,  and  down 
with  him, 

Dor.  O,  lifter,  I'm  but  a  young  gunner ;  I  fhall  be 
afraid  to  (hoot,  for  fear  the  piece  fliould  recoil,  and  hurt 
myfelf. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Never  fear ;  you  fhall  fee  me  {hoot  before 
you,  if  you  will. 

Dor.  No,  no,  dear  fitter,  you  have  mifs'd  your  mark 
fo  unfortunately,  that  I  flian't  care  for  being  instructed  by 
you. 

Enter  Aimwell  in  a  chair  carried  by  Archer  and  Scrub. 
Lady  Bountiful,  Gipfey ,  Aimwell  counterfeiting  a 
fvjoon. 

L.  Boun.  Here,    here,  let's  fee    the  hartfhorn  drops 
—Gipfey,  a  glafs  of  fair  water,  his  fit's  very  ilrong 
Blefs  me,  how  his  hands  are  clench'd  ! 

Arch.  Forlhame,  ladies,  what  d'ye  do  ?  Why  don't 
you  help  us  >  -Pray,  Madam,  [To  Dorinda.]  take  his 
hand,  and  open  it,  if  you  can,  whilft  I  hold  his  head. 

[Dorinda  takes  bis  band. 

Dor.  Poor  gentleman Oh---he  has  got  my  hand 

within  his,  and  fqueezes  it  unmercifully 

L.  Boun.  'Tis  the  violence  of  his  convulfion,  child. 
Arch.  O,  Madam,  he's  perfectly  poflefs'd  in  thefe  ca 
fes — He'll  bite  you,  if  you  don't  have  a  care. 
Dor.  Oh,  my  hand  !  my  hand  ! 

L.  Boun.  What's  the  matter  with   the   foolifli  girl  !  I 

have  got  this  hand  open,  you  fee,  with  a  great  deal  of  eafe. 

Arch.  Aye,  but,   Madam,     your  daughter's    hand  is 

fomewbat   warmer  than   your   ladylhip's,    and  the   heat 

of  it  draws  the  force  of  the  fpirits  that  way. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  find,  friend,  you  are  very  learned  in  thefe 
fort  of  fits. 

Atcb.  'Tis  no  wonder,    Madam,    for  I'm  often  trou 
D  3  tie 
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bled  with  them  myfelf ;    I  find  myfelf  extrcmly  ill  at 
this  minute.  [Looking  hard  at  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [AJide.]  I  fancy  I  cou'd  find  a  way  to  cure 
you. 

L.  Botfti.  His  fit  holds  him  very  long. 
An-lj.  Longer  than  ufual,  Madam. 
L.  Bonn.  Where  did  his  illnefs  take  him  firft,  pray  ? 
Arch.  To-day,  at  church,  Madam. 
/>.  Bonn.  In  what  manner  was  he  taken  ? 
Arch.  Very   ftrangely,    my  lady.     He  was  of  a  fud- 
den  touched  with  fomething  in  his  eyes,  which  at  the 
firft  he  only  felt,  but  could  not  tell  whether  it  was  pain 
or  pleafure. 

L.  Boun.  Wind,  nothing  but  wind.  Your  mafter 
fhould  never  go  without  a  bottle  to  fmell  to— Oh  ! — 
he  recovers — the  lavender  water — fome  feathers  to  burn 
under  his  nofe.  Hungary  water  to  rub  his  temples. — 
Oh,  he  comes  to  himfelf.  Hem  a  little,  Sir,  hem,— 
Gipfey,  bring  the  cordial  water. 

[Aimwell  feems  to  awake  in  amaze. 
Dor.  How  do  you,  Sir? 
Aim.  Where  am  I  ? 

Sure  I  have  pafs'd  the  gulf  of  filent  death, 
And  now  am  landed  on  th*  Elylian  more — 
Behold  the  goddefs  of  thofe  happy  plains, 
Fair  Proferpine— Let  me  adore  thy  bright  divinity. 

[Kneels  to  Dorinda,  and  kijfes  her  band. 
Mrs.  Sul.  So,  fo,  fo,  I  knew  where  the  fit  would  end. 
Aim.  Eurydice  perhaps——— 
How  cou'd  thy  Orpheus  keep  his  word, 
And  not  look  back  on  thee  ? 
No  treafure  but  thyfelf  cou'd  fure  have  brib'd  him 
To  look  one  minute  off  thee. 

L.  Boun.  Delirious,  poor  gentleman  ! 

Arch.  Very  delirious,  Madam,  very  delirious, 

Aim.  Martin's  voice,  I  think. 

Arch.  Yes,  my  lord. How  does  your  lordfliip  ? 

L.  Boun.  Lord  !  Did  you  mind  that,  girls  ? 
Aim,  Where  am  I  ? 

Arch.  In  very  good  hands,  Sir.— You  were  taken  juft 
now  with  one  of  your  old  fits,  under  the  trees,  juft 
by  this  good  lady's  koufcj  her  ladyfliip  had  you  taken 

in, 
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*n,  and  has  miraculoufly  brought  you  to  yourfelf,  as 
you  fee. 

Aim.  I  am  fo  confounded  with  lhame,  Madam,  that 
I  can  now  only  beg  pardon — and  refer  my  ?cknovvledg- 
ments  for  your  ladyfhip's  care,  till  an  opportunity  offers 
of  making  fome  amends.  I  dare  to  be  no  longer  trou- 
blefome.  Martin,  give  two  guineas  to  the  ftrvants. 

\Go!ng. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  may  catch  cold  by  going  fo  foon  info 
the  air ;  you  don't  look,  Sir,  as  if  you  were  perfectly 
recovered. 

[Here  Archer  talks  to  Lady  Bountiful  in  dumibfyew, 

Aim.  That  I  fhall  never  be,  Madam ;  my  prefent 
illnefs  is  fo  rooted,  that  I  muft  expect  to  carry  it  to  my 
grave. 

L.  Boun.  Come,  Sir,  your  fervant  has  been  telling 
me  that  you  are  apt  to  relapfe,  if  you  go  into  the  air— 

Your  good-manners   flia'n't   get  the  better  of  ours 

You  fhall  lit  down  again,  Sir.  Come,  Sir,  we  don't 
mind  ceremonies  in  the  country.  Here,  Gipfey,  bring 
the  cordial  water.  Here,  Sir,  my  fervice  t'ye.  You 
(hall  tafte  my  water;  'tis  a  cordial,  I  can  allure  you, 
and  of  my  own  making.  [Aimwell  drinks.']  Drink  it  off, 
Sir.  And  how  d'ye  find  yourfelf  now,  Sir? 

Aim.  Somewhat  better ;  though  very  faint  ftiil. 

L.  Boun.  Ay,  ay,  people  are  always  faint  after  thofe 
fits.  Come,  girls,  you  fliall  (hew  the  gentleman  the 
houfe  :  'tis  but  an  eld  family  building,  Sir ;  but  you 
had  better  walk  about  and  cool  by  degrees,  than  venture 
immediately  into  the  air  :  but  you'll  find  fome  tolerable 
pictures.  Dorinda,  fliew  the  gentleman  the  way.  [£*//.} 
I  muft  go  to  the  poor  woman  below. 

Dor.  This  way,  Sir. 

Aim.  Ladies,  fliall  I  beg  leave  for  my  fervant  to  wait 
on  you,  for  he  underftands  pictures  very  well* 

Mn.Stil.  Sir,  we  underftand  originals  as  well  as  he 
does  pictures,  fo  he  may  come  along. 

[Exeunt  Dor.  Mrs.  Sul.  Arch.  Aim.  leads  Dor, 
Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Save  you,  Mailer  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir,  I  won't  be  fav'd  your  way.  I  hate  a 
.priert,  I  abhor  the  French,  and  I  defy  the  devil.  Sir, 

I  am 
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I  am  a  bold  Briton,  and  will  fpill  the  laft  drop  of  my 
blood  to  keep  out  popery  and  flavery. 

Foig.  Mader  Scrub,  you  would  put  me  down  in  poli 
tics,  and  fo  I  wou'd  be  fpeaking  with  Mrs.  Gipfey. 

Scrub.  Good  Mr.  Pr'tett,  you  can't  fpeak  with  her  ; 
(he's  fick,  Sir;  (he's  gone  abroad,  Sir;  (lie's — dead  two 
months  ago,  Sir. 

Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  How  now,  impudence  !  How  dare  you  talk  fo 
faucily  to  the  Doctor  ?  Pray,  Sir,  don't  take  it  ill ;  for 
the  common  people  of  England  are  not  fo  civil  to  ftran- 

gers,  as 

Scrub.  You  lie,  you  lie  !  'Tis  the  common  people, 
fuch  as  you  are,  that  are  civileft  to  ftrangers. 

Gip.  Sirrah,  1  have  a  good  mind  to — Get  you  out,  I 
fay. 

Scrub.  I  won't. 

Gip.  You  won't,  fauce-box.  Pray,  Doctor,  what  is 
the  Captain's  name  that  came  to  your  inn  lait  night  ? 

Scrub.  The  Captain  !  Ah,  the  devil !  There  (he  ham 
pers  me  again  ;  the  Captain  has  me  on  one  fide,  and  the 
prieft  on  the  other  :  fo  between  the  gown  and  fword 
I  have  a  fine  time  on  it.  [Going, 

Gip.  What,  firrah,  won't  you  march  ? 
Scrub.  No,  my  dear,  I  won't  march  :  but  I  will  walk  : 
-     -.And  I'll  make  bold  to  liften  a  little  too. 

[Goes  behind  the  Jiiie-Jlene,  and  lijlens*  . 
Gip.  Indeed,  Dodlor,  the  Count  has  been  babaroufly 
treated,  that  is  the  truth  on  it. 

Foig.  Ah,  Mrs.  Gipfey  !  upon  my  flioul,  now  gra, 
his  complainings  would  mollify  the  marrow  in  your 
bones,  and  move  the  bowels  of  your  commiferation; 
he  weeps,  and  he  dances,  and  he  fifties,  and  he  fweart, 
and  he  laughs,  and  he  ftamps,  and  he  lings ;  in  con- 
clufion,  joy,  he's  afflicted,  a  la  Francois,  and  a  {Iran-  , 
ger  would  not  know  vvhider  to  cry  or  to  laugh  with 
him. 

Gip.  What  wou'd  you  have  me  do,  Doftor  ? 
Foig.  Noting,  joy,  but  only  hide  the  Count  iu  Mrs. 
Sullen's  clofet,  when  it  is  dark. 

Gip.  Nothing!    Is  that  nothing  ?    It  would  be  both  a 
fin  and  a  fhame,  Doclor. 
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Foig,  Here  are  twenty  louidores,  joy,  for  your  fhamej 
and  I  will  give  you  anabfolution  for  the  fliin. 

G/p.  But  won't  that  money  look  like  a  bribe  ? 

foig.  Dat  is  according  as  you  fliall  tauk  it.  If  you 
receive  the  money  before-hand,  'twill  be,  logice,  a 
bribe  ;  but  if  you  ftay  till  afterwards,  'twill  be,  only 
a  gratification. 

G'p.  Well,  Dodor,  I'll  take  it  logice.  But  what 
mull  I  do  with  my  confcience,  Sir  ? 

Folg.  Leave  dat  wid  me,  joy  ;  I  am  your  prieft,  gra  j 
and  your  confcience  is  under  my  hands. 

Gip.  But  fliould  I  put  the  count  into  the  clofet  ? 

Foig.  Veil,  is  dere  any  (hin  for  a  man's  being  in  a 
cloihet  ?  One  may  go  to  prayers  into  a  clofliet. 

G-ip.  But  if  the  lady  iliou'd  come  into  her  chamber, 
and  go  to  bed  ? 

Fofg.  Vel,  and  is  dere  any  fhin  in  going  to  bed,  joy  ? 

Gip.  Ay,  but  if  the  parties  fhou'd  meet,  Doctor? 

Ifoig.  Vel,  den,  the  parties  muft  be  refponfible.  Do 
you  begone,  after  putting  the  Count  into  the  clofet,  and 
leave  the  fhins  wid  themfeives.  I  will  come  with  the 
Count  to  inftrudt  you  in  your  chamber. 

G;p.  Well,  Doctor,  your  religion  is  fo  pure;  *  me- 
'  thinks  I'm  foeafy  after  an  abfolution,  and  can  fin  afrelh 
*  with  fo  much  fecurity,'  that  I'm  tefolved  to  die  a  mar 
tyr  it  to.  Here's  the  key  of  the  garden-door  ;  come  in 
the  back  way,  when  'tis  late  ;  I'll  be  ready  to  receive 
you.  But  don't  fo  much  as  whifper  ;  only  take  hold  of 
my  hand  ;  I'll  lead  you,  and  do  you  lead  the  Count,  and 
follow  me.  \_Excunt. 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  What  witchcraft  now  have  thefe  two  imps  of 
the  devil  been  a  hatching  here  ?  There's  twenty  lewi- 
dores  ;  I  heard  that,  andfaw  the  purfe  :  but  I  muft  give 
room  to  my  betters. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Archer. 

Mrs,  Sul.  Pray,  Sir,  [To  Archer.]  How  d'ye  like  that 
piece  ? 

Arch.  Oh!  'tis  Leda.  You  find,  Madam,  how  Jupi 
ter  came  difguifed  to  make  love. 

j\In.  Sul.  Pray,  Sir,  what  head  is  that  in  the  corner 
there  ? 

Arch. 
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Arch.  Oh,  Madam,  'tis  poor  Ovid  in  his  exile. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  was  he  banithed  for  ? 

Arch.  His  ambitious  love,  Madam.  [Bnving.]  His 
misfortune  touches  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Was  he  fuccefsful  in  his  amours  ? 

Arch.  There  he  has  left  us  in  the  dark.  He  was  too 
much  a  gentleman  to  tell. 

Mrs.  Sal.  If  he  were  fecret,  I  pity  him. 

Arch.  If  he  were  fuccefsful,  I  envy  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  d'ye  like  that  Venus  over  the  chimney  ? 

Arch.  Venus !  I  proteft,  Madam,  I  took  it  for  your 
picture ;  bur,  now  I  look  again,  'tis  not  handfome 
enough. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Oh,  what  a  charm  is  flattery  !  If  you  would 
fee  my  piclure,  there  it  is,  over  the  cabinet.  How  d'ye 
like  it  ? 

Arch.  I  muft  admire  any  thing,  Madam,  that  has  the 
leaft  reiemblance  of  you.     Bur,  meihinks,  Madam 
(  He  looks  at  the  pifture  <**</Mrs.  Sullen  three  or  four  times 
by  turns,]  Pray,  Madam,  who  drew  it  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  famous  hand,  Sir. 

[Here  Aimwell  and  Dorinda^-0^ 

Arch.  A  famous  hand,  Madam  !  Your  eyes,  indeed, 
are  featured  here;  but  where's  the  fparkling  moifture, 
ihining  fluid,  in  which  they  fwim  ?  The  picture,  indeed, 
has  your  dimples  ;  but  where's  the  fwarm  of  killing 
Cupids  that  fhould  ambufh  there  ?  The  lips  too  are  fi 
gured  out;  but  where's  the  carnation  dew,  the  pouting 
ripenefs,  that  tempts  the  tafte  in  the  original  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  it  been  my  lot  to  have  matched  with 
fuch  a  man  !  [Afide. 

Arch.  Your  breafts  too;  prefumptuous  man  !  What! 
paint  heaven  !  A-propos,  Madam,  in  the  very  next  pic 
ture  is  Salmonius,  that  was  ftruck  dead  with  lightning,  for 
offering  to  imitate  Jove's  thunder  j  I  hope  you  ferved 
the  painter  fo,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  my  eyes  the  power  of  thunder,  they 
fhould  employ  their  lightning  better. 

Arch.  There's  the  fineft  bed  in  that  room,  Madam  ;  I 
ftsppofe  'tis  your  Ladyfliip's  bed-chamber. 
Mrs.  Sul.  And  what  then,  Sir? 
Arch.  I  think  the  cjuilt  is  the  richeft  that  I  ever  faw. 

I  can't, 
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I  can't  at  this  diftance,  Madam,  diftinguifh  the  figures 
of  the  embroidery,     Will  you  give  me  leave,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Siil.  The  devil  take  his  impudence---Sure,  if  I 
gave  him  an  opportunity,  he  durft  not  be  rude.  I  have 

a  great  mind    to  try, [Going,  returns.]    'Sdeath ! 

•what  am  1  doing  '.---And  alone  too  ! ---Sifter,  lifter ! 

Arch.  I'll  follow  her  clofe 

For  where  a  Frenchman  durft  attempt  to  ftorm, 

A  Briton  fure  may  well  the  work  perform.         [Going. 
Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Martin  !  Brother  Martin  ! 

Arch.  O  brother  Scrub,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  was  not 
a  going :  here's  a  guinea  my  mafter  order 'd  you. 

Scrub.  A  guinea  !  hi,  hi,  hi,  a  guinea !  Eh  --'by 
this  light  it  is  a  guinea  j  but  I  fuppofe  you  expect  twen 
ty  ftiillings  in  change. 

Arch.  Not  at  all ;  I  have  another  for  Gipfey. 

Scrub.  A  guinea  for  her  !  Fire  and  faggot  for  the  witch 
Sir,  give  me  that  guinea;  and  I'll  difcover  a  plot. 

Arch.  A  plot ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  Sir,  a  plot,  a  horrid  plot— Firft,  it  muft 
be  a  plot,  becaufe  there's  a  woman  in't :  fecondly,  it 
muftbea  plot,  becaufe  there's  a  prieft  in't :  thirdly,  it 
muft  be  a  plot,  becaufe  there's  French  gold  in't ;  and 
fourthly,  it  muft  be  a  plot  becaufe  I  don't  know  what  to 
makeon't. 

Arch.  Nor  any  body  elfe,  I'm  afraid,  brother  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Truly  I'm  afraidfo  too ;  forwhere  there's  a  prieft 
and  a  woman,  there's  always  a  myftery,  and  a  riddle.  This 
I  know,  that  here  has  been  the  doctor  with  a  temptation  in 
one  hand,  and  an  abfolution  in  the  other,  and  Gipfey 
has  fold  herfelf  to  the  devil :  I  faw  the  price  paid  down  ; 
iny  eyes  (hall  take  their  oath  on't. 

Arch.  And  is  all  this  buftle  about  Gipfey? 

Scrub.  That's  not  all ;  I  could  hear  but  a  word  here  and 
there  ;  but  I  remember  they  mentioned  a  count,  a  clofet, 
a  back-door,  and  a  key. 

Arch.  The  count !  did  you  hear  nothing  of  Mrs.  Sul 
len  ? 

Scrub.  I  did  hear  fome  word  that  founded  that  way  : 
hut  whether  it  was  Sullen  or  Dor'nda,  I  cou'd  not  di 
ll  inguifh. 

Arch. 
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Arch.  You  have  told  this  matter  to  nobody,  brother  ? 

Scrub.  Told  !  No,  Sir,  I  thank  you  for  that  ;  I'm  re- 
fo'.ved  never  to  fpeak  one  word,  pro  nor  con,  till  we  have 
a  peace. 

Arch.  You're  i' th*  right,  brother  Scrub.  Here's  a  trea- 
•ty  a-foot  between  the  count  and  the  lady. — The  prieft 
and  the  chamber-maid  are  plenipotentiaries. — It  fhall  go 
hard  but  I'll  find  a  way  to  be  include  in  the  treaty.  Where'* 
the  doftor  now  ? 

Scrub.  He  and  Gipfey  are  this  moment  devouring  my 
•lady's  marmalade  in  the  cloft  t. 

Aim.  [From  without.]  Martin,  Martin  ! 

Arch.  I  come,  Sir,  1  come. 

Scrub.  But  you  forget  the  other  guinea,  brother  Mar 
tin. 

Arch.  Here,  I  give  it  with  all  my  heart. 

Scrub.  And  I  take  it  with  all  my  foul.  [Exeunt five- 
rally.'}  I  cod,  I'll  fpoil  your  plotting,  Mrs.  Gipfey  :  and 
if  yeu  fliou'd  fet  the  captain  on  me,  thefe  two  guineas 
wou'd  buy  me  off.  '  [Exit. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda,  meeting* 

Mrs.  Sul.  Wellv  fitter. 

Dor.  And  well,  fifter 

Mrs.  Sul.  What's  become  of  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  What's  become  of  his  fervant  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Servant !  He's  a  prettier  fellow,  and  a  finer 
'gentleman  by  fifty  degrees,  than  his  mafter. 

Dot:  O'  my  conscience,  I  fancy  you  cou'd  beg  that 
fellow  at  the  gallows'  foot. 

Mrs.  Sal.  O' my  confcience,  I  could,  provided  I  could 
put  a  friend  of  yours  in  his  room. 

Dor.  You  defired  me,  fifter,  to  leave  you,  when  you 
tranfgrefs'd  the  bounds  of  honour. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thou  dear,  cenforious  country  girl — what  doft 
mean  ?  You  can't  think  of  the  man  without  the  bedfel 
low,  I  find. 

Dor  1  don't  find  any  thing  unnatural  in  that  thought ; 
while  the  mind  is  converfant  with  flefh  and  blood,  it  mult 
conform  to  the  humours  of  the  company. 

Mrs,  Sul.  How  a  little  love  and  converfation  improve  a 

woman  ! 
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woman  !  Why,  child,  you  begin  to  life. — You  never 
ipoke  before. 

Dor.  Becaufe  I  was  never  fpoke  to  before ;  my  lord 
has  told  me,  that  I  have  more  wit  and  beauty  than  any 
of  my  fex  ;  and  truly  1  begin  to  think  the  man  is  uncere. 

Mrs.Su/.  You're  in  the  right,  Dorinda  ;  pride  is  the 
lite  of  a  woman,  and  flattery  is  our  daily  bread.  But  I'll 
hy  you  a  guinea  that  1  hud  finer  things  faid  to  me  than 
yo.u  had. 

Dor.  Done.— What  did  your  fellow  fay  to  ye  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  fellow  took  the  picture  of  Venus  for 
mine. 

Dor.  But  my  lover  took  me  for  Venus  herfelf. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Com  iron  cant  !  Had  my  fpark  called  me  a 
Venus  directly,  I  Ihould  have  believed  him  to  be  a  foot 
man  in  good  earned. 

Dor.  But  my  lover  was  upon  his  knees  to  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  mine  was  upon  his  tip-toes  to  me. 

Dor.  Mine  vowed  to  die  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Mine  fwore  to  die  with  me. 

Dor.  Mine  kifs'd  my  hand  ten  thoufand  times. 

Mrs.  SiJ.  Mine  has  all  that  pleafure  to  come. 

Dor.  Mine  fpoke  the  fofteft  moving  things. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Mine  had  his  moving  things  too. 

Dor.  Mine  offered  marriage. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Lard  !   D'ye  call  that  a  moving  thing  ? 

Dor.  The  fharpeft  arrow  in  his  quiver,  my  dear  fitter : 
—  Why,  my  twenty  thoufand  pounds  may  lie  brooding 
here  thefe  feven  years,  and  hatch  nothing  at  laft  but  fome 
ill-natur'd  clown  like  yours  -.—whereas,  if  I  marry  my 
Lord  Aimwell,  there  will  be  tkle,  place,  and  prece 
dence,  the  park,  the  play,  and  the  drawing-room,  fplen- 
dor,  equipage,  noife  and  flambeaux — Hey,  my  Lady 
AimweH's  fervants  there — Lights,  lights  to  the  flairs— 
My  Lady  Airmveli's  coach,  put  forward-— Stand  by  ;  make 
room  for  her  ladyfhip---Are  not  thefe  things  moving? 
What,  melancholy  ot  a  fudden  ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  Happy,  happy,  filler!  Your  angel  has  been 

watchful  for  your  happuieis,  whilft  mine  has  flept,  re- 

gardlefsof  his  charge---  Long  fmiiing  years  of  circling  joys 

tor  you  j  but  not  one  hour  tor  me  !  [Weeps. 

*      E  '  Dor. 
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Dor.  Come,  my  dear,  we'll  talk  on  fometliing  el  fe. 
Mrs.  Sul.  O  Dorinda,  I  own  myfelf  a  woman,  full   of 
my  fex,  a  gentle,  generous  foul,---'   eafy  and  yielding 

*  to  foft  delires  ;  a  fpacious  heart,  where  Love  and  all  his 

*  train  might  lodge  :'  and  muft  the  fair  apartment  of  my 
breaft  be  made  a  ftable  for  a  brute  to  lie  in  ! 

Dor.  Meaning  your  hufband,  I  fuppore. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hufband  !  No-—  Even  hufband  is  too  foft  a 
name  for  him-  --But  come,  I  expeft  my  brother  here  to 
night  or  to-morrow  :  he  was  abroad  when  my  father  mar- 
ry'd  me  ;  perhaps  he'll  find  a  way  to  make  me  eafy. 

•Dor.  Will  you  promife  not  to  make  yourfelt  eafy  in 
the  mean  time  with  my  lord's  friend? 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  miftake  me,  fitter  —  It  happens  with  us 
as  among  the  men,  the  greateft  talkers  -are  the  greateft 
cowards  :  and  there's  a  reafon  for  it  ;  thofe  fpirits  eva 
porate  in  prattle,  which  might  do  more  miichief  if  they 
took  another  courfe---!  hough,  to  confefs  the  truth,  I 
do  love  .that  fellow  ;  •  and  if  I  met  him  dreft  as  he 
fhou'd  be,  and  I  undreft  as  I  fliou'd  be  -  Look'e  fifler, 
1  have  no  fupernatural  gifts  ;—  —  —  I  can't  fwear  I  cou'd  re- 
lul  the  temptation  -  though  I  can  fafely  promife  to 
avoid  it  :  and  that's  as  much  as  the  beft  of  us  can  do. 


Enter  Aimwell  and  Archer  laughing. 

Arc!}.  And  the  awkward  kindnefs  of  the  good  motherly 
old  gentlewoman, 

•Aim.  And  the  coming  eafmefs  of  the  young  one.-— 
'Sdeath,  'tis  a  pity  to  deceive  her. 

Arch.  Nay,  if  you  adhere  to  thofe  principles,  Hop 
where  you  are. 

Aim.  I  can't  flop,  for  I  love  her  to  diftracYion. 

Ar>.h.  'Sdeath,  if  you  love  her  a  hair's  breadth  beyond 
difcretion,  you  muft  go  no  farther. 

Aim.  Well,  well,  any  thing  to  deliver  us  from  faunter- 
ing  away  our  idle  evenings  at  White's,  Tom's,  or  Will's 
•'  and  be  ftinted  to  bare  looking  at  our  old  acquaintance, 

*  the  cards,  becaufe  our  impotent  pockets  can't  afford  us 

*  a  guinea  for  the  mercenary  drabs  ;  and  ten  thoufand 

*  fuch   rafcally  tricks  -  had  we  outliv'd  our  fortunes 

*  among  our  acquaintance.'—  —But  now— 

2         •  •  •  Arc':. 
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Arch.  Aye,  now  is  the  time  to  prevent  all  this.— 
Strike  while  the  iron  is  "hot. ---This  prieft  is  the  luckiefl 
part  of  our  adventure ;  he  fliall  marry  you,  and  pimp 
tor  me. 

*  Aim.  But  I  fhould  not  like  a  woman  that  can  be  fo 
'  fond  of  a  Frenchman. 

'  Arch.  Alas,  Sir  !  neceffity  has  no  law  ;  the  lady  may 
*  be  in  diftrefs.'  But  if  the  plot  lies  as  I  fufpe£t---I'inuft 

put  on  the  gentleman. But  here  comes  the  dodtor.     I 

ihall  be  ready.  [£,r:V, 

Enter  Foigard, 

Foig.  Save  you,  noble  friend. 

Aim.  O  Sir,  yourfervant.  Pray,  doctor,  may  I  crave 
your  name  ? 

Foig.  Fat  naam  is  upon  me  r  My  name  is  Foigard, 
joy. 

Aim.  Foigard  !  a  very  good  name  for  a  clergyman. 
Pray,  doctor  Foigard,  were  you  ever  in  Ireland  ? 

Foig.  Ireland  !  no,  joy.  Fat  fort  of  plaace  is  dat  faam 
Ireland  ?  Dey  fay,  de  people  are  catch'd  dere  when  dey 
are  young. 

Aim*  And  fome  of  Jem  here,  when  they  are  old  - 
as  for  example-— [Takes  Foigard  by  the  Jkouldtr  J\  Sir  I  ar- 
reft  you  as  a  traitor  againft  the  government ;  you're  a  fub- 
je&of  England,  and  this  morning  (hewed  me  a  ccramif- 
iion,  by  which  you  ferved  as  chaplain  in  the  French  army. 
This  is  death  by  our  law,  and  your  reverence  muft  hang 
for  it. 

Foig.  Upon  my  ftioul,  noble  friend,  dis  is  ftrange  news 
you  tell  me ;  fader  Foigard  a  fubjeft  of  England  !  the 
fon  of  a  burgomafter  of  Bruflels  a  fubjeft  of  England  ! 
Ubooboo. 

Aim.  The  foil  of  a  bog-trottor  in  Ireland  !  Sir,  your 
tongue  will  condemn  you  befere  any  bench  in  the  king 
dom. 

Foig.  And  is  my  tongue  all  your  evidenfh,  joy% 

Aim.  That's  enough. 

Foig.  No,  no,  joy,  for  I  will  never  fpeak  Englifh  na 
more. 

Aim.  Sir,  I  have  other  evidence.— Here,  Martin, 
you  know  this  fellow. 

Enter 
E  2 
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Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  [In  a  Iroguc.]  t'aave  you,  my  dear  cuflen,  how 
does  your  health  ? 

^  Foig.  Ah  !  upon  my  fhoul,  dere  is  my  countryman,  and 
his  brogue  will  hang  mine.     [AjiJc.}  Mynhere,  Ick  wit 
neat  watt  hey  zackt,  Ick  Univertfon  ewe  neat,  facrament. 
Aim.  Altering  your  language  won't  do,  Sir  ,  this  fel 
low  knows  your  perfon,  and  will  fwear  to  your  face. 
Foig.  Faafh  !  Fey,  is  dere  brogue  upon  my  faafli  too  ? 

Arch*  Upon  my  foulvation  dere  is,  joy But,  cuf- 

fep  Mackfhane,  vill  you  not  put  a  remembrance  upon 
me  ? 

foig.  Mackfhane !  by  St.  Patrick,  dat  is  my  naame 
fluire  enough,  {AJide. 

Aim.  I  fancy,  Archer,  you  have  it. 
foig.  The  devil   hang  you,   joy  .     By  fat   ac 

quaintance  are  you  my  cuflen  ? 

Arch.  O,  the  devil  hang  yourfelf,  joy  ;  you  know  we 
were  little  boys  togeder  upon  de  fchool,  and  your  fofter- 
moder'a  fon.  was  marry'd  u»>on  py  nurfe's  ftiifter,  joy, 
and  fo  we  are  Irifh  cuflens. 

Foig.  De  devil  take  de  relation !  Vel,joy,  and  fat-fchool 
Was  n  \ 

Arcl.  I  think  it  vas---Aay---'tw3STIpperary. 
foig.  Now,  upon  my  fiioi.il,  joy,  it  was  Kilkenny. 
Arch.  That's   enough  for  us---Self  confeffion —     ~ 
Come,  Sir,  we  in uft  deliver  you  into  the  hands  of  the 
next  magidrate. 

Aim.  He  fends- you  to  gaol,  you're  try'd  next  affixes, 
and  away  you  gofwing  into  purgatory. 
Foig.  And  is  it  fo  wid  you,  cuflen  ? 
drcb.  It. vill  be  fo  vid  you,  cuffen ;  if  you  don't  imme 
diately  confefs   the    ft  cret  between  you  and  Mrs.  Gip- 

fey Look'e,  Sir,  the  gallows  or  the  fecier,  take  your 

choice. 

Foig.  The  gallows  !  Upon  my  fiioul  I  hate  that  fliame 
gallows,  for  it  is  a  difcafhe  d.it  is  fatal  to  our  family 
Vel,  den,  there  is  noting,  flientlemens,  but  Mrs.  Sul 
len  wou'd  fpeak  wid  de  count  in  her  chamber  at  midnight, 
and  dere  is  no  harm,  joy,  for  I  am  to  conduct  the  count 
to  de  plaafli  myfelf. 
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Arch*  As  I  gucfs'd— — Have  you  communicated  the 
matter  to  the  count. 

Foig.  1  have  not  (been  him  fince. 

Arch.  Right  agen  ;  why  then,  do&or — you  fball 
conduct  me  to  the  lady  inftead  of  the  count. 

Foig.  Fat,  my  cumen  to  the  lady  !  Upon  my  ihoul, 
gra,  dat's  too  much  upon  the  brogue. 

Arch.  Come,  come,  doctor,  confider  we  have  got  a 
rope  about  your  neck,  and  if  you  offer  to  fpeak,  we'll 
ftop  your  wind-pipe,  moll  certainly  ;  we  fhall  have  ano 
ther  job  for  you  in  a  day  or  two,  I  hope. 

Aim.  Here's  company  coming  this  way  ;  let's  into  my 
chamber,  and  there  concert  our  affairs  farther. 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear  cuflen,  come  along.      \Exeunt. 

Foig.  Arra,  the  devil  take  our  relalhion. 

Enter  Boniface,    Hounflow,    and  Bagfhot  at  one  dwr\ 
Gibbet  at  the  oppofoe. 

Gib.  Well,  gentlemen,  'tis  a  fine  night  for  our  enter- 
prize. 

Hounf.  Dark  as  hell. 

Bag.  And  blows  like  the  devil  ;  our  landlord  here  has 
fliew'd  us  the  window  where  we  muft  break  in,  and  tells 
us  the  plate  Hands  in  the  wainfcot  cupboard  in  the  parlour. 

Bon.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bagfhot,  as  the  faying  is,  knives 
and  forks,  cups  and  cans,  tumblers  and  tankards  — 
There's  one  tankard,  as  the  laying  is,  that's  near  upon  as 
big  as  me  ;  it  was  a  prefent  to  the  'fquire  from  his  god 
mother,  and  fmells  of  nutmeg  and  to.ul  like  an  Eaft-In- 
ia  (hip. 

Hounf.  Then  you  fay  we  muft  divide  at  the  ftair  head. 

Bon.  Yes,  Mr.  Hounflow,  as  the  faying  is Atone 

end  of  the  gallery  .lies  my  Lady  Bonntiful  and  her  daugh 
ter  ;  and,  at  the  other,  Mrs.  Sullen  —  As  for  the  'fquire— • 

Gib,  He's  fafe  enough,  I  have  fairly  enter'd  him,  and 
he's  more  than  half  feas  over  already-  But  fuch  a 

parcel  of  fcoundrels  aregot  about  him  there^  that,  *e-gad, 
I  was  afhame,d  to  be  fecn  in  their  company. 

Bon.  'Tis  now  twelve,  as  the  faying  is — Gentlemen, 
you  muft  fet  out  at  one. 

Gib.  Hounflow,  do  you  and  Bagfhot  fee  our  arms  fix'd, 
aiid  I'll  come  to  you  prefently. 
E  3 
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Hounf,  and  Bag.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Gib.  Well,  my  dear  Bonny,  you  aflure  me  that  Scrub 
is  a  coward. 

Bon.  A  chicken,  as  the  faying  is.  You'll  have  no 
creature  to  deal  with  but  the  ladies. 

Gib.  And  I  can  aflure  you,  friend,  there's  a  great 
deal  of  addrefs  and  good-manners  in  robbing  a  lady  ;  I 
am  the  moft  a  gentleman  that  way  that  ever  travelled 
the  road — But,  my  dear  Bonny,  this  prize  will  be  a 
galleon,  a  Vigo  bufinefs.  I  warrant  you  we  fhall  bring 
off  three  or  four  thoufand  pound. 

Bon.  In  plate,  jewels,  and  money,  as  the  faying  is, 
you  may. 

Gib.  Why  then,  Tyburn,  I  defy  thee  ;  I'll  get  up 
to  town,  fell  off  my  horfe  and  arms,  buy  inyfelf  fome 
pretty  employment  in  the  law,  and  be  as  fnug  and  as 
honeft  as.  e'er  a  long  gown  of  them  all. 

Bon.  And  what  think  you  then  of  my  daughter  Cherry 
for  a  wife  ? 

Gip.  Look'e,  my  dear  Bonny  :  Cherry  is  the  god- 
defs  I  adore,  as  the  fong  goes ;  but  it  is  a  maxim,  that 
man  and  wife  fliould  never  have  it  in  their  power  to 
hang  one  another  ;  for  if  they  fhou'd,  the  Lord  have 
mercy  upon  them  both.  \_Excnnt. 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 
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SCENE  continues.     Knocking  without* 
Enter  Boniface. 

BONIFACE. 

coming.     A  coach  and  fix  foaming  hor- 
fes  at  this  time  o'night !    Some  great  man,    as  the 
faying  is,  for  he  fcorns  to  travel  with  other  people. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Freeman. 

S:'r  Cb.    What,  fellow!    a  public  houfe,    and  a-bed 
when  other  people  deep  ! 

Bon.  I  an't  a-bed,  as  the  faying  is. 
Sir  Cb.  1  fee  that,  as  the  faying  is !    Is  Mr.  Sullen's 
family  a-bed,  think'e  ? 

Bon. 
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Son.  All  but  the  '{quire  himfelf,  Sir,  as  the  faying 
is  ;  he's  in  the  houfe. 

Sir  Cb.  What  company  has  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  Sir,  there's  the  conftable,  Mr.  Gage 
the  excifeman,  the  hunch-back'd  barber,  and  two  pr 
three  other  gentlemen. 

Sir  Cb.  I  find  my  lifter's  letters  gave  me  the  true  pic. 
ture  of  her  fpoufe. 

Enter  Sullen,  drunk. 

Son.  Sir,  here's  the  'fquire. 

Sal.  The  puppies  left  me  afleep Sir. 

Sir.  Cb.  Well,  Sir. 

SuL  Sir,  I  am  an  unfortunate  man — 'I  have  three 
thoufand  pounds  a  year,  and  I  can't  get  a  man  to  drink 
a  cup  of  ale  with  me. 

Sir  Ch.  That's  very  hard. 

Sul.  Ay,  Sir — And  unlefs  you  have  pity  upon  me, 
and  fmeke  one  pipe  with  me,  I  mafl  e'en  go  home  to  my 
wife,  and  I  had  rather  go  to  the  devil  by  half. 

Sir  Ch.    But  1  prefume,    Sir,    you  won't  fee  your 

wife  to-night,  fhe'll  be  gone  to  bed you  don't  ule  to 

lie  with  your  wife  in  that  pickle  ? 

Sul.  What!  Not  lie  with  my  wife!  Why,  Sir,  do 
you  take  me  for  an  athieft  or  a  rake  ? 

SirCb.  If  you  hate  her,  Sir,  I  think  you  had  better 
lie  from  her. 

Sul.  I  think  fo  too,  friend.  But  I  am  a  Juftice  of 
the  peace,  and  muft  do  nothing  againft  the  law. 

SlrCb.  Law!  As  I  take  if,  Mr.  Juftice,  nobody  ob- 
ferves  law  for  law's  fake,  only  for  the  good  of  thole  for 
whom  it  was  made. 

Sul.  But  if  the  law  orders  me  to  fend  you  to  gaol,  you 
muft  lie  there,  my  friend. 

Sir  Cb.  Not  unlefs  I  commit  a  crime  to  deferve  it. 

Sul.  A  crime  !  Oons,  an't  I  marry'd  ? 

Sir  Cb.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  call  marriage  a  crime,  yoa 
muftdifovvn  it  for  a  law. 

Sul.  Eh ! — I  muft  be  acquainted  with  you  Sir.  But, 
Sir,  I  (hould  be  very  glad  to  know  the  truth  of  this 
matter. 

Sir  Cb,  Truth,  Sir,  is  a  profound  fea,  and  few  there 

be 
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be  that  dare  wade  deep  enough  to  find  the  bottom  on'>, 
Befides,  Sir,  I  am  afraid  the  line  of  your  underftanding 
may  not  be  long  enough. 

Sul.  Look'e,  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your 
fea  of  truth,  but  if  a  good  parcel  of  land  can  entitle  a 
man  to  a  little  truth,  I  have  as  much  as  any  he  in  the 
county. 

Bon.  I  never  heard  your  worftiip,  as  the  faying  is, 
talk  fo  much  before. 

S;l.  Becaufe  I  never  met  with  a  man  that  I  lik'd 
before. 

Bon.  Pray,  Sir,  as  the  faying  is,  let  me  afk  you  one 
queftion  :  are  not  man  and  wife  one  flefh  ? 

Sir  Cb.  You  and  your  wife,  Mr.  Guts,  may  be  one 
flefh,  becaufe  you  are  nothing  elfe — But  rational  crea 
tures  have  minds  that  muft  be  united. 

Sul.  Minds  ! 

Sir  Cb.  Ay,  minds,  Sir.  Don't  you  think  that  the 
mind  takes  place  of  the  body  ? 

Sul.  In  fome  people. 

Sir  Cb.  Then  the  intereft  of  the  matter  mufl  be  con- 
fulted  before  that  of  the  fervant. 

Sul.  Sir,  you  fhall  dine  with  me  to-morrow Oon?, 

I  always  thought  that  we  were  naturally  one. 

Sir  Cb.  Sir,  I  know  that  my  two  hands  are  naturally 
one,  becaufe  they  love  one  another,  '  kifs  one  ano 
ther,'  help  one  another  in  all  actions  of  life  ;  but  \ 
cou'd  not  fay  fo  much  if  they  were  always  at  cuffs. 

Sul.  Then  'tis  plain  that  we  are  two. 

Sir  Cb.  Why  don't  you  part  with  her,  Sir  ? 

Sul.  Will  you  take  her,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ch.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sul.  You  fhall  have  her  to-morrow  morning,  and  a 
venifon  pafty  into  the  bargain, 
.    SirCb.  Yau'll  let  me  have  her  fortune  too  ? 

Sul.  Fortune !  Why,  Sir,  I  have  no  quarrel  to  het 
fortune  •  I  hate  only  the  woman,  Sir,  and  none 

but  the  woman  fhall  go. 

Sir  Cb.  But  her  fortune,  Sir  i 

.    Sul.  Can  you  play  at  whift,  Sir  i 

Sir  Cb.  No,  truly,  Sir. 

Sul.  Nor  at  all-fours  ? 

Sir  Ch. 
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Sir  Ch.  Neither. 

Sul.  Oons !  Where  was  this  man  bred.  [4fi<lc.~\  Burn 
me,  Sir,  I  can't  go  home,  'tis  but  two  o'clock. 

Sir  Ch.  For  half  an  hour,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe— But 
you  muft  confident  is  late. 

Sul.  Late  !  That's  the  reafon  I  can't  go  to  bed- 
Come,  Sir———  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cherry,  runs  acr&fs  the  Jlagc,  and  knocks  at  Aim- 
well's  chamler-door.  Enter  Aimwell,  in  bit  night-tap 
and  gown. 

Aim.  What's  the  matter  ?  You  tremble,  child ;  you 
are  frighted  ! 

Cher.  No  wonder,  Sir — But  in  fhort,  Sir,  this  very 
minute  a  gang  of  rogues  are  gone  to  rob  my  Lady 
Bountiful's  houfe. 

dim.  How  ! 

Cher.  1  dogg'd  them  to  the  very  d«or,  an,d  left  'cm 
breaking  in. 

Aim.  Have  you  alarm'd  any  body  elfc  with  the 
news  ? 

Cher.  No,  no,  Sir ;  I  wanted  to  have  difcover'd  the 
whole  pior,  and  twenty  other  things,  to  your  jnan  Mar 
tin  ;  but  I  have  fearch'd  the  whole  houie,  and  can't 
find  him  :  where  is  he  ? 

Aim.  No  matter,  child ;  will  you  guide  me  imme- 
xliarely  to  the  houfe  ? 

Cher.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir;  my  Lady  Bountiful  is 
my  godmother,  and  I  love  Mrs.  Dorinda  fo  well 

Aim.  Dorinda  !  The  name  infpires  me  ;  the  glory  and 
the  danger  fhall  be  all  my  own.  Come,  my  Hie,  let  me 
but  get  my  fward.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to. the  led-chaniber  in  Lady  Bouutiful's 
hovfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda,  vndrefs'd;    a  table  anjl 
lighrs. 

Dor.  'Tis  very  late,  filler ;  no  news  of  your  fpoufe 
yet  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,    I  am  condemn'd  to  be  alone  tUl  to. 

wards 
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wards  four,  and  then,  perhaps,  I  may  be  executed  with> 
his  company. 

Dor.  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  leave  you  to  your  reft; 
you  will  go  directly  to  bed,  I  fuppofe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  don't  know  what  to  do  ;   heigh-ho  ! 

Dor.  That's  a  defiling  figh,  filter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  This  is  a  languifhing  hour,  filter. 

Dor.  And  might  prove  a  critical  minute,  if  the  pretty 
fellow  were  here. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Here  '.  What,  in  my  bed-chamber,  at  two» 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  undreib'd,  the  family  afleep, 
my  hated  hulband  abroad,  and  my  lovely  fellow  at  my 
feet.  O  gad,  fitter. 

Dor.  Thoughts  are  free,  filter,  and  them  I  allow  you. 
So,  my  dear,  good  night.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  good  reit  to  my  dear  Dorinda.  Thoughts 
are  free  !  Are  they  fo?  '  Why  then,  fuppofe  him  here, 
drefs'd  like  a  youthful,  gay,  and  burning  bridegroom, 
[Here  Archer  fie  ah  out  of  the  do/ft."]  with  tongue  en 
chanting,  eyes  bewitching,  knees  imploring.  [Turns  a 
little  on  one  jidt,  and  fees  Archer  in  the  fofture  Jbe  a*c- 
fcrilcs.']  Ah  !  [Shrieks*  and  runs  to  the  other  file  of  the 
Stage.']  Have  my  thoughts  rais'd  a  fpirit  ?  What  are 
you,  Sir,  a  man  or  a  devil  ? 

Arch.  A  man,  a  man  !  Madam. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  fhall  I  be  fure  of  it  / 

Arch.  Madam,  I'll  give  you  demonftration  this  mi 
nute.  [Takes  her  land. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What,  Sir !  Do  you  intend  to  be  rude  ? 

Arcb.  Yes,  Madam,  if  you  p'eafe, 

Mrs.  Sul.  In  the  name  of  wonder,  whence  came  you  ? 

Arch.  From  the  Ikies,  Madam — I  am  a  Jupiter  in 
love,  and  you  (hall  be  my  Alcmena. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  came  you  in  ? 

Arch.  I  flew  in  at  the  window,  Madam  ;  your  coufin 
Cupid  lent  me  his  wings,  and  your  filter  Venus  open'd 
the  cafement. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I'm  itruck  dumb  with  admiration. 

Arcb.  And  1.  with   wonder.  [Looks  pajfionately  at  her.] 

How  beautiful  {he  looks! The  teeming  jolly  fpring 

(miles  in  her  blooming  face,  and  when  (lie  was  conceiv'd, 
her  mother  fmelt  to  rafes,  look'd  on  lilies      — 

Lilies. 


THE    BEAUX    STRATAGEM.      59 

Lilies  unfold  their  white,  their  fragrant  charms, 
When  the  warm  fun  thus  darts  into  their  arms. 

[Runs  to  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.   Ah  !  CMr«vb.] 

Arch.  Oons,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ?  You  will 
•aife  the  hoafe. 

Mrs.  Suf.  Sir,  I'll  wake  the  dead  before  I  will  bear 

this. What  !     Approach    me   with    the    freedom    or 

a  keeper.     I  am  glad  on  it.     Your  impudence  has  cur'd 
ne. 

Arch.  If  this  be  impudence,  [Kneels.]  I  leave  to 
your  partial  felf ;  no  panting  pilgrim,  after  a  tedious, 
painful  veyage,  ever  bow'd  before  his  faint  with  more 
devotion. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Now,  now,  I  am  ruin'd,  if  he  kneels.  [A/tde.] 

Rife,  thou  proftrate  engineer,  not  all  thy  undermining 

kill  fliall  reach  rny   heart.      Rife,    and  know  I  am  a 

voman  without  my  fex  ;    I  can  love  to  all  the  tender- 

efe  of   wifhes,    fighs  and  tears.     But  go  no  farther; 

)till  to  convince  you  that  I  am  more  than  woman,  I 

an  fpeak  my  frailty,    confefs  my  weaknefs,    even  for 

ou.     But  • 

Arch.  For  me  !  [Going  to  lay  bold  en  her^ 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  Sir,  build  not  upon  that for  my 

tioft  mortal  hatred  follows,  if  you  difobey  what  I  com- 
nand  you  now — Leave  me  this  minute.     If  he  denies, 

am  loft.  [AJidc* 

Arch.  Then  you  will  promife 

Mrs  Sul.  Any  thing  another  time. 

Arch.  When  (hall  I  come  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  To-morrow  ;  when  you  will. 

Arch.  Your  lips  muft  feal  the  promife. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Prtiaw  ! 

Arch.  They  muft,  they  muft.  [Kijfis  her."]  Raptures 
nd  Paradife  !  And  why  not  now,  my  angel  ?  The 
ime,  the  place,  filence  and  fecrefy  all  confpire.  And 
low  the  confcioi>s  ftars  have  pre-ordained  this  moment 
or  my  happinefs.  [Takes  her  in  his  arms. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  will  not,  cannot,  fure. 

Anb.  If  the  fun  rides  faft,   and  difappoints  not  mor 
tals 
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«als  of  to-morrow's  dawn,  this  night  fliall  crown  my 
joys. 

Mrs.  Sul,  You  null  kill  me  firft. 

Arch.  I  will  die  with  you.  [Carrying  Jxr  off". 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thieves,  thieves,  murder 

Enter  Scrub,  in  bis  breeches,  and  one  Jhoe, 

Scrub.  Thieves,  thieves,  murder,  popery  ! 

Arch.  Ha  !  The  very  timorous  Ifog  will  kill  in  rutting 
time.  [Draws  and  offers  tojlab  Scrub, 

Scrub.  [Krieeltng.'}  O  pray,  Sir,  fpare  all  I  have,  and 
take  my  life. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [Holding  Archer's  band.]  What  does  the 
fellow  mean  ? 

Scrub.  O  Madam,  down,  upon  your  knees,  your  mar 
row-bones He's  one  of  them. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Of  whom  ? 

Scrub.  One  of  the  rogues 1  beg  your  pardon,  one 

of  the  honeft  gentlemen  that  juil  now  are  broke  into 
the  houfe. 

Arch.  How  ! 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hope  you  did  not  come  to  rob  me  ? 

Arch.  Indeed  I  did,  Madam  ;  but  I  would  have  taken 
nothing  but  what  you  might  very  well  have  fparcd ; 
but  your  crying  thieves  has  waked  this  dreaming  fool, 
and  fo  he  takes  them  for  granted. 

Scrub.  Granted!  'Tis  granted,  Sir;  take  all  we  hare. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  fellow  looks  as  if  be  were  broke  out  of 
Bedlam. 

Scrub.  Oons,  Madam,  they  are  broke  into  the  houfe 
with  fire  and  fword;  I  faw  them,  heard  them,  they'll  be 
here  this  minute. 

Arch.  What  thieves  ? 

Scrub.  Under  favour,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  (hall  we  do,  Sir  ? 

Arch.  Madam,  I  wifhyour  ladylhip  a  good  night. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  leave  me  ? 

Arch.  Leave  you  !  Lord,  Madam,  did  you  not  com 
mand  me  to  be  gone  juft  now,  upon  pain  of  your  im 
mortal  hatred  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Nay,  but  pray,  Sir [Takes  hold  of  him. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  comes  my  turn  to  be  ravifli'd 

You 
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You  fee,  Madam,  you  rauft  ufe  men  one  way  or  other; 
but  take  this  by  the  way,  good  Madam,  that  none  but 
a  fool  will  give  you  the  benefit  of  his  courage,  unlefs 
you  will  take  his  love  along  with  it.  How  are  they 
arm'd,  friend  ? 

Scrii^,  With  fword  and  piftol,  Sir. 

Arch.  Hufli !  I  fee  a  dark  lanthorn  coming  through 
the  gallery.  Madam,  be  aflured  I  will  proteft  you,  or 
lofe  my  life. 

Mrs.  SuL  Your  life !  No,  Sir,  they  can  rob  me  of 
nothing  that  I  value  half  fo  much;  therefore,  now, 
Sir,  let  me  intreat  you  to  be  gone. 

Arcb.  No,  Madam,  I  will  confult  my  own  fafety  for 
the  fake  of  yours  ;  I'll  work  by  tiratagem.  Have  you 
courage  enough  to  fhmd  the  appearance  of  them  ? 

Mrs.  Sal.  Yes,  yes,  fmce  i  have  efcaped  your  hands 
I  can  face  any  thing. 

Arcb.  Come  hither,  brother  Scrub ;  don't  you  knovr 
me  ? 

Scrub.  Eh  !  My  dear  brother,  let  me  kifs  thee. 

[Kiffet  Archer. 

Arcb.  This  way Here — 

[Archer  and  Scrub  bide  behind  the  led* 

Enter  Gibbet,  ivitb  a  dark  lantborn  In  one  band,    and  a 
piftol  in  the  other, 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  chamber,  and  the  kdy  alone. 

Mrs.  Sttl.  Who  are  you,  Sir  ?  What  would  you  have  ? 
D'ye  come  to  rob  me  ? 

Gib.  Rob  you  !  Alack-a-day,  Madam,  I  am  only  a 
younger  brother,  Madam  ;  and  fo,  Madam,  if  you 
make  a  noife,  I  will  fhoot  you  through  the  head.  But 
don't  be  afrai'4,  Madam.  [Laying  his  lanthorn  and  p'ftol 
•upon  the  table.]  Thefe  rings,  Madam  j  don't  be  con 
cerned,  Madam  ;  I  have  a  profound  refpedl  for  you, 
Madam  ;  your  keys,  Madam  ;  don't  be  frighted,  Ma 
dam,  I  am  the  molt  of  a  gentleman [Seafcbhig  itr 

pockets.'}  This  necklace,  Madam  j    I  never  was   rude  to 

any  lady  !    I  have  a  veneration — for  this  necklace 

[Here  Archer  having  come  round,  and  fcizcd  the  pifiol, 
takes  Gibbet  by  the  collar,  trips  up  his  beds,  and  claps 
the  piftol  to  his  breajl. 

*         F  Arcb. 
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Arch.  Hold,  profane  villain,  and  take  the  reward  o  f 
thy  facrilege. 

Gib.  Oh  !  pray,  Sir,  don't  kill  me  I  a'n't  prepared. 

Arch.  How  many  are  there  of  'em,  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.  Five  and  forty,  Sir. 

Arch.  Then  I  muft  kill  the  villain,  to  have  him  out  of 
the  way. 

Gib.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  !  we  are  but  three,  upon  my 
honour. 

Arch.  Scrub,  will  you  undertake  to  fecure  him  ? 

Scrub.  Not  I,  Sir;  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Arch.  Run  to  Gipfey's  chamber,  there  you'll  find  the 
doctor  ;  bring  him  hither  prefently. 

[Exit  Scrub  running. 
Come,  rogue,  if  you  have  a  fhort  prayer,  fay  it. 

Gib.  Sir,  I  have  no  prayer  at  all;  the  government  has 
provided  a  chaplain  to  fay  prayers  for  us  on  thefe  occalioni. 

Mrs.  Sal.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  kill  him you  fright  me 

as  much  as  him. 

Arch.  The  dog  fhall  die,  Madam,  for  being  the  oc- 
caiion  of  my  dilappointment — Sirrah,  this  moment  is 
your  laft. 

Gib.  bir,  I'll  give  you  two  hundred  pounds  to  fpare 
my  life. 

A'cb.  Have  you  no  more,  rafcal  ? 

(•  -'/>.  Yes,  Sir,  I  can  command  four  hundred  ;    but  I 
muit  referve  two  of  'em,  to  fave  my  life  at  the  feffions. 
Enter  Scrub  and  Foigard. 

Arch.  Here,  doctor;  I  fuppofe  Scrub  and  you,  be- 
ween  you,  may  manage  him — Lay  hold  on  him. 

[Foigard  lays  bold  of  Gibbet. 

Gil-.  What !  turn'd   over   to  the  prieft   already 

Look'e,  doctor,  you  come  before  your  time  ;  I  a'n't  con 
demn 'd"  yet,  I  thank  ye. 

Foi^.  Come,  my  dear  joy,  I  vil  fecure  your  body  and 
your  fhoul  too  ;  I  vil  make  you  a  good  catholic,  and  give 
you  an  ribfolution. 

Gib.  Absolution  !  Can  you  procure  me  a  pardon,  doc 
tor  ? 

Foig.  No,  joy 

Gib.  Then  you  and  your  abiolution  may  gc  to  the  de 
vil. 
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Arch.  Convey   him  into  the  cellar  ;   there  bind  him  : 

take  the  piflol,  and  if  he  offers  to  refill,  flioot    him 

thro'  the  head — and  come  back  to  us  with  all  the  fpecd 
you  can. 

Scrub.  £y,  ay  ;  come,  do&or,  do  you  hold  him  fa(t, 
and  I'll  guard  him.  [Exeunt. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  how  came  the  doctor  here  ? 

Arch.  In  {hort,  Madam [Sbriektag   without.]-" 

'Sdeath  ;  the  rogues  are  at  work  with  the  other  ladies  ;.--- 
*  I'm  lex'd  I  parted  with  the  pillol ;'  but  I  mult  fly  to 
their  aifillance — Will  you  (lay  here,  Madam,  or  venture 
yourfeir  with  me  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  with  you. 

[Takes  him  by  the  arm  and  exeunt. 

SCENE    changes  to  another  apartment  in  the  hwfe. 

Enter  Hounflow  dragging  in  LaJy  Bountiful,  and  Bagfhot 
hauling  in  Dorinda  ;   the  rogue,  with  Jivortfa  tt'iaiv.'i. 

Houn.  Come,  come,  your  jewels,  miftrefs. 
Bag.  Your  keys,  your  keys,    old  gentlewoman. 

Enter  Aim  well. 

Aim.  Turn  this  way,  villains !  I  durft  engage  an  army 
in  fuch  a  caufe.  [He  engages  them  both. 

Enter  Archer  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Arch.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord;  every  man  his  bird, 
pray.  [They  engage  man  to  man:  the  rogues 

are  thrown  down  anddifarmed. 

Arch.  Shall  we  kill  the  rogues  ? 

Aim.  No,  no,  we'll  bind  them. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay  ;  here,  Madam,  lend  me  your  garter. 
[To  Mrs.  Sullen,  ivbojlands  by  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  devil's  in  this  fellow  ;  he  fights, 
loves  and  banters,  all  in  a  breath.  Here's  a  cord, 
that  the  rogues  brought  with  them,  I  fuppofe. 

Arch.  Right,  right,  the  rogue's  deftiny,  a  rope  to  hang 
himfelf — Come,  my  lord---this  is  but  a  fcandalots  fort 
of  an  office.  [Binding  the  rogues  together.]  If  our  adven 
tures  fliould  end  in  this  fort  of  hangman  work  j  but  I  hope 
there  is  fomething  in  profpect  that — 

F  2  Enter 
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Enter  Scrub. 
Well,  Scrub,  have  you  fecured  your  Tartar  ? 

Scrub.  Yes,  Sir,  I  left  the  prieft  and  him  difputing 
about  religion. 

Aim.  And  pray  carry  thcfe  gentlemen  to  reap  the  be 
nefit  of  the  controverfy. 

[Delivers  the  fr  if  oners  to  Scrub,  who  leans  them  out, 

Mrs,  Sul.  Pray,  filter,  how  came  my  lord  here  ? 

Dnr.  And  pray,    how  caiv.e  the  gentleman  here  ? 

Mn.  Sul.  I'll  tell  you  the  greateft  piece  of  villainy. 

[  They  talk  apart. 

Aim.  I  fancy,  Archer,  you  have  been  more  fuccefs- 
ful  in  your  adventures  than  the  houfe-breakers. 

Arch.  No  matter  for  my  adventure,  yours  is  the  prin- 
cipal---Prefs  her  this  minute  to  marry  you- --now  while 
Ihe's  hurried  between  the  palpitation  of  her  fear  and  the 
joy  of  her  deliverance  ;  no-.v  while  the  tide  of  her  fpirits 
is*at  high  flood---throw  yourfclf  at  her  feet,  fpeak  fome 
romantic  nonfenfe  or  other--. confound  her  fenfes,  bear 
down  herreafen,  and  away  with  her---The  prieft  is  now 
in  the  cellar,  and  dares  not  refufe  to  do  the  work. 

Aim.  But  how  (hall  I  get  off  without  being  obferved  ? 

A;ch.  You  a  lover!  and  not  find  a  way  to  get  off— 
Let  me  fee. 

Aim.  You  bleed,  Archer. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  I'm  glad  on't ;  this  wound  will  do  the 
bufinefs.  I'll  amufe  the  old  lady  and  Mrs.   Sullen  about 
dreffing  my  wound,  while  you  carry  off  Dorinda. 
Enter  Lady  Bountiful. 

L.  Bonn.  Gentlemen,  could  we  underhand  how  you 
would  be  gratified  for  the  fervices ~— 

Arch.  Come,  come,  my  lady,  this  is  no  time  for  com 
pliments  ;  I'm  wounded,  'Madam. 

L.  Eoun.  and  Mrs.  Sul.  How,  wounded! 

Dor.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  received  no  hurt! 

Aim,  None  but  what  you  may  cure--- 

\Makt3  love  in  dumb  Jhew, 

JL.  Boun.  Let  me  fee  your  arm,  Sir — I  muft  have 
fome  powder-fugar  to  flop  the  blood-— O  me  !  an  ugly 
gafh  ;  upon  my  word,  Sir,  you  muft  go  to  bed. 

Arch.  Ay,  my  lady,  a  bed  would  do  very  well— Madam-, 
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[To  Mrs.  Sullen.]  will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  condud  me 
o  a  chamber  ? 

L.  Boun.  Do,  do,  daughter—while  I  get  the  lint,  and 
the  probs,  and  the  plaifter  ready. 

[Runs  out  one  way,  Aim.   carries  off  Dor.  another. 
Arch.  Come,  Madam,  why  don't  you  obey  your  mo 
ther's  commands? 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  can  you,  after  what  i  thes  part,  have 
confidence  to  alk  me  ? 

Arch.  And,  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  you,  after 
what  is  paft,  have  the  confidence  to  deny  me  P-'-Was  not 
this  blood  (bed  in  your  defence,  and  my  life  expoled  f«r 
y our  protection  ?  Look'e,  Madam,  I'm  none  of  your  ro 
mantic  fools,  that  fight  giants  and  monfters  for  nothing ; 
my  valour  is  downright  Swils,  I  am  a  foldier  of  fortune, 
and  mult  be  paid. 

Mrs.  Sul.  *  fis  ungenerous  in  you,  Sir,  to  upbraid  me 
with  yourfervices. 

Arch.  'Tis  ungenerous  in  you,  Madam,  not  to  reward 
'em. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  !  at  the  espence  of  my  honour  ? 

Arch.  Honour  !  Can  honour  confift  with  ingratitude  ? 
If  you  would  deal  like  a  woman  of  honour,  do  like  a  man 
of  honour.     D'ye  think  I  would  deny  you  in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 
Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  Madam,  my  lady  ordered  me  to  tell  you,  that 
your  brother  is  below,  at  the  gate. 

Mn.  Sul.  My  brother  !  Heavens  be  prais'd  .'—Sir,  he 
fhall  thank  you  for  your  fervices,  he  has  it  in  his  power. 

Arch.  Who  is  your  brother,   Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir  Charles  Freeman.  You'll  excufe  me, 
Sir,  I  muft  go  and  receive  him. 

.Arch.  Sir  Charles  Freeman  !  'Sdeath  and  hell  !  — 
my  old  acquaintance.  Now,  unlefs  Aimwell  has  made 
good  ufe  of  his  time,  all  our  fair  machine  goes  foufe  into 
the  fea,  like  the  Edirtone.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  gallery  In  the  fame  hoitfe. 

Enter  Aimwell  «»</Dorinda. 

Dor.  Well,    well,    my   lord,    you    have  conquered. 

Your  late  generous  adlion,  will,  I  hope,    plead  for  my 

F  3  eaiy 
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cafy  yielding ;  though,  I   muft  own,  your  lordfhip  had 
a  friend  in  the  fort  before. 

Aim.  The  fvveets   of  Hybla  dwell  upon  her  tongue. 

*  •   Here,  doctor— — — — 

Enter  Foigard«w//£  a  book. 

Foig.  Are  you  prepared,  bote  ? 

Dor.  I'm  ready:  but  firft,  my  lord,  one  word — I  have 
a  frightful  example  of  a  hafty  marriage  in  my  own  fa 
mily  ;  when  I  reflect  upon't,  it  fhocks  me.  Pray,  my 
lord,  con fider  a  little 

Aim.  Coniider !  Do  you  doubt  my  honour,  or  my 
love  ? 

Dor.  Neither.  I  do  believe  you  equally  juft  as  brave 
—And  were  your  whole  fex  drawn  out  for  me  to  chufe, 
I  fhou'd  not  caft  a  look  upon  the  multitude,  if  you  were 
abfent — But,  my  lord,  I'm  a  woman:  colours,  conceal 
ments,  may  hide  a  thoufand  faults  in  me  :  therefore  know 
me  better  firft  ;  I  hardly  dare  affirm  1  know  myfelf  in  any 
thing,  except  my  love. 

Aim.  Such  goodnefs  who  cou'd  injure  ?  I  find  myfelf 
•unequal  to  the  tafkof  villain.  She  has  gain'd  my  foul, 
and  made  it  honeft  like  her  own— -I  cannot  hurt  her. 
\AJlde  ^\  Doctor,  retire.  [Exit  Foigard.]  Madam,  behold 
your  lover  and  your  profelyte,  and  judge  of  my  pallion. 
by  my  converfion.--I'm  all  a  lie,  nor  dare  I  give  a  fiction 
to  your  arms  ;  I'm  all  a  counterfeit,  except  my  paffion. 

Dor.  Forbid  it,  heaven  !  A  counterfeit ! 

Aim.  I  am  no  lord,  but  a  poor  needy  man,  come  with 
a  mean  and  fcandalous  defiija,  to  prey  upon  your  fortune  : 

-b'.itthe  beauties  cf  your  mind  andperfon  have  fo 

won  me  from  myfelf,  that,  like  a  trufty  fervant,  I  pre 
fer  the  interefl  of  my  miftrefs  to  my  own. 

*  Dor.  Sure  I  have  had  the  dream  of  fome  poor  ma- 

*  riner ;  afleeping  image  of  a  welcome  port,  and  wake  in- 

*  volv'd  in  florins. '---Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Aim.  Brother  to  the  man  whofe  title  I  ufurped,  but 
ftranger  to  his  honour  or  his  fortune. 

Dor.  Matchlefs  honefty  !-— Once  I  was  proud,  Sir,  of 
yourvvealth  and  titte,  but  now  am  prouder  you  want  it. 
Now  I  can  ftiew  my  love  was  juflly  levelled,  and  had  no 
aim  bat  love.  Doctor,  come  in. 

Eater 
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Enter  Foigard  at  one  door,  Gipfey  at  another,  ivbo  ivbif- 
pers  Dorinda. 

Dor.  Your  pardon,  Sir  ;  we  flu'n't  want  you  now,  Sir. 

You  muftexcufe  me I'll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

[Exit  with  Gipfey. 

foig.  Upon  my  fhoul,  now  dis  is  foolifli.  [Exit. 

Aim.  Gone  !  and  bid  the  prieil  depart— It  has  an  omi 
nous  look. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  Courage,  Tom-— Shall  I  wifh  you  joy  ? 

Aim.  No. 

Arch.  Oons  !   man,  what  ha' you  been  doing  ? 

Aim.  O,  Archer,  my  honefty,  I  fear,  has  ruined  me, 

Arch.  How  ! 

Aim.  I  have  difcovered  myfelf. 

Arch.  Diicovertd  !  and  without  my  confent  ?  What ! 
Hare  I  embark'd  my  fmall  remains  in  the  fame  bottom 
with  yours,  and  you  difpofe  of  all  without  my  partner- 
fliip  ? 

Aim.  O,  Archer,  I  own  my  fault, 

Arch.  'After  cnnvicYion—'Tis  then  too  late  for  pardon 
——You  may  remember,  Mr.  Aiimvell,  that  you  propo- 
fed  this  folly — As  you  begun,  fo  end  it— Henceforth  I'll 
hunt  my  fortune  tingle So  farewel. 

Aim.  Stay,  my  dear  Archer,  but  a  minute. 

Arch.  Stay  !  What,  to  bedefpis'd,  expos'd,  and  laugh 
ed  at  !— No,  I  would  fooner  change  conditions  with 
the  worft  of  the  rogues  we  juft  now  bound,  than  bear  one 
fcornful  fmile  from  the  proud  knight  that  once  I  treated 
as  my  equal. 

Aim.  What  knight  ? 

Arch.  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  brother  to  the  lady  that 

I  had  almoft But  no  matter   for  that  ;    'tis  a  curfed 

night's  work,  and  fo  I  le^ve  you  to  make  the  belt  on*t. 

Aim.  Freeman! One  word,  Archer.     Still  I  have 

hopes ;  methought  fhe  received  my  confeifjon  with  plea- 
fure. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  who  doubts  it  ? 

Aim.  She  contented  after  to  the  match  ;  and  {till  I  dare 
believe  fhe  will  be  juft. 

Arch.  To  herfelf,  I  warrant  her,  as  you  fhou'd  have 
been. 

Aim. 
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Aim.  By  all  my  hopes  fhe  comes,  and  fouling  comes. 
Enter  Dorinda,  mighty  gay. 

Dor.  Come,  my   dear  lord — 1  fly  with  impatience  to 

your  arms The  minutes  of  my  abfence  were  a  tedious 

year.     Where's  this  prieft  ? 

Enter  Foigard. 

Arch.  Oons,  a  brave  girl ! 

Dor.  I  fuppofe,  my  lord,  this  gentleman  is  privy  to 
our  affairs  ? 

Arch.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I'm  to  be  your  father. 

Dor.  Come,  prieft,  do  your  office. 

Arch.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte,  couple  'em  any  way. 
[Takes  Aimwell'j £«»</.]  Come,  Madam,  I'm  to  give 
you 

Dor.  My  mind's  alter'd  :  I  won't. 

Arch.  Eh 

Aim.  I'm  confounded. 

Foig.  Upon  my  fhoul,  and  fois  my  fhelf. 

Arch.  What's  the  matter  now,  Madam  ? 

Dor.  Look'e,  Sir,  one  generous  aclion  deferves  another. 
This  gentleman's  honour  obliged  him  to  hide  no 
thing  from  me  ;  myjuftice  engages  me  to  conceal  no 
thing  from  him;  in  fhort,  Sir,  you  are  the  perfon  that 
you  thought  you  counterfeited ;  you  are  the  true  Lord 
Vifcount  Aimwell,  and  I  wifh  your  lordfhip  joy.  Now, 
prieft,  you  may  begone;  if  my  lord  is  now  pleas'd  with  the 
match,  let  his  lordfhip  marry  me  in  the  faceof  the  world, 

Aim.  Archer,  what  does  (lie  mean  ? 

Dar.  Here's  a  witnefs  for  my  truth. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Sir  Cb.  My  dear  lord  Aimwell,  I  wifh  you  joy. 

Aim.  Of  what  ? 

Sir  Cb.  Of  your  honour  and  eftate.  Your  brother 
died  the  day  before  I  left  London  ;  and  all  your  friends 
have  writ  after  you  to  Bruflels ;  among  the  reft  I  did  my- 
felf  the  honour, 

Arch.  Hearke,  Sir  knight,  don't  you  banter  now  ? 

Sir  Cb.  'Tis  truth,  upon  my  honour. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  the  pregnant  ftars  that  formed  th  is 
accident. 

Arch.  Thanks  to  the  womb  of  time  that  brought  it 
forth  j  away  with  it. 

Aim',. 
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Aim.  Thanks  to  my  guardian  an?;el  that  led  me  to  the 
prize [Taking  Dorinda's  band. 

Aicb.  And  doable  thanks  to  the  noble  Sir  Charles 
Freeman.  My  lord,  I  wifh  you  joy.  My  lady,  I  vvifh 
you  joy.  .'Egad,  Sir  Freeman,  you  ave  the  hone  (left  fel 
low  living.  'Sdeath,  I  am  grown  flrangely  airy  upon, 
this  matter.  My  lord»  how  d*ye  ? — A  word,  my  lord. 
Don't  you  remember  fomething  of  a  previous  agree 
ment  that  intittts  nit,  to  the  moiety  of  this  lady's  for 
tune,  which,  I  think,  will  amount  to  ten  thoufand 
pounds  ? 

Aim.  Not  a  penny,  Archer.  You  wou'd  have  cut 
my  throat  juil  now,  becauie  I  wou'd  not  deceive  this 
lady. 

drcb.  Ay,  and  I  will  cut  your  throat  flill,  if  you 
Ihou'd  deceive  her  now. 

Aim.  That  is  what  I  expect ;  and  to  end  the  difpute, 
the  lady's  fortune  is  twenty  thoufand  pounc's  \  we  will 
divide  itakes  ;  take  the  twenty  thoufand  pounds,  or  the 
lady. 

Dor.  How !  Is  your  lordfhip  fo  indifferent  ? 

Arch.  No,  no,  no,  Madam,  his  lordfhip  knows  very- 
well  that  I  will  take  the  money ;     I   leave  you  to  hit 
lordfhip,   and  fo  we  are  both  provided  for. 
Enter  Foigasd. 

Foig.  Arra  fait,  de  people  do  fay  you  be  all  robb'd, 

joy. 

Aim.  The  ladies  have  been  in  fome  danger,  Sir,  a« 
you  faw. 

Foig.  Upon  my  (houl  our  inn  be  rob  too. 

Aim.  Our  inn  !  By  whom  ? 

foig.  Upon  my  fhalvation,  our  landlord  has  robbed 
himfelf,  and  run  away  wid  de  money. 

Arch.  Robbed  himfelf! 

Foig.  Ay  fait !   And  me  too  of  a  hundred  pounds. 

Arch.  Robbed  you  of  a  hundred  pounds  ! 

Foig.  Yes,  fait  honey,  that  I  did  owe  to  him. 

Aim.  Our  money's  gone,  Frank. 

Arch.  Rot  the  money,  my  wench  is  gone      •  Sfavez 
cbofe  de  Mademo'ifeile  Cherry  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Fellow  ivith  a  Jlrong  box  and  letter. 

Fell.  Is  there  one  Martin  here  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  ay, — who  wants  him? 

Fell.  I  have  a  box  here  and  a  letter  for  him. 

Arch.  [Takinjf  the  box.']  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what's  here  ? 
Legerdemain  !  By  this  light,  my  lord,  our  money  again. 
But  this  unfolds  the  riddle.  [Opening  the  letter,  rc<n/s.] 

Hum,  hum,  hum O,  'tis  lor  the  p^lic  good,   and 

mufl  be  communicated  to  the  company«|P 
"  Mr.  Martin, 

"  My  father,  being  afraid  of  an  impeachment  by  the 
rogues  that  are  taken  to-night,  is  gone  oft";  but  it  you 
can  procure  him  a  pardon,  he  will  make  great  difcoveries 
that  may  be  ufeful  to  the  country.  Could  I  have  met 
you  itiftead  of  your  mafter  to-night,  I  would  have  deli 
vered  my  felt  into  your  hands,  with  a  fum  that  much  ex 
ceeds  that  in  your  ftrong  box,  which  I  have  lent  you, 
with  an  aflu ranee  to  my  dear  Martin,  that  I  (hall  ever  be 
his  moll  faithful  rriend  till  death,  Cherry  Boniface." 

There's  a  billet-doux  for  you.  As  for  the  father,  I 
think  he  ought  to  be  encouraged;  and  for  the  daughter 
——pray,  my  lord,  perfuade  your  bride  to  take  her  into 
her  fervice  in  Head  of  Gipfey. 

Aim.  I  can  allure  you,  Madam,  your  deliverance  wai 
owing  to  her  difcovery. 

Dor.  Your  command,  my  lord,  will  do  without  the 
obligation.  I  will  take  care  of  her. 

Sir  Cb.  This  good  company  meets  opportunely  in  fa 
vour  of  a  defign  I  have  in  behalf  of  my  unfortunate  lifter: 
I  intend  to  part  her  from  her  hufband — Gentlemen,  will 
you  affift  me  ? 

Arch.  Affift  you  !  'Sdeath,  who  would  not  ? 

Foig.  Ay,  upon  my  (houl,  we  will  all  affift. 
Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  What's  all  this  ?  They  tell  me,  fpoufe,  that  you 
had  like  to  have  been  robbed. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Truly,  fpoufe,  I  was  pretty  near  it— —had 
not  thefe  two  gentlemen  interpofed. 

Si/!.  How  came  thefe  gentlemen  here  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  That  is  his  way  of  returning  thanks,  you 
muft  know. 
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Foig.  Ay,  but  upon  my  fhoul  de  queftion  be  a-pro- 
pos,  for  all  dat. 

Sir  Cb.  You  promifed  laft  night,  Sir,  that  you  would 
deliver  your  lady  to  me  this  morning. 

Sul.  Humph. 

Arch.  Humph  !  What  do  you  mean  by  Humph  ?— 
Sir,  you  fliall  deliver  her.  In  fliort,  Sir,  we  have  faved 
you  and  your  family ;  and  if  you  are  not  civil,  we  will 
unbind  the  rogues,  join  with  them,  and  fet  fire  to  your 

houfe What  does  the  man  mean  ?    not  part  with  his 

wife ! 

foig.  Arra,  not  part  wid  your  wife  !  Upon  my  fhoul, 
de  man  dofh  not  underftand  common  fhivility. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  gentlemen,  all  things  here  muft  move 
by  confent.  Compulfion  would  fpoil  us.  Let  my  dear 
and  I  talk  the  matter  over,  and  you  fhall  judge  it  be 
tween  us. 

Sul.  Let  me  know  firft,  who  are  to  be  our  judges. 
Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Sir  Cb.  I  am  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  come  to  take  away 
your  wife. 

.Sul.  And  you,  good  Sir  ? 

Aim.  Thomas  Vifcount  Aim  well,  come  to  take  away 
your  lifter. 

Sul.  And  you,  pray  Sir  ? 

jtrcb.  Francis  Archer  efq.  come 

Sul.  To  take  away  my  mother,  I  hope Gentle 
men,  you  are  heartily  welcome.  I  never  met  with 
three  more  obliging  people  fince  I  was  born.  And 
now,  my  dear,  if  you  pleafe,  you  fliall  have  the  firil 
word. 

Arch.  And  the  laft,   for  five  pounds,  \AJide* 

Mrs.  Sul.  Spoufe. 

Sul.  Rib. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  long  have  you  been  marry 'd  ? 

Sul.  By  the  almanack,  fourteen  months;  — but  by  my 
account,  fourteen  years. 

Mrs.  Sul.  'Tis  thereabout  by  my  reckoning. 

Foig.  Upon  my  confluence  dere  accounts  vi!  agr^e. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  fpoufe,  what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

Sul.  To  get  an  heir  to  my  eftate. 

Sir  Cle.  And  have  you  fuccceded  ? 

i  Sul, 


7  a      THE    BEAUX    STRATAGEM. 

Sul.  No. 

Arch.  The  condition  fails  of  his  fide — Pray,  Madam, 
what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  To  fupport  the  weaknefs  of  my  fex  by  the 
flrength  of  his,  and  to  enjoy  the  pleafures  of  an  agree 
able  ibciety. 

Sir  Cb.  Are  your  expectations  anfwered  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No. 

Fotg.  Arra  honeys,  a  clear  caafe,  a  clear  caafe  ! 

Sir  Cb.  What  are  the  bars  to  your  mutual  content 
ment  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  In  the  firft  place,  I  cannot  drink  ale  with 
him. 

Sul.  Nor  can  I  drink  tea  with  her. 

Mrs.  SuL  I  cannot  hunt  with  you. 

SuL  Nor  can  I  dance  with  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hate  cocking  and  racing. 

SuL  I  abhor  ombre  and  picquet. 

Mrs.  SuL  Your  iilence.is  intolerable. 

£'»/.  Your  prating  is  worfe. 

*  Mrs.  SuL  Have  we  not  been  a  perpetual  offence  to 
'  each  other — a  gnawing  vulture  at  the  heart  ? 

*  SuL  A  frightful  goblin  to  the  fight? 

*  M.-s.  SuL  A  porcupine  to  the  feeling  ? 

*  SuL  Perpetual  wormwood  to  the  tafte  ?  ' 

Mrs.  SuL  Is  there  on  earth  a  thing  we  can  agree  in  ? 

Sul.  Yes — to  part. 

Mrs.  SuL  With  all  my  heart. 

SuL  Your  hand. 

Mis.  SuL  Here. 

SuL   Thefe  hands  joined  us,  thefe  fliall  part  us 

Away    >• 

Mrs.  SuL  Eaft. 

S*l.  Weft. 

Mrs.  SuL  North. 

t'ul.  South  ;  far  as  the  poles  afunder, 

Foig.  Upon  my  ftioul,  a  very  pretty  (heremony. 

Sir  Cb.  Now,  Mr.  Sullen,  there  wants  only  my  filler's 
fortune  to  make  us  eafy. 

SuL  Sir  Charles,  you  love  your  filter,  and  I  love  her 
fortune  ;  every  one  to  his  fancy. 

Arch.  Then  you  won't  refund. 

£*/.  ' 
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Sul.  Not  a  fiiver. 

Arch.  What  is  her  portion  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Twenty  thoufand  pounds,   Sir. 

Arch.  I  will  pay  it.  My  lord,  I  thank  him,  has 
enabled  me,  and,  if  the  lady  pleafes,  flie  fhall  go  hme 
with  me.  This  night's  adventure  has  proved  rtrangely 
lucky  to  us  all — For  Captain  Gibbet,  in  his  walk,  has 
made  bold,  Mr.  Sullen,  with  your  ftudy  and  efcritore, 
and  has  taken  out  all  the  writings  of  your  eftate,  all 
the  articles  of  marriage  with  your  lady,  bills,  bonds, 
leafes,  receipts,  to  an  infinite  value ;  I  took  them  from 
him,  and  will  deliver  them  to  Sir  Charles. 

*   [Gives  him  a  parcel  of  papers  and  parchments? 

Sul.  How,  my  writings !  My  head  achs  confumed'y. 
Well,  gentlemen,  you  (hall  have  her  fortune,  bjt  I 
cannot  talk.  If  you  have  a  mind,  Sir  Charles,  to  be 
merry,  and  celebrate  my  filler's  wedding  and  my  di 
vorce,  you  may  command  my  houfe !  But  my  head 
achs  confumedly — Scrub,  bring  me  a  dram. 

Arch.  Twou'd  be  hard  to  gtiefs  which  ofthefe  parties 
is  the  better  pleafed,  the  couple  joined  or  the  couple 
parted;  the  one  rejoicing  in  hopes  or  an  untaited  hap- 
pinels,  and  the  other  in  their  deliverance  from  an  ex 
perienced  miiery. 

Both  happy  in  their  fevera!  flares  we  find  ; 
Thefe  parted  by  content,  and  th;>fe  con.join'd. 
Confent,  if  mutual,  i'^ves  the  lawyer's  fee  ; 
Confent  is  law  enough  to  let  you  tree. 


-ActJV. 
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PROLOGUE. 

W  this  vile  world  is  changed  !  Informer  daytt 
Prologues  were  ferious  fpeecbcs  before  plays  : 
'•rave  folemn  things,  as  graces  are  tofeafts  ; 
^ere  poets  begg'd  a  llejjing  from  their  guejls  ; 
'ut  now,  no  more  like  fuppliants  we  come  ; 
\  play  makes  war,  and  prologue  is  the  drum  ', 

t'Jwttlf  keenfatire,  and  with  pointed  wit,  ") 

tbreatenyou  who  do  for  judges  Jit,  v 

'ofave  our  plays,  or  elfe  we'll  damn  your  pit,  *  j 

lut  for  your  comfort,  it  falls  out  to-day ', 

ve  a  young  author,  and  his  firft -born  play  ; 
o,  Jlanding  or.ly  on  his  good  behaviour, 
ie's  very  civil,  and  intreats  your  favour. 
$ot  tut  the  man  has  malice,  would  hejheiv  itt  -\, 

'ut,  en  my  conference,  he's  a  bajbful poet :  L 

rou  think  that  Jirange,  —no  matter,  he'll  out -grow  it*     J 

Veil,  fm  his  advocate by  me  he  prays  you, 

1  don't  know  wfjether  1  Jballfpeak  to  pleaft  you) 
95?  prays— <O  blefs  me  !  whatjball  I  do  now  f 
me  if  I  knows  what  he  prays,  or  how  ! 
4nd  'twas  the  prettiejl  prologue  as  he  wrote  it  f 
Veil,  the  deuce  take  me,  if  I  ban' t  forgot  it. 
~  Lord  !  for  Heaven's  fake,  excufe  the  play  ^  -\ 

lecaufeyeu  know  if  it  be  damnd  to-day,  v 

Jhall  be  bang' d  for  wanting  what  to  fay.  j 

7or  my  fake  then         -But  I'm  infuch  cenfufan^ 
T  cannot  ft  ay  to  hear  your  refolution*  [Runs  off. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 
M    E    N. 

DrutyLanc* 


'/,a  furly  old  batchelor,  pre  -j 
tending  to  flight  women,  fecreily  \  Mr.  Burton, 
in  love  with  Silvia,  j 

Jlellmour,  in  love  with  Selintia,  Mr.  Palmer. 

f'/rlfilove,   capricious  in   his  love,  in  1  •**     packer. 
love  with  Aramintdi 

Sharper,  Mr.  Lee. 

$vcJofepkWiu<tl9  Mr.  King. 

Captain  Bluff,  Mr.  Love. 

fvndltwift,  a  banker,  Mr.  Yates. 

Setter,  a  pimp,  Mr.  Baddeley. 

Servant  to  Fondlcwife. 

WOMEN. 

Jlramlnla,  in  love  with  Vainlovc,  Mrs.  Davis. 

Belinda,  hercoufin,  an  affeded  lady,  1  »..f   TJ       t  .. 

in  love  with  Bclllnour,  ]  Mlfs  Haughton, 
Latitia,  wife  to  Fondle-'Mlfe,  Mifs  Pope. 

Silvia,  VaiiHogtfi  foriakcn  miArefs,        Mifs  Plym. 
Lucy,  her  maid,  Mrs.  Bennet.. 

Betty,  Mifs  Mills. 

Boy  and  Footmen. 

SCENE,      LONDON. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE     tie  Street. 
Bellemour  and  Vainlove,  meeting*- 

BBLLMOUR. 

VAinlove,  and  abroad  fo  early !  Good  morrow.  I 
thought  a  contemplative  lover  could  no  more  have 
parted  with  his  bed  in  a  morning,  than  he  could  have 
ilept  in't. 

Vain.  Bellmour,  good  morrow — Why,  the  truth  or.'t 
is,  thefe  early  Tallies  are  not  ufual  to  me;  but  bufineta, 
as  you  fee,  Sir — [Shelving  letters.}  And  bufinefs  muft  be 
followed,  or  be  loft. 

Sell.  Bufinefs! — And  fo  muft  t'me,  my  friend,  be 
clofe  purfued  or  loft.  Bufinefs  is  the  rub  of  life,  per 
verts  our  aim,  cafts  usoffthe  bias,  andleaves  us  wide  and 
(liort  of  the  intended  mark. 

Fain.  Pleafure,  I  guefs,  you  mean. 

Sell.  Ay,  what  elfe  has  meaning  ! 

Vain.  Oh,  the  wife  will  tell  you 

Bell.  More  than  they  believe — or  underftand. 

Pain.  How,  how,  Ned  !  a  vvifemanfay  more  than  he 
underftands  ?__ 

BtK.  Ay,  ay,  wifdom's  nothing  but  a  pretending  to 
know  and  believe  more  than  we  really  do.  You  read  of: 
but  one  wife  man,  and  all  that  he  knew  was,  that  he  kn^w 
nothing,  Come,  come,  leave  bufiuefs  to  idlers,  and 

A  3  wifdom 
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wifdom  to  fools ;  they  have  need  of  'em  :  wit  be  my  fa 
culty,  and  pleafure  my  occupation  ;  and  let  father  Time 
fhake  his  glafs.  Let  low  and  earthly  fouls  grovel  'till 
they  have  work'd  themfelves  fix  feet  deep  into  a  grave — 
Bulinefs  is  not  my  clement — I  roll  in  a  higher  orb,  and 
dwell— 

/•«/«.  In  caftles  i*  th*  air,  of  thy  own  building  ;  that's 
thy  element,  Ned — Well,  as  high  a  flier  as  you  are,  I 
have  a  lure  may  make  you  ftoop.  [Fling+ahtter. 

Hell.  Aye,  marry,  Sir,  I  have  a.hawk's  eye  at  a  wo 
man's  hand — There's  more  elegancy  in  the  r'alfe  fpelling 
of  this  fuperfcription  [Takes  ub  the  letter.~[  than  in  all  CU 
<cero— Let  me  fee— How  now  !  "  Dear,  perfidious  Vain- 
love."  [Reads. 

rain.  Hold,  hold,  'flife,  that's  the  wrong. 

Sell.  Nay,  let's  lee  the  name  ;  "  Silvia!"  How  can'rt 
thou  be  ungrateful  to  that  creature  ?  She's  extremely  pret 
ty,  and  loves  thee  intirely 1  have  heard  her  breathe 

fuch  raptures  about  thee 

Vain.  Ay,-  or  any  body  that  (he's  about 

Sell.  No,  faith,  Frank,  you  wrong  her  ;  fliehasbe«n 
juft  to  you. 

'Vain.  That's  pleafant,  by  my  troth,  from  thee,  who 
haft  had  her. 

Bell.  Never — her  affections :  'tis  true,  byHeav'n,fhe 
own'ditto  my  face;  *  and  blufhing  like  the  virgin  mom, 

*  when  it  difclos'd  the  cheat  which  that  trufty  bawd  of 

*  nature,  night,  had  hid,'  confefs'd  her  foul  was  true  to 
you,  tho'  I  by  treachery  had  ftol'n  the  blifs 

Vain.  So  was  true  as  turtle in    imagination,  Ned, 

ha  ?  Preach  this  dodrice  to  hufbands,  and  the  married  wo 
men  will  adore  thee. 

Bell.  Why,  faith,  I  think  it  will  do  well  enough if 

the  hufband  be  out  of  the  way for  the  wife  tofliew  her 

fondnefs  and  impatience  of  his  abfence,  by  chufing  a  lo 
ver  as  like  him  as  (he  can,  and  what  is  unlike,  fhe  may 
help  out  with  her  own  fancy. 

"Fain,  But  is  it  not  an  abufe  to  the  lover  to  be  made  a 
blind  of? 

Bell.  As  you  fay,  the  abufe  is  to  the  lover,  not  the  huf 
band  ;  for  'tis  an  argument  of  her  zeal  towards  him,  that 
ihe  will  enjoy  him  in  effigy, 

Vain, 
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Fain.  It  rauft  be  a  very  fuperftitious   country,  wher« 
fuch  zeal  paffes  for  true  devotion.     I  doubt  it  will  be 

damn'd  by  all  ouxproteftant  hufbands  for  flat  idolatry 

But  if  you  can  make  alderman  Fondlewife  of  your  perfua- 
fion,  this  letter  will  be  needleft. 

BdL  What,  the  old  banker,  with  the  handfome  wife  ? 
I' (tin.   Ay. 

Bell.  Let  me  fee  Lcetitia  !  Oh  !  'tis  a  delicious  morfcl. 
Dear'Frank,  thou  art  the  trueft  friend-inthe  world. 

Vain,  Ay,  am  I  not  ?  to  be  continually  flatting  of  hares 
for  you  to  courfe.  We  were  certainly  cut  out  for  one  ano 
ther  ;  for  my  temper  c^uits  an  amour,  juit  were  thine  takes 

it  up But  read  that,  it  is  an  appointment  for  me,  this 

evening,  when  Fondlewife  will  be  gone  out  of  town  to 
meet  the  matter  of  a  fhip,  about  the  return  of  a  venture 
which  he's  hi  danger  of  lofing.  Read,  read. 

Bell.  [Reads.]  Hum,  hum — "  Out  of  town  this  eve 
ning,  and  talks  ot  fending  for  Mr.  Spintext  to  keep  me 
company;  but  I'll  take  care  he  mall  not   be   at  home." 
Good  !  Spintext!  Oh,  the  fanatick  one-ey'd  parfou.! 
Vain*  Ay. 

Bell.  [Reads.]  Hum,  hum — "  That  your  converfa- 
tion  will  be  much  more  agreeable,  if  you  can  counterfeit 
this  habit  to  blind  the  fervants."  Very  good — Then  I  muft* 

bedifguifed — With  all  my  heart '  It  adds  a  gufto  to 

4  an  amour ;  gives  it  the  greater  refemblance  of  theft ; 
'  and,  among  us  lewd  mortals,  the  deeper  the  fin  the 

'  fweeter.'  Frank, I'm  amazed  at  thy  good  nature. . 

Vain.  Faith,  I  hate  love,  when  'tis  forc'd  upon  a  man, 
as  I  do  wine — -and  this  bufinefs  is  none  of  my  feekirig; 
I  only  happened  to  be  once  or  twice  where  Laetitia  was 
the  handfomeft  woman  in  company,  fo,  confequently, 
apply'd  myfelf  to  her — And  it  leems  (he  has  taken  me  at 

my  word Had  you  been  there,  or  any  body,  t'ad  been. 

the  fame. 

Bell.  I  wifli  I  may  fucceed  as  the  fame. 
Vain.  Never  doubt  it :  *  for  if  thefpiric  of  cuckoldom 
'  be  once  raifed  up  in  a  woman,  the  devil  can't  lay  it,  'till 
«•  fhe  has  don't. 

Bell.  Pry'thee  what  fort  of  fellow  is  Fondlewife  ? 
Vain.  A  kind  of  mongrel  zealot,  fometimes  very  pre- 
«ife  aud  pecvilh ;  but  I  have  feen  him  pleafant  enough  in, 

his 
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his  way  :  much  addicted  to  jea!oufy,  but  more  to  fond- 
nefs :  fo  that  as  he's  often  jealous  without  a  caufe,  he's  as 
often  fatisfkd  without  reafon. 

BelL  A  very  even  temper,  and  fit  for  my  purpofe.  I 
muft  get  your  man  Setter  to  provide  my  difguife. 

Vain.  Ay,  you  may  take  him  for  good  and  all,  if  you 
will,  for  you  nave  made  him  fit  for  nobody  elfe— — — 
Well 

Bell.  You're  going  to  vifit  in  return  of  Silvia's  letter 

Poor  rogue  !  Any  hour  of  the  day  er  night  will  ferve 

her         But  do  you  know  nothing  of  a  new  rival  there  ? 

Pain.  Yes,  Heartwell,  that,  furly  old,  pretended  wo 
man-hater,  thinks  her  virtuous;  that's  one  reafon  why  I 
fail  her  :  I  would  have  her  fret  herfelfout  of  conceit  with 
me,  that  (he  may  entertain  fome  thoughts  of  him.  I 
know  he  vifits  her  every  day. 

Bell.  Yet  rails  on  ftill,  and  thinks  his  love  unknown  to 
us  ;  a  little  time  will  fwell  him  fo,  he  mull  be  forc'd  to 
give  it  birth  ;  and  the  difcovery  muft  needs  be  very  plea- 
fant  from  himfelf ',  to  fee  what  pains  he  will  take,  and 
how  he  will  ftrain  to  be  delivered  of  a  fecret,  when  he 
has  mifcarricd  of  it  already. 

Vain.  Well,  good  morrow;  let's  dine  together;  I'll 
meet  at  the  old  place. 

Bell.  With  all  my  heart ;  it  lies  convenient  for  us  to 
pay  our  afternoon  fervkes  to  our  miilrefles ;  I  find  I  am 
damnably  in  love,  I'm  fo  uneafy  for  not  having  feen  Be 
linda  yefterday. 

Fain.  But  I  faw  my  Araminta,  yet  am  as  impatient. 

[Exit. 

Sell.  Why,  what  a  cormorant  in  love  am  I !  who  not 
Contented  with  the  flavery  of  honourable  love  in  one  placr, 
4  and  the  pleafure  of  enjoying  lome  half  a  fcore  rniilreires 

*  of  my  own  acquiring,'  muft  yet  take  Vainlove's  bufinefa 
upon  my  hands,  becaufe  it  lay  too  heavy  upon  his  :  '  fo 

*  am  not  only  forc'd  to  lie  with  other  men's  wives  for  'em, 

*  but  muft  alfo  undertake   the  harder  tafk  of  obliging 

4  their  miftreires'.  1  muft  r:\ke   up,  or  I  frail  never 

holdout;   '   ilefh  and  blood  can  nor  bear  it  ahva}S.' 

Enter  Sharper. 

Sharp,  I'm  forry  to  fee  this,  Ned  :  if  once  a  man  cornea 
to  his  foliloquies,  I  give  him  for  gone. 

Bell. 
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Bell.  Sharper,  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee. 

Sharp.  What,  is  Belinda  cruel,  that  you  are  fo  thought 
ful  ? 

Bell.  No,  faith,  not  for  that But  there's  a  bufi- 

nefs  of  confequence  fall'n  out  to-day,  that  requires  fome 
confideration. 

Sharp.  Pr'ythee,  what  mighty  bufipefs  of  confequence 
can'-ftthou  have  ? 

Bell.  Why,  you  muft  know  'tis  a  piece  of  work  towards 
the  finifhingof  an  alderman  ;  it  feems  I  muft  put  the  laft 
hand  to  it,  and  dub  him  cuckold,  that  he  may  be  of  equal 
dignity  with  the  reft  of  his  brethren  ;  fo  I  muft  beg  Belin 
da's  pardon. 

Sharp.  Faith,  e*en  give  her  over  for  good  and  all  :  you 
can  have  "no  hopes  of  getting  her  for  a  miftrefs  ;  and  (he 
is  too  proud,  too  inconftant,  too  affedted,  too  witty,  and 
too  handfome,  for  a  wife. 

Bell.  But  fhe  can't   have  too  much  money — There's 

twelve  thoufand  pounds,  Tom. 'Tis  true  (he  is  excef- 

fively  foppiih  and  afte<fted  :  but,  in  my  confcience,  I  be 
lieve  the  baggage  loves  me  ;  for  fhe  never  fpeaks  well  of 
me  herfelf,  nor  fuffers  any  body  elfe  to  rail  at  me.  Then., 
as  I  told  you,  there's  twelve  thoufand  pounds — Hum- 
Why,  faith,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  fhe  does  not  appear 

to  be  fo  very  affected  neither Give  her  her   due,  I 

think  the  woman's  a  woman,  and  that's  all.  As  fuch, 
I  am  fure  I  fliall  like  her ;  for  the  devil  take  me  if  I  don't 
love  all  the  fex. 

Sharp.  And  here  comes  one  who  fwears  as  heartily  he 
"hates  all  the  fex. 

Enter  Heartwell. 
Bell.  Who?    Heartwell!    Ay,    but  he  knows  better 

things How  now,  George,  where  haft  thou  been 

fnarling  odious  truths,   v  and  entertaining  company.,  like 

*  a  phyfician,  with  difcourfes  of  their  diieafes  and  infir- 

*  mities  ?  What  fine  lady   haft  thou  been  putting  out  of 

*  conceit  with  herfelf,  and  perfuading,  that  the  face  (he 

*  had  been   making  all  the  morning,  was  none  of  her 

*  own  ;'  for  I  know  thou  art  as- unmannerly   and  as  un 
welcome  to  a  woman,  as  a  looking-glafs  alter  the  fmall- 
pox. 

Hfa.rt.  I  confefs  I  have  not  been  (heering  fulfome.  lies, 
-2  and, 
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and  naufeous  flattery,  fawning  upon  a  little  tawdry  whore 
that  will  fawn  upon  me  again,  and  entertain  any  puppy 
that  comes,  like  a  tumbler,  with  the  fame  tricks  over  and 
over;  for  fuch,  I  guefs,  may  have  been  your  late  em 
ployment. 

Bell.  Wou'dthou  had'ft  cornea  li: tie fooner,  Vainlove 
would  have  wrought  thy  converfion,  and  been  a  champion 
for  the  caufe. 

Heart.  What,  has  he  been  here  ?  That's  one  of  love's 
April-fools,  is  always  uponfome  errand  that's  to  no  pur- 
pole  ;  ever  embarking  in  adventures,  yet  never  comes  to 
harbour. 

'  Sharp.  That's  bccaufe  he  always  fets  out  in  foul  wea- 

*  ther,  loves  to  buffet  with  the  winds,  meet  the  tide,  and 

*  fail  in  the  teeth  of  oppofition. 

*  Heari.  What,  has  he  not  dropt  anchor  at  Aramin> 
«  ta? 

4  Bell  Truth  on't  is,  flie  fits  his  temper  beft ;  is  a. 
1  kind  of  floating  ifland  ;  fometimes  feems  in  reach,  then 

*  vaniftiesand  keeps  him  bufiedin  the  fearch. 

Sharp.  She  had  need  have  a  good  (hare  of  fenfe  to  ma- 
'  nage  fo  capricibus  a  lover.' 

Bell.  Faith,  I  don't  know.  He's  of  a  temper  the  moft 
eafy  to  himfelf  in  the  world  ;  *  he  takes  as  much  always 

*  of  an  amour  as  he  cares  for,  and  quits  it  when  it  grows 

*  ftale  or  unpleafant. 

*  Sharp.  An  argument  of  very  little  paflion,  very  good 

*  underftanding,  and  very  ill-nature. 

*  Heart.  And  proves  that  Vainlove  plays  the  fool  with 
4  difcretion.' 

Sharp*  You,  Bellmour,  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  fiickle 
for  him  ;  you  with  pleafure  reap  that  fruit  which  he 
takes  pains  to  fow.  He  dees  the  drudgery  in  the  mine, 
and  you  {lamp  your  image  on  the  gold. 

Bell.  He's  of  another  opinion,  and  fays  I  do  the  drud 
gery  in  the  mine.  Well,  we  have  each  our  ihare  of  fport, 
and  each  that  which  he  likes  beft  ;  'tis  his  diverlion  to  fee 
*tis  mine  to  cover  the  partridge. 

Heart.  And  it  ftiould  be  mine  to  let  'em  go  again. 

Sharp.  Not  till  you  had  mouth'd  a  little,  George  J  I 
think  that's  all  thou  art  fit  for  now. 

Heart.  Good,  Mr.  young  fellow,  you're  miftaken ; 

a» 
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as  able  as  yourfelf,  and  as  nimble  too,  though  I  mayn't 
liave  fo  much  mercury  in  my  limbs.  'Tis  true  indeed  I 
don't  force  appetite,  but  '  wait  the  natural  call  of  my 

*  luft,  and'  think  it  time  enough  to  be  wicked,  after  I 
have  had  the  temptation. 

Bell.  Time  enough  !  ay,  toofoon,  I  mould  rather  have 
expected  from  a  peribn  of  your  gravity. 

Heart.  Yet  it  is  oftentimes  too  late  with  fome  of  you 
young,  termagant,  flafhy  finners — you  have  all  the  guilt 
of  the  intention,  and  none  of  the  pleafure  of  the  pra£tice 
~— 'Tis  true  you  are  fo  eager  in  purfuit  of  the  tempta 
tion,  that  you  fave  the  devil  the  trouble  of  leading  you 
into  it :  nor  is  out  of  difcretion,  that  you  don't  fwallow 
that  very  hook  yourfelves>,have  baited,  but  you  are  cloy'd 
with  the  preparative,  and  what  you  mean  for  a  whet, 
turns  the  edge  of  your  puny  ftomach.  '  Your  love  is 
like  your  courage,  which  '  you  (hew  for  the  firft  year  or 
'  two  upon  all  occafions ;  'till  in  a  little  time,  being 
'  difabled  or  difarmed,  you  abate  of  your  vigour;  and 

*  that  daring  blade,  which  was  fo  often  drawn,  is  bound 
'  to  the  peace  for  ever  hereafter.' 

Bell.  Thou  art  an  old  fornicator  of  a  fingular  good  prin 
ciple  indeed !  and  art  for  encouraging  youth,  that  they 
may  be  as  wicked  as  thou  art  at  thy  years. 

Heart.  lam  for  having  everybody  be  what  they  pretend 
to  be;  *  a  whoremafterbe  avvhoremafler ;' and  not,  like 
Vainlove,  kifs  a  lap-dog,  with  paffion,  when  it  would 
difguft  him  from  the  lady's  own  lips. 

*  Bell.  That  only  happens  fometimes,  where  the  dog 
4  has  the  fweeter  breath,  for  the  more  cleanly  convey- 

*  ance.'  But,    George,  you  muft  not  quarrel  with  little 
gallantries  of  this  nature.  Women  are  often  won  by  'em. 
Who  would  ref,ufe  to  kifs  a  lap-dog  if  it  were  preliminary 
to  the  lips  of  his  lady  ? 

Sharp.  Or  omit  playing  with  her  fan,  *  and  cooling 

*  her  if  fhe  were  hot,  when  it  might  intitle  him   to  the 
ofpce  of  warming  her  when  fhe  fhould  be  cold. 

Sell.  Or  what  is  it  to  read  a  play  in  a  rainy  day  ! 
Though  you,gjould  be  now  and  then  interrupted  in  a  wit 
ty  fcene,  and  fhe  perhaps  preferve  her  laughter  'tiil  the 
jeft  were  over ;  even  that  may  be  borne  with,  confidering 
the  reward  in  profptcl. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  I  confefs,  you  that  are  women's  afles,  bear 
greater  burdens ;  are  fbrc'd  to  undergo  dreffing,  dancing, 
iinging,  fighing,  whining,  rhyming,  flattering,  lying, 
grinning,  cringing,  and  the  drudgery  of  loving  to  boot, 

Bell,  O  brute  !   the  drudgery  or  loving ! 

Heart.  Ay,  why  to  come  to  love  through  all  thefe  in- 
•cumbrances,  is  like  coining  to  an  eflate  over-charg'd  with 
debt*;  which  by  the  time  you  have  paid,  yields  no  fur 
ther  profit  than  what  the  bare  tillage  and  manuring  of  the 
land  will  produce,  at  the  expence  of  your  own  fweat. 

Bell.  IVythee,  how  doft  thou  love  ? 

Sharp.  He  !   he  hates  the  fex. 

Heart.  So  I  hate  phyfic  too — yet  I  may  love  to  take 
h  for  my  health. 

Bell.  Well  come  off,  George,  if  at  any  time  you  mould 
be  taken  (braying. 

Sharp.  He  has  need  of  fuch  an  excufe,  confidering  the 
prefent  ftate  of  his  body. 

Heart.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Sharp.  Why,  if  wenching  be  phyfic,  as  you  call  rt, 
then,  I  may  fay,  marriage  is  entering  into  a  courfe  of 
phyfic. 

Bell.  How,  George,  does  the  wind  blow  there  ! 

Heart.  It  will  as  foon  blow  north  and  by  Ibuth — Mar 
ry,  quotha  !  I  hope  in  heaven  I  have  a  greater  portion 
of  grace ;  and  I  think  I  have  baited  too  many  of  thofe 
traps,  to  be  caught  in  one  myfelf. 

Bell.  Who  the  devil  would  have  thee  ?  unlefs  'twere" 
an  oyfler-woman,  to  propogate  young  fry  to  Billingfgate 

Thy  talent  will  never  recommend  thee  to  any  thing 

of  better  quality. 

Heart.  My  talent  is  chiefly  that  of  fpeaking  truth, 
which  I  don't  expeft  Ihould  ever  recommend  me  to  peo 
ple  of  quality 1  thank  heaven,  I  have  very  honeftly 

purchafed  the  hatred  of  all  the  great  families  in  town. 

Sharp.  And  you,  in  return  of  fpleen,  hate  them.  But 
could  you  hope  to  be  received  into  the  alliance  of  a  no-" 
ble  family  ? 

Heart.  No,  I  hope  I  mall  never  merit  t).^t  affliction — 

to  be  p\mi(hed  with  a  wife  of  birth. be  a  (lag  of  the 

firit  head,  and  bear  my  horns  aloft,  like  one  of  the  fup- 

porterj 
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porters  of  my  wife's  coat.  'Sdeath,  I  would  not  be  a 
cuckold  to  e'er  an  illuftrious  whore  in  England. 

Bell.  What  not  to  make  your  family,  man,  and  pro 
vide  for  your  children  ? 

Sharp.  For  her  children,  you  mean. 

Heart.  Ay,  there  you've  nick'd  it there's  the  devil 

upon  devil Oh,  the  pride  and  joy  of  heart  'twould  be 

to  me,  to  have  my  Ion  and  heir  refemble  fuch  a  duke  — 
to  have  a  fleering  coxcomb  feoff  and  cry,  Mr.  your  foil's 
mighty  like  his  grace,  has  juft  his  fmileand  air  of's  face. 

Then  replies  another Methinks  he  has  more  of  the 

marquis  of  fuch  a  place,  about  his  nofe  and  eyes ;  though 

he  has  my  lord  what-d'ye-call's  mouth  to  a  tittle — - 

Then,  I,  to  put  it  off  unconcerned,  come  chuck  the  in 
fant  under  the  chin,  force  a  fmile,  and  cry,  Ay,  the 

boy  takes  after  his  mother's  relations when  the  devil 

and  flic  knows,  'tis  a  little  compound  of  the  whole  body 
of  nobility. 

Bell,  and  Sharp.  Ha,  ha,   ha. 

Bell.  Well,  but  George,  I  have  one  queftion  to  alk 

Heart.  Pfliaw,  I  have  prattled  away  my  time — I  hope 

you  are  in  no  hafte  for  an  anfwer for  I  flian't  flay 

now.  [Looking  on  his  wafc/j. 

Bell.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  George 

Heart.  No,  befides  my  bufinefs,  I  fee  a  fool  coming 
this  way.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Bell.  What  does  he  mean  ?  Oh, 'tis  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol, . 
with  his  friend  ;  but  I  ite  he  has  turned  the  corner,  and 
goes  another  way. 

Sharp.  What,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  is  it  ? 

Bell.  Why,  a  fool. 

Sharp.  'Tis  a  tawdry  outride. 

Bell.  And  a  very  beggarly  lining — yet  he  may  be 
worth  your  acquaintance — A  little  of  thy  chymiilry, 
Tom,  may  extract  gold  from  that  dirt. 

Sharp.  Say  youfo  ?  'Faith,  I  am  as  poor  as  achymiir, 
and  would  be  as  induftrous.  But  what  was  he  that  fol 
lowed  him  ?  Is  not  he  a  dragon  that  watches  thofe  golden 
pippins  ? 

Bell.  Hang  him,  no,  he  a  dragon  !  if  he  be,  'tis  a 
very  peaceful  cne  ;  I  caa  iniure  his  anger  dormant ;  or 
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fliould  he  feem  to  roufe,  'tis  but  \vcll  ladling  him,  and 
he  will  fleep  like  a  top. 

Sharp.  Ay,  is  he  of  that  kidney  ? 

Bell.  Yet  is  adored  by  th.it  bigot,  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol', 
as  the  image  of  valour.  He  calls  him  his  back,  and  in 
deed  they  are  never  afunder — yet  lad  night,  I  know  not 
by  what  mitchance,  the  knight  was  alone,  and  had  falltn 
into  the  hands  of  fome  night-walkers,  who,  I  flippofe, 
would  have  pillaged  him  :  but  I  chanced  to  come  by,  and 
refcued  him  ;  though  I  believe  he  was  heartily  frightened, 
for  as  foan  as  ever  he  was  loofe  he  ran  away,  without 
flaying  to  fee  who  had  helped  him. 

Sharp.  Is  that  bully  of  his  in  the  army  ? 

Pel!.  NTo,  but  is  a  pretender,  and  wears  the  habit  of  a 
foldier  ;  *  which  now-a-days  as  often  cloaks  cowardice 

*  as  a  black  gown  does  atheifm/ You  mull  know 

he  has  been  abroad — went  purely  to  run  away  from  a  cam 
paign,  enrich'd  himfelf  with  the  plunder  of  a  fewoathr, 
and  here  vents  'em  againft  the  general,  who  flighting  men 
of  merit,  and  preferring  only  thole  of  intereii,  has  made 
him  quit  the  ftrvice. 

Sharp.  Wherein,  no  doubt,  he  magnifies  his  own  per 
formance. 

Bell.  Speaks  miracles  ;  is  the  drum  to  his  own  praife 
—the  only  implement  of  a  foldier  he  refembles  ;  like  that, 
being  full  ofbluftering  noife  andemptinefs 

Sharp.  And,  like  that,  of  no  ufe  but  to  be  beaten. 

Bell.  Right;  but  then  the  comparifon  breaks;  for  he 
will  take  a  drubbing  with  as  little  noiie  as  a  pulpit  cu- 
fliion. 

Sharp.  His  name,  and  I  have  done. 

Bell.  Why,  that,  to  pafs  it  current  too,  he  has  gilded 
with  a  title  ;  he  is  called  Captain  Bluff. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  endeavour  his  acquaintance you 

fleer  another  courfe,  are  bound 

For  love's  ifland  ;  I,  for  the  golden  coaft. 

May  each  fucceed  in  what  he  wiflies  moil. 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


C    T 
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II. 
Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll,  Sharper /olla 

SHARPER. 

SURE  that's  he,   and  alone. 
•SY;  Jo.   Urn Ay,  this,  this  is  the  very  dam* 

md  place:  the  inhuman  cannibals,  the  bloody-minded 
\ti!a  us,  would  have  butchered  me  laft  night.  iVo  doubt, 
tiny  would  have  flea'd  me  alive,  have  Ibid  my  {kin,  ar.eL 
ilevoured  me. 

X'.a-p.  How's  this  \ 

Sir  Jo.  An  it  hadn't  been  for  a  civil  gentleman  as  came 

l>y  and  frighted  'em  away but,  ag«d,  I  durft  not  flay 

to  give  him  thanks. 

Sharp.  This  mu ft  be  Bellmour,  he  means Ha  !  I 

have  a  thought 

Sir  Jo.  Zooks,  would  the  Captain  would  come  ;  the 
very  remembrance  makes  me  quake;  agad,  I  (hall  never 

reconciled  to  this  place  heartily. 

Sharp,  Tis  but  trying,  and  being  where  I  am  at  word. 

Now  luck  ! Curs'd   fortune  !  this  muft  be  the   place, 

this  damned  unlucky  place 

Sir  Jo.  Agad,  and  fo  'tis Why  here  has  been  more 

rnifchief  done,  I  perceive. 

Sharp.  No,  'tis  gone,  'tis  loft ten  thoufand  devils 

on  that  chance  which  drew  me  hither  !  Ay,  here,  juft 
here;  thisfpot  to  me  is  hell  ;  nothing  to  be  found,  but 
the  defpair  of  what  I  have  loft. 

[Looking  about  as  in  fcarcbm 

Sir  Jo.  Poor  gentleman by  the    lord    Harry,  I'll 

lay  no  longer,  for  I  have  found  too 

Sharp.  Ha  !  who's  that  has  found  ?  What  have  you 
ound  ?  Reftore  it  quickly,  or  by . 

Sir  Jo.  Not  I,  Sir,  not  I ;  as  I've  a  foul  to  bje  faved, 
[  have  round  nothing  but  what  lias  been  to  my  lofs,  as  I 
may  fay,  and  as  you  were  frying,  Sir. 

Sharp.  O,  your  fervant,  Sir.  you  are  fafe  then  it  feems  ; 
tis  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  gocd.  Well,  you  may 
ejcicc  over  my  ill-fortune,  fince  it  paid  the  price  of  ycur 
anfom. 

B  z  Sir  Jo. 
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Sir  Jo.  I  rejoice  !  agad,  not  I,  Sir.  I'm  very  forry 
for  your  lofs,  with  all  my  hc.trt,  blood,  and  guts,  bir; 
and  if  you  did  but  know  me,  you'd  ne'er  fay  I  were  fo  ill- 
natured. 

Sharp.  Know  you!  Why  can  you  be  fo  ungrateful, 
to  forget  me  t 

Sir  Jo.  O,  lord,  forget   him!    No,  no,    Sir,  I  don'c 

forget  you becaufe  I  never  faw  your  face  before,  agad. 

Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sharp.    How  !  [Angrily. 

Sir  Jo.  Stay,  ftay,    Sir,    let  me   recollect he's  a 

damned  angry  fellow 1  believe  I  had  better  remember 

him,  till  I  can  get  out  of  his  fight ;  but  out  o'light  out 
o'mind,  agad.  [dfidc. 

Sharp.  Methought  the  fervice  I  did  you  laft  night,  Sir, 
in  preferving  you  from  thofe  ruffians,  might  have  taken 
better  root  in  your  {hallow  memory. 

Sir  Jo.  Gads  daggers-belts-blades  and  fcabbards,  this 
is  the  very  gentleman  !  How  {hall  I  make  him  a  return 

•  fuitable  to  the  greatnefs  of  his  merit 1  had   a  pretty 

thing  to  that  purpofe,  if  he  han't  frighted  it  out  of  my 
memory.  Hem  !  hem  ! — Sir,  I  moll  fubmiffively  im 
plore  your  pardon  for  my  tranfgreffion  of  ingratitude 
iind  omilfion  ;  having  my  intire  dependence,  Sir,  upon 
the  fuperfluity  of  your  goodnefs,  which,  like  an  inunda 
tion,  will,  I  hope,  totally  i-nmerge  the  recollection  of 
my  error,  and  leave  me  floating  in  your  fight,  upon  the 
full-blown  bladders  of  repentance — by  the  help  of  which, 
I  {hall  once  more  hope  to  fwim  into  your  favour.  [Baivs. 

Sharp.  So-h,  O,  Sir,   lain    eafily  pacify'd ;  the    a 
knowledgment  of  a  gentleman    • 

Sir  Jo.  Acknowledgment!  Sir,  I  am  all  over  acknow 
ledgment,  and  will  not  flick  to  fhew  it  in  the  greateil 
extremity,  by  night  or  by  day,  in  ficknefsor  in  health, 
winter  or  fumtner;  all  feafona  abd  occafions  fliall  tefhfy 
the  reality  and  gratitude  of  your  fuperabundant  humble 
fervant,  Sir  Jofeph  Wittoil,  knight.  Hem!  hem! 

Sharp..  Sir  Jofeph  Wittol  ! 

Sir  Jo.  The  fame,  Sir,  of  vVittoll-IIull,  in  Comitatu 
Ruck?. 

Sharp.  Is  it  pofiible!   Then  I  am  happy  to  have  obli 
gee 
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ged  the  mirror  of  knighthood  and  pink  of  courtefy  in  the 
age.  Let  me  embrace  you, 

Sir  Jo.  Olord,  Sir! 

Sharp.  My  lofs  I  efteem  as  a  trifle,  repnid  with  in- 
terelt,  fince  it  has  purchas'd  me  the  friendfiilp  and  ac 
quaintance.  of  the  perfon  in  the  world  whofe  character  I 
admire. 

Sir  Jo.  You  are  only  pleafed  to  fay  fo,  Sir  —  '•  -  But 
pray,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold,  what  is  that  lofs  you  men 
tioned  ? 

Sharp.  O,  term  it  no  longer  fo,  Sir.  In  the  fcuffle, 
laft  night,  I  only  dropt  a  bill  of  a  hundred  pound,  which 
I  confefs,  1  cume  half  defpairing  to  recover  ;  but  thanks 
to  my  better  fortune  - 

Sir  Jo.  You  have  found  it,  Sir,  then  it  feems  ;  I  pro« 
fefs  I'm  heartily  glad  -- 

Sharp.  Sir,  your  humble  fen-ant  —  I  don't  queflion  but 
you  are;  that  you  have  fo  cheap  an  opportunity  of  ex- 
preffing  your  gratitude  and  generofity.  Since  the  paying 
io  trivial  a  fum,  will  wholly  acquit  you  and  doubly  en- 


Sir  Jo.  What  adickins  does  he  mean  by  a  trivial  fum  ? 

7/foV.]  But  han't  you  found  it,  Sir? 

Sharp.  No  otherwife,  I  vow  to  God,  but  in  my  hopes 
in  you,  Sir. 

S!r  Jo.   Humh. 

Sharp.  But  that's  fuflkient  -  'Twere  injuilice  to 
doubt  the  honour  of  Sir  Jofeph  Wittoll. 

Sir  Jo.  Olord,  Sir. 

Sljarp.  You  are  above,  I'm  fure,  a  thought  fo  low,  to 
fufter  me  to  lofe  what  was  ventured  in  your  fervice,  Nay, 
'twas  in  a  manner  -  paid  down  for  your  deliverance  ; 
'nvas  fo  much  lent  you-  -  and  you  fcorn,  I'll  fay  that 
for  you  —  —  — 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  I'll  fay  that  for  myfelf,  \vith  your  leave, 
Sir,  1  do  fcorn  a  dirty  thing.  But,  agad,  I'm  a  littleout 
(;!  packet  at  prefent. 

Sharp.  'Pilaw,  you  can't  want  a  hundred  pound.  Your 
void  is  fuflkient  any  where.  Tisbut  borrowing  fo  much 
dirt,  you  have  large  acres,  and  can  foon  repay  it  —  Money 
is  but  dirt,  Sir  Jofeph  —  mere  dirt. 

B  3  Sir  Jo. 
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Sir  Jo.  But  I  profefs,  'tis  a  dirt  I  have  waflied  my  han*2s 

of  at  prefent ;  I  have  laid  it  all  out  upon  my  back. 

Sharp.  Are  you  fo  extravagant  in  clothes,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  jo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  very  good  jeft,   I  proitis  ;   ha, 

ha,  ha,  a  very  good jeft,  and  I  did  not  know  that    I  had 

faid  it,  and  that's  a  better  jeft  than  t'other.  Tis  a  fign  you 

and  I  ha'n't  been  long  acquainted  ;  you  have  loft    a  good 

jell  for  want  of  knowing  me 1  only  mean  a  friend  of 

mine,  whom  I  call  my  back,  he  flicks  as  clofe   to    me, 

and   follows   me  through   all  dangers -he  is  indeed 

bick,  breaft,  and  head-piece,  as  it  were,  to  me — agad, 
he's  a  brave,  fellow — Pauh,  I  am  quite  another  thing, 
when  I  am  with  him.  I  don't  fear  the  devil,  blefs  us,  al- 
imft,  if  he  be  by.  Ah,  had  he  been  with  me  laft  night ! 

Sharp.  If  he  had,  Sir,  what  then  ?  He  could  have  done 
no  more,  nor  perhaps  have  fuffered  fomuch  —  Had  he  a 
hundred  pound  to  lofe  ?  [Angrily. 

Kir  Jo.  Olord,  Sir,  by  no  means — but  I  might  have 
faved  a  hundred  pound.  [^M-.]  I  meant  innocently,  as 
I  hope  to  be  faved.  A  damned  hot  fellow.  \_Ajiik, ~\  Only 
as  Iwas  faying^  I  let  him  have  all  my  ready  money  to 
raleem  his  great  fword  from  limbo — But,  Sir,  I  have  a 
letter  of  credit  to  alderman  Fondlewife,  as  far  as  two 
hundred  pounds,  and  this  afternoon  you  fliall  fee  I  am  a 
perfon,  fuch  a  one  as  you  would  wilh  to  have  met  with — 
Sharp.  That  you  are,  I'llbefworn.  \_Afide. "\  Why  that's 
great,  and  like  yourfelf. 

Enter  Captain  Bluff. 

Sir  Jo.  O,  here  a' comes Ay,  my  Heclorof  Troy  ? 

welcome,  my  bully,  my  back ;  agad  my  heart  has  gone 
a  pit-pat  for  thee. 

Bluff.  How  now,  my  young  knight!  Not  for  fear,  I 
hope  ;  he  that  knows  me,  muft  be  a  ftranger  to  fear. 
Sir  Jo.  Nay,  agad,  I  hate  fear,  ever  fince  I  had  like 

to  have  died  of  a  fright But 

Bluff.  But !  Look  you  here,  boy,  here's  your  anti 
dote,  here's  your  Jefuit's  powder  for  a  fhaking  fit—But 
who  haft  thou  got  with  thee,  is  he  of  mettle  ? 

[  Laying  his  hand  upon  bisfword. 
Sir  Jo.  Ay,  bully,  a  devili/h  frnari  fellow  :  'a  will  fight 
like  a  cock. 
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"Bluff.  Say  you  fo  ?  Then  I  honour  him But 

has  he  been  abroad  ?  for  every  cock  will  fight  upon  his 
own  dunghill. 

Sir  Jo.  I  don't  know,  but  I'll  prefent  you— — — — — 

Bluff.  I'll  recommend  inyfelf— -Sir,  I  honour  you  :  I 
underliand  you  love  fighting.  I  reverence  a  man  that  loves 
fighting.  Sir,  I  kifp  your  h;lts. 

Sha-p.  Sir,  your  fervant,  but  you  are  mifinformed  ; 
for  unleis  it  be  to  ferve  my  particular  friend,  as  Sir  Jofeph 
here,  my  country,  or  my  religion,  or  in  fome  very  jufti- 
fiablecnufe,  I'm  not  for  it. 

"Bluff.  O  lord,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  find  you  are 
not  ot  my  palate  ;  you  can't  relifha  difh  of  fighting  with 
out  fweet  fauce.  Now,  I  think fighting  for  fighting 

fake's  fufficient  caufe  ;  fighting  to  me's  religion  and  the 
laws. 

Sir  Jo.  Ah,  well  faid,  my  hero  ;  was  not  that  great, 
Sir  ?  By  the  lord  Harry,  he  fays  true  ;  fighting  is  meat, 
drink,  and  cloth  to  him.  But,  back,  this  gentleman  is 
one  of  the  beft  friends  I  have  in  the  world,  and  faved  my 
life  laft  night You  know  I  told  you. 

Bluff.  Ay  !  then  I  honour  him  again  —Sir,  may  I 
crave  your  naxe  ? 

Sharp.  Ay,  Sir,  my  name's  Sharper. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  Mr.  Sharper,  embrace  my  back  ;  very 

well by  the  lord  Harry,  Mr.  Sharper,  he's  as  brave 

as  Cannibal,  are  not  you,  Bully-Back  ? 

Vl*arp.  Hannibal,  I  believe  you  mean,  Sir  Jofeph. 

Bluff.  Undoubtedly  he  did,  Sir;  faith,  Hannibal  was 
a  very  pretty  fellow  ;  but,  Sir  Jufeph,  comparifons  are 
odious.  Hannibal  was  a  very  pretty  fellow  in  thofe  days, 
it  muft  be  granted — But,  alas,  Sir  !  were  he  alive  now, 
he  would  be  nothing,  nothing  in  the  earth. 

Sharp.  How,  Sir  !  I  make  a  doubt  if  there  be  at  this 
day  a  greater  general  breathing. 

Bluff.  Oh,  excufe  me,  Sir;  have  you  ferved  abroad, 
Sir? 

Sharp.  Not  I,  really,  Sir. 

Bluff.  Oh,  I  thought  fo  ;  why  then  you  can  know  no 
thing,  Sir;  I  am  afraid  you  fcarce  know  the  hillory  of 
the  late  war  in  Flanders,  with  all  its  particulars. 
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Slarp.  Not  I,  Sir,  no  more  than  public  letters  or  ga 
zettes  tell  us. 

Bluff.  Gazettes!  why  there  ngain,  now;  why,  Sir, 
there  are  not  three  words  of  truth,  the  year  round,  put 
into  the  Gazette.  I'll  ttll  you  a  it  range  thingr  now,  as 
to  that You  muft  know,  Sir,  I  was  refident  in  Flan 
ders  the  lad  campaign  ;  had  a  fmall  port  there  ;  but  no 
matter  for  that.  Perhaps,  Sir,  there  was  fcarce  any  thing 
of  moment  done,  but  an  humble  fervant  of  yours,  th.it 
{hall  be  namelefs,  was  an  eye-witnefs  of;  I  won't  fay  had 
the  greateft  iliare  in't:  though  I  might  fay  that  too,  fince 
I  name  nobody,  you  know.  Well,  Mr.  Sharper,  would 
you  think  it?  In  all  this  time,  as  I  hope  for  a  truncheon, 
this  rafcally  Gazette-writer  never  fo  much  as  once  men 
tioned  me  ;  not  once,  by  the  wars  !  Took  no  more  notice, 
than  as  if  Nol  Bluff  had  not  been  in  the  land  of  the  li 
ving. 

Sharp.  Strange  ! 

&'r  Jo.  Yes,  by  the  Lord  Harry,  'tis  true,  Mr.  Shar 
per  ;  for  I  went  every  day  to  coffee-houfes  to  read  the 
Gazette  myfelf. 

Bluff.  Ay,    ay,    no  matter.     You  fee,  Mr.  Sharper, 

after  all,  I  am   content  to  retire,  live  a  private  penon  : 

S/cipio  and  others  have  done  it. 

Sharp.  Impudent  rogue  ! 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  this  damned  modefty  of  yours Agad, 

if  he  would  put  in  for'r,  he  might  be  made  general  him- 
felf  yet. 

Bluff.  O  fy,  no,  Sir  Jofeph — You  know  I  hate  this. 
Sir  'Jo,  Let  me  but  tell  Mr.  Sharper  a  little,  how  you 

cat  fire  once  out  of  the  mouth  of  a  cannon agad  he 

did  ;  thofe  impenetrable  whiikers  of  his  hate  confronted 

flames 

Bluff.  Death,  what  do  you  mean,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 
Sir  Jo.  Look  you  now,  I  tell  you  he's  fo  modeft  he'll 
own  nothing;. 

Bl  ff.  Piih  !  you  have  put  me  out,  I  have  forgot  what 
I  was  about.  Pray,  hold  your  tongue,  and  give  me  leave. 

{Angrily. 

Sir  Jo.  I  am  dumb. 

Bluff.  This  (word,  I  think,  I  was  telling  you  of,  Mr. 
Sharper— —I his  fword,    I'll  traintain  to  be  the  beft  di 
vine 
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vine,  anatomift,  lawyer,    or  cafuift  in  Europe  ;    it  ftial 
decide  a  controverfy,  or  fplit  a  caufe 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  now  I  muft  fpeak  ;  it  will  fplit  a  hair ; 
by  the  lord  Harry,  I  have  feen  it. 

Bluff.  Zouns,  Sir,  it's  a  lie,  you  have  not  feen  it,  nor 
(han't  fee  it ;  Sir,  I  fay  you  can't  fee  ;  what  d'ye  fay  to 
that,  now  ? 

Sir  Jo.  I  am  blind. 

Bluff.  Death  !  had  any  other  man  interrupted  me 

Sir  Jo.  Good  Mr.  Sharper,  fpeak  to  him  ;  I  dare  not 
look  that  way. 

Sharp.  Captain,  Sir  Jofeph's  penitent. 

Bluff.  O  I  am  calm,  Sir,  calm  as  a  discharged  culverin 
But  'twas  indifcreet,  when  you  know  what  will  pro 
voke  me Nay,  come,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  know  my 

heat's  foon  over. 

Sir  Jo.  Well,  I  am  a  fool  fometimes      •  But  I'm 

forry. 

Bluff.  Enough. 

Sir  Jo.  Come,  we'll  go  take  a  glafs  to  drown  animofi- 
ties  ;  Mr.  Sharper,  will  you  partake  ? 

Sharp,  I  wait  on  you,  Sir.  Nay,  pray,  Captain  • 

you  are  Sir  Jofeph's  back.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,     Araminta's  Apartment. 

Araminta  and  Belinda,   Betty  waiting. 

Rdin.  Ah  !  nay,  dear pr'ythee  good,    dear, 

fwcet  coufin,  no  more,     Oh,  gad  !  I  fwear  you'd  make 
one  fick  to  hear  you 

Aram.  Blefs  me  !  what  have  I  faid  to  move  you  thus  ? 

Belin.  O  you  have  raved,  talked  idly,  and  all  in  com 
mendation  of  that  filthy,  awkward,  two-legg'd  creature, 

man you  don't  know  what   you've  faid,    your  fever 

has  tranfported  you. 

Aram.  If  love  be  the  fever  which  you  mean,  kind 
Heav'n  avert  the  cure.:  let  me  have  oil  to  feed  that  flame, 
and  never  let  it  be  extinct,  'till  I  myfelfam  aftice. 

Bflin.  There  was  a  whine  ! — O  gad,  I  hate  your  hor 
rid  fancy — this  love  is  the  devil  ;  and  fure  to  be  in  love, 
is  to  be  poflefs'd  _—'Tis  in  the  head,  the  heart,  the  blood, 

the all  over Ogad,   you  are  quite  fpoil'd — I 

(hall  loath  the  fight  of  mankind  for  your  fcke. 

Aram* 
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Aram.  Fie!  this  is  grofs  afte&ation A  little  of 

Bclliriour's  company  would  change  the  fcene. 

Belin.  Filthy  fellow  !   I  Wonder,  coufin 

Aram.  I  wonder,  coufin,  you  fhould  imagine  I  don't 
perceive  you  love  him. 

Belln.  Oh,  I  love  your  hideous  fancy  !  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
love  a  man  ! 

Aram.  Love  a  man  !  yes,  you  would  not  love  a  beaft. 

Rtlin.  Ofallbeafts,  notanafs — which  is  fo  like  your 
Yainlove — Lard,  I  havefcenan  afs  look  fo  chagrin,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  (you  muft  pardon  me,  1  can't  help  hushing) 
that  an  abfolute  lover  would  have  concluded  the  poor 
creature  to  have  had  darts,  and  flames,  and  altars,  ami 
all  that,  in  his  breaih  Araminta,  come,  I'll  talk  (eriovif- 
ly  to  you  now  ;  could  you  but  fee,  with  my  eyes,  the 
buffoonery  of  one  fcene  of  addrefs,  a  lover,  let  out  with  all 
his  equipage  and  appurtenances;  O  gad  !  fure  you  would 

• But  you  play  the  game,  and  confequently  can't  fee 

the  miicaniages  obvious  to  every  ftander  by. 

Aram.  Yes,  yes,  I  can  fee  fomething  near  it,  when 
you  and  Beilmour  meet.  You  don't  know  that  you  dreamt 
of  Bellmourlaft  night,  and  call'd  him  aloud  in  your  lleep. 

Bclin,  Pifli  !  I  can't  help  dreaming  of  the  devil  fome- 
times  ;  would  you  from  thence  infer  i  love  him  ? 

Aram.  But  that's  not  all ;  you  caught  me  in  your  arms 
when  vou  named  him,  and  prefs'd  me  to  your  bofom— 
Sure,  'if  I  had  not  pinch'd  you  till  you  wak'd,  you  had 
itiffled  me  with  kifles. 

Bcltn.  O  barbarous  afperfion  ! 

Aram.  No  afperfion,  coutin,  we  are  alone-~Nay  I  can 
tell  you  more, 

JRcIin.  I  deny  it  all. 

Aram.   What,  before  you  hear  it  ? 

Jitlin.  My  denial  is  premediated,  like  your  malice 

I/ird,  couiin,  you  talk  oddly — Whatever  the  matter  is, 
o'my  foul,  I'm  afraid  you'll  follow  evil  courfes. 

Aram.  Ha,  ha,   ha!   this  is  pleafant. 

Bciin.  You  may  laugh,  but— — 

Aram.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

ftelin.  You  think  the  malicious  grin  becomes  you— 
The  devil  take  Beilmour.  Why  do  you  tell  me  of  him  ? 

Aram,. 


THE    OLD    BATCHELOR.        23 

Aram.  Oh,  is  it  come  out — now  you  are  angry,  I  am 
fuve  you  love  him.  I'll  tell  nobody  elfe,  couiin — I  have 
not  betrayed  you  yet. 

Bella.  Pr'ythee,  tell  it  all  the  world  ;  it's  falfe. 

Aram.  Come,  then,  kifs  and  friends. 

Bdln.  Piih. 

Aram.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  fo  peevifli. 

Bclin.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  fo  impertinent — Beity. 

Aram.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ! 

Betty.  Did  your  lady  {hip  call,  Madam  ? 

Bil'ui.  Get  my  hoods  and  tippet,  and  bid  the  footman 
call  a  chair.  [Exit  Betty. 

Aram.  I  hope  you  are  not  going  out  in  dudgeon,  coufin. 
Enter  Footman. 

Foot.  Ma  Jam,  there  are — 
••  Belin.  Is  there  a  chair  ? 

foot.  No,  Madam,  there  are  Mr.  Bellmour  and  Mr. 
Vaiuluve,  to  wait  upon  your  ladylhip. 

Aram.  Are  they  below  ? 

foot.  No,  Madam,  they  fent  before,  to  know  if  you 
were  at  home. 

Bclin.  The  vifu's  to  you,  coufin,  I  fuppofe  I  am  at  my 
liberty. 

Aram.  Be  ready  to  (hew  'em  up.  [Exit  Footman. 

Enter  Betty  ivitb  hoods  and  lookiiig-glafi. 
I  can't  tell,  couiin,  I  believe  we  are  equally  concerned  ; 
bu:  if  you  continue  your  humour,  it  won't  be  very  en 
tertaining —  I  know  (he'd  fain  be  perfuaded  to  {lay. 

Bclin.  I  (hall  oblige  you  in  leaving  you  to  the  full  and 
free  enjoyment  of  that  convei Tation  you  admire.  Let  me 
fee  ;  hold  the  glais — Lard,  I  look  wretchedly  to-day  ! 

Aram.  Betty,  why  don't  you  help  my  couiin  ? 

[Putting  on  her  hoods* 

Bclin.  Hold  off  your  fifts,  and  fee  that  he  gets  a  chair 
with  a  high  roof,  or  a  very  low  ftat — Stay,  come  back 
here,  you,  Mrs.  F.dget — you  are  fo  ready  to  go  to  the 
footman — Here,  take  'em  all  again,  my  mind's  changed, 
I  won't  go.  [Exit  Betty. 

Aram.  So,  this  I  expected.  You  won't  oblige  me,  then, 
coufin,  and  let  me  have  all  the  company  to  myfelf. 

Bclin.  No;  upon  deliberation,  I  have  too  much  chari 
ty 
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ty  to  truft  you  to  yourfelf.  The  devil  watches  all  oppor 
tunities  ;  and  in  this  favourable  difpofuion  of  your  mind, 
heaven  knows  how  far  you  may  be  tempted ;  I  am  tender 
of  jour  reputation. 

Aram.  I  am  obliged  to  you — But  who's  malicious  now, 
Belinda  ? 

Belin.  Not  I ;  witnefs  my  heart,  I  flay  out  of  pure 
affection. 

Aram.  In  my  confcience  I  believe  you. 

Enter  Bellmour,  Vainlove,  and  Footman. 

Bell.  So,  fortune  be  praifed  !  To  find  you  both  within, 
ladies,  is — 

Aram.  No  miracle,  I  hope. 

Sell-  Not  o'your  fide,  Madam,  I  confefs :  but  my  ty 
rant,  there,  and  I,  are  two  buckets  that  can  never  come 
together. 

Belin.  Nor  are  ever  like.  Yet  we  often  meet  and  clafti. 

Bell.  How,  never  like  !  Marry,  Hymen  forbid.  But 
this  is  to  run  fo  extravagantly  in  debt ;  I  have  laid  out 
fuch  a  world  of  love  in  your  fervice,  that  you  think  you 
can  never  be  able  to  pay  me  all ;  fo  fhun  me,  for  the  fame 
reafon  that  you  would*  a  dun. 

Belln.  Ay,  on  my  confcience,  and  the  moft  imperti 
nent  and  ttoublefome  of  duns — A  dun  for  money  will  be 
quier,  when  he  fees  his  debtor  has  not  wherewithal — But 
a  dun  for  love  is  an  eternal  torment,  that  never  refts 

JiYV.  'Till  he  has  created  love  where  there  was  none, 
and  then  gets  it  for  his  pains.  For  importunity  in  love, 
like  importunity  at  court,  firft  creates  its  own  intereil, 
and  then  purfues  it  for  the  favour. 

Aram.  Favours  that  are  got  by  impudence  and  impor 
tunity,  ar«  like  difcoveries  from  the  rack,  when  the  af 
flicted  perfon,  for  his  eafe,  fometunes  confefles  fecrets 
his  heart  knows  nothing  of. 

Fain.  I  mould  rather  think,  favours,  fo  gained,  to  be 
due  rewards  to  indefatigable  devotion.  For  as  love  is  a 
deity,  he  muft  be  ferved  by  prayer. 

Belin.  O  gad,  would  you  would  all  pray  to  love,  then, 
and  let  us  alone. 

Vain.  You  are  the  temples  of  love,  and  'tis  through 
you,  our  dewtion  muflbe  conveyed. 

2  Aram. 


Aram.  Rather,  poor  filly  idols  of  your  own  making, 
which,  upon  the  lead  .difpleafure,  you  forfake,  and  fee 

up  new Every  man,  now,  changes  his  millrefs  and 

his  religion,  as  his  humour  varies  or  his  interetf. 

Vain.  O  Madam 

Aram.  Nay,  come,  I  find  we  are  growing  ferious,  and 
then  we  are  in  great  danger  of  being  dull *  If  my 

*  mufick- mailer  be  not  gone,  I'll  enrertain  you  with  a 

*  new  fong,  which  comes  pretty  near  my  own  opinion  of 

*  love,  and  your  fex — Who's  there  ?  Is  Mr.  Gavot  gone  ? 

[Calls. 

*  Foot.  Only  to  the  next  door,  Madam;  I'll  call  him. 

[Exit: 

Bell.  Why,  you  won't  hear  me  with  patience. 

Aram.  What's  the  matter,  coufin  ? 

Bell.  Nothing,  Madam,  only 

Bclin.  Pr'ythce  hold  thy  tongue Lard,  he  has  fo 

pefter'd  me  with  flames  and  flu  ft- 1  think  I  (han't 

endure  the  fight  of  a  fire  this  twelvemonth. 

Btll.  Yet  all  can't  melt  that  cruel,  frozen  heart. 

Belin.  '  O  gad,  I  hate  your  hideous  fancy' — you  faid 

that  once  before .If  you   muft  talk  impertinently, 

for  heaven's  fake,  let  it  be  with  variety  ;  don't  come  al 
ways,  like  the  devil,  wrapt  in  flames — I'll  not  hear  a  len- 
tence  more,  that  begins  with  an,  I  burn  — or  an,  1  be- 
feech  you,  Madam  ? 

Bell.  But  tell  me  how  you  would  be  ador'd — I  am  very 
tra&able. 

Bclin.  Then,  know,  I  would  be  ador'd  in  filence. 

Bell.  Humph,  I  thought  fo,  that  you  might  have  all 
the  talk  to  yourfelf — You  had  better  let  me  fpeak  ;  for 
if  my  thoughts  fly  to  any  pitch,  I  (hall  make  villainous 
fign?. 

Bclin.  What  will  you  get  by  that  ?  to  make  fuch  figns 
as  I  won't  underftand. 

Bell.  Ay,  but  if  I'm  tongue-ty'd,  I  mult  have  all  my 
actions  free,  to— quicken  your  apprehenfion — and  'egat'» 
let  me  tell  you,  my  mod  prevailing  argument  is  exprei's'd 
in  dumb-fhew. 

'  Enter  Mufick-mafter. 

*  Aram.  O  I  am  ^lad  we  (hall  have  a    fong  to  divert 

*  the  difcourfe— —  Fray  oblige  us  wiih  the  kit  new  fon<r, 

v  C  '  SONG. 
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'SONG. 
I. 

*  Thus  to  a  ripe,  confentJng  maid, 

*  Poor,  old,  repenting  Delia  faid  : 

*  Would  you  long  preferve  your  lover  ? 
4  Would  you  dill  his  goddefs  reign  ? 

«   Never  let  him  all  difcovtr, 

*  Never  let  him  much  obtain. 

II. 

*  Men  will  admire,  adore  and  die, 

*  While  wifliing  at  your  feet  they  lie  : 
'  But  admitting  their  embraces, 

*  Wakes  'em  from^he  golden  dream  ; 

*  Nothing  new  beftdes  our  faces, 

*  Every  woman  is  the  lame. 

«  Aram.  So,  how  d'ye  like  the  fong,  gentlemen  ? 
«  Bdl.  O,  very  well   perform'd— but  I  don't  much 

*  admire  the  words. 

'  Aram.  I  expefted  it there's  too  much  truth  in 

*•  'em:  it  Mr.  Gavot  will  walk  with  us  in  the  garden, 
'  we'll  have  it  once  again— ——you  may  like  it  better  at 
'  fecond  hearing.  You'll  bring  my  coufin.' 

*  Ara;n.   If  you'll  walk  into  the  next  room,  I'll  enter 
tain  you  with  a  fong,  to  divert  the  dilcourfe 

You'll  bring  my  coufin. 

Bell.  Faith,  Madam,  I  dare  not  fpeak  to  her  ;  but  I'll 
make  figns.  [Aihlrrfles  Belinda  in  dumbjkew. 

Bflin.  Oh,  foh  !  your  dumb  rhetorick  is  more  ridicu 
lous  than  your  talking  impertinence  ;  *  as  an  ape  is  a 

*  much  more  troublelome  animal  than  a  parrot. 

*  Aram.  Ay,  coufin,  and  'tis  a  fign  the  creatures  mi- 
'  mick  nature  well ;  for  there  are  few  men  but  do  mare 

*  filly  things  than  they  fay. 

*  Bell.  Well,  I  find  my  apiflmefs  has  paid  the  ranfom, 
formyfpeech,  and  fet  it  at  liberty tho',  I  confefs,  I 

*  This  fpee'ch   is   inferted,  on   account  of  the  fong,  &c.  being 
•mitted  in  the  reprcfentation. 

could 
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could  be  well  enough  pleas'd  to  drive  on  a  love  bargain, 
in  that  filcnt  manner— 'Twould  lave  aman  a  world  of  ly 
ing  and  fwearing  at  the  year's  end.  Betides,  I  have  had 

altttle  experience,  that  brings  to  mind . 

When  wit  and  reafon  both  have  fail'd  to  move  ;  T 
Kind  looks  and  actions  (from  luccefs)  do  prove,  > 
Ev'n  filence  may  be  eloquent  in  love.  3 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT         III. 

SCENE,     the    Street. 
Silvia  and  Lucy. 

SILVIA. 

WILL  he  not  come,  then  ? 
Lucy.  Yes,  yes,  come.  .1  warrant  him,  if  you 
\\  ill  go  in,  and  be  ready  to  receive  him. 

Silv.  «  Why  did  not  you  tell  me  ?'  Whom  mean  you  ? 

Lucy.  Whom  you  fhould  mean,  Heartwel). 

Silv.  Senfelefs  creature,  I  meant  my  Vainlove. 

Lucy.  You  may  as  foon  hope  to  recover  your  own  mai 
denhead  as  his  love.  Therefore,  e'en  fet  your  heart  at  reft, 
and  in  the  name  of  opportunity  mind  your  own  bufinefs. 
Strike,  Heartwell,  home,  before  the  bait's  worn  off  the 
hook.  Age  will  come.  He  nibbled  fairly  yefterday  ; 
and,  no  doubt,  will  be  eager  enough  to-day  to  fwallow 
the  temptation. 

Silv.  Well,  fmce  there's  no  remedy — Yet  tell  me — for 
I  wou'd  know,  though  to  the  anguim  of  my  foul  ;  how 

did  he  refufe  ?   Tell  me hew  did  he  receive  my  letter, 

in  anger  or  in  fcorn  ? 

Lucy.  Neither  ;  but  what  was  ten  times  worfe,  with 
damnM,  fenfelefs  indifference.  By  this  light,  I  could 
have  fpit  in  his  face — Receive  it !  Why  he  received  it  as 
I  would  one  of  your  lovers  that  fhould  come  empty-han 
ded  ;  as  a  court  lord  does  his  mercer's  bill,  or  a  begging 

dedication he  received  it,  as  if't  had  been  a  letter  from 

his  wife. 

Silv.  What  !  did  he  not  read  it  I 

C  2  TLucy. 
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Lucy,  Humm'd  it  over,  gave  you  his  refpefts,  and 
faid,  he  would  take  time  to  perufe  it,  but  then  he  was  in 
hade. 

Silv.  Refpefts,  and  perufe  it  !  He's  gone,  and  Ara- 
mintahas  bewitch'dhim  from  me.  Oh,  how  the  name 
of  rival  fires  my  blood  !  '  I  could  curfe  'em  both  ;'  eter 
nal  jealoufy  attend  her  love,  and  difappointtnent  meet  his. 

*  Oh,  that  I  could  revenge  the  torment  he  has  caus'd—  • 

*  Methinks,  I  feel  the  woman  ilrong  within  me,  andven- 

*  geance  kindles  in  the  room  of  love.' 

Lucy.  1  have  that  in  my  head  may  make  mifchief. 

Silv.  How,  dear  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  You  know  Araminta's  diflembled  coynefs  ha» 
won,  and  keeps  him  hers  —  - 

Silv.  Could  we  perfuade  him,  that  (lie  loves  another. 

Lucy.  No,  you're  out  ;  could  we  perfuade  him,  that 
flie  dotes  on  him,  himfelf—  —  Contrive  a  kind  letter  as 
from  her,  'twould  difgufl  his  nicety,  and  take  away  his 
itomach. 

Silv.  Impoflible  !  'twill  never  take. 

Lucy.  Trouble  not  your  head.  Let  me  alone,  I  will 
inform  m)  felf  of  what  pad  between  'em  to-day,  and  about 
it  ftraight  —  Hold,  I'm  miftaken,  or  that's  Heaitwell, 
u'ho  (lands  talking  at  the  corner,  'tis  he  —  Go  get  you  in, 
Madam,  receive  him  pleafantly,  drefs  up  your  face  in 
innocence  and  fmiles,  and  diffemble  the  very  want  of  dif- 
Cinulatiou  -  You  know  what  will  take  him. 

Silv.  'Tis  as  hard  to  counterfeit  love,  as  it  is  to  con 
ceal  it  :  but  I'll  do  my  weak  endeavour,  though  I  tear  I 
have  no  art. 

Lucy.  Hang  ait,  Madam,  and  trufl  to  nature  for  dif- 
fembling. 

Man,  was  by  nature  woman's  creature  made. 
We  never  are  but  by  ourfelves  betray'd. 


Enter  Heartwell,  Vainlove  and  EettmourfoIIotving. 

Hell.  Hi  ft,  hift,  is  not  that  Heartwell  going  to  Silvia? 

Vain.  He's  talking  trfhimfelf,  I  think  j  pr'ythee  let's 

try  if  we  can  hear  him. 
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Heart.  Why,  whither,  in  the  devil's  name,  am  la  go 
ing  now?  Hum! — let  me  think — Is  not  this  Silvia's 
houfe,  the  cave  of  that  enchamrefs,  and  which  confe- 
quently  I  ought  to  fhun  as  I  would  infcdion  ?  To  enter 
here,  is  to  put  on  the  envenorn'd  fhirt,  to  run  into  the 
embraces  of  a  fever,  and  in  fome  raving  fit,  be  led  to 
plunge  myfelt  into  that  more  confuming  fire,  a  woman's 
arms.  Ha!  well  recollected,  1  will  recover  my  reafon  and 
be  gone. 

Bell.  Now  Venus  forbid  ! 

Vain.  Hufh 

Heart.  Well,  why  do  you  not  move  ?  Feet,  do  your 

office — Not  one  inch  ;  ho,  fotegad,  I'm  caught—, 

There  ftands  my  north,  and  thither  my  needle  points. 
..—Now  could  I  curfe  myfelf,  yet  cannot  repent.  O 
thou  delicious,  damn'd,  dear,  definitive  woman  !  'Sdeath, 
how  the  young  fellows  will  hoot  me  !  I  fliall  be  the  jell 
of  the  town  ;  nay,  in  two  days,  I  expect  to  be  chronicled 
in  ditty,  and  fung  in  woeful  ballad,  to  the  tune  of  the 
fuperannuated  maiden's  comfort,  or  the  batchelor's  fall  ; 
and  upon  the  third,  I  (hall  be  hang'd  in  effigy,  palled  up 
for  the  exemplary  ornament  of  *  neceflary  houfes  and* 
cobler's  flails — Death,  1  can't  think  on't — I'll  run  into 
the  danger  to  lofe  the  apprehenfion.  [Exit. 

Bell.  A  very  certain  remedy,  frobatum  ejt — Ha,  ha, 
ha,  poor  George,  thou  art  i'th'  right,  thou  haft  fold  thy- 
felf  to  laughter  ;  the  ill-natur'd  town  will  find  the  jell 
juft  where  thou  haft  loft  it.  Ha,  ha,  how,  a'  itruggleii, 
like  an  old  lawyer  between  two  fees. 

Vain.  Or  a  young  wench,  between  pleafure  and  repu 
tation. 

EclL  Or,  as  you  did  to-day,  when,  half  afraid,  you 
fnatch'd  a  kifs  from  Araminta. 

Vain.  She  has  made  a  quarrel  on'r. 
Bell.  Pauh,  women  are  only  angry  at  fuch  offences,  to 
have  the  pleafure  of  forgiving 'em. 

Vain.  And  1  love  to  have  the  pleafure  of  making  my 
peace-  I  fhould  not  eiteem  a  pardon,  if  too  eafl- 

}y  won. 

Bell.  Thou  doft  not  knew  what  thou  weuld'ft  be  at  ; 
whether  thou  would'ft  have  her  angry  or  pleas 'd.  Couid'tt 
thou  be  coutent  to  marry  Araminta? 

C  3  /  u*. 
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Vain.  Could  you  be  content  to  go  to  Heav'n  ? 

Bell,  Hum,  not  immediately,  in  my  confcience,  not 
heartily  ?  I'd  do  a  little  more  good  in  my  generation  Jirit, 
in  order  to  deferve  it. 

Fain.  Nor  I  to  marry  Araminta,  'till  I  merit  her. 

Bell.  But  how  the  devil  doit  thou  expect  to  get  her,  if 
file  never  yield  ? 

fain.  That's  true  ;  but  I  would 

Bell.  Marry  her  without  her  confent.  Thou'rt  a  riddle 
beyond  woman  •  •  ' 

Enter  Setter. 
Trufty  Setter,  what  tidings  ?  How  goes  the  projeft  ? 

Set.  As  all  wicked  projeds  do,  Sir,  *  where  the  devil 
*  prevents  our  endearments'  with  fuccefs. 

Pell,  A  good  hearing,  Setter. 

Vain.  Well,  I'll  leave  you  with  your  engineer. 

Bell.  And  haft  thou  provided  necelfaries  ? 

Set.  All,  all,  Sir.  The  large  fan&ified  hat,  and  the 
little  precife  band,  with  a  Twinging  long  fpiritual  cloak, 
to  cover  carnal  knavery — not  forgetting  the  black  patch, 
which  Tribulation  Spintext  wears,  as  I'm  informed, 
upon  one  eye,  as  a  penal  mourning  for  the  ogling  offen 
ces  of  hisjrouth  ;  and  fome  fay,  with  that  eye,  he  firft 
difcovered  the  frailty  of  his  wife. 

Bell.  Well,  in  this  fanatic  father's  habit,  will  I  confefs 
Laetitia. 

&/.  Rather  prepare  her  for  con fefiion,  Sir,  by  helping 
her  to  fin. 

Bell.  Be  at  your  matter's  lodging  in  the  evening,  I 
lhall  ufe  the  robes.  [Exeunt  Bell,  and  Vain. 

Set.  I  (hall,  Sir 1  wonder  to  which  of  thefe  two 

gentlemen  I  do  moft  properly  appertain the  one  ufea 

me  as  his  attendant ;  the  other,  being  the  better  acquain 
ted  with  my  parts,  employs  me  as  a  pimp.  Why,  that's 
much  the  more  honourable  employment — by  all  means — 
I  follow  one  as  my  matter,  t'other  follows  me  as  his  con- 
du&or. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  There's  the  hang-dog,  his  man  I  had  a 
power  over  him  in  the  reign  of  my  miftrefs  :  but  he  is 
too  true  a  valet  de  chambre  not  to  affect  his  matter's 
faults  ;  and  confequently  is  revolted  from  his  allegiance. 

Set. 
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Set.  Undoubtedly,  'tis  impoffible  to  be  a  pimp  and  not 
a  man  of  parts  ;  that  is,  without  being  politic,  diligent, 

lecret,  wary  and  fo  forth And  to  all   this  valiant  as 

Hercules — that  is,  paflively  valiant  and  actively  obedient. 
Ah  !  Setter,  what  a  treafure  is  here  loft  for  want  of  being 
known  ? 

Lucy.  Here's  fome  villainy  a-foot,  he's  fo  thoughtful ; 
may  be  I  may  difcover  fomething  in  my  mafk — Worthy 
Sir,  a  word  with  you.  [Puts  on  her  majk* 

Set.  Why,  if  I  were  known,  I  might  come  to  be  a 
great  man 

Lucy.  Not  to  interrupt  your  meditation 

Set.  And  I  fliould  not  be  the  firft  that  has  procured  his 
greatnefsby  pimping. 

Lucy.  Now  poverty  and  the  pox  light  upon  thee,  for 
a  contemplative  pimp. 

Set.  Ha  !  what  art,  who  thus  malicioufly  haft  awa 
kened  me  from  my  dream  of  glory  ?  Speak,  thou  vile  di- 
ft  u  rbe  r 

Lucy.  Of  thy  moft  vile  cogitations— -—  thou  poor,  con 
ceited  wretch,  how  wert  thou  valuing  thyfelf,  upon  thy 
mafter's employment?  For  he's  the  head  pimp  to  Mr. 
Bellmour. 

Set.  Good  words,  damfel,  or  I  (hall But  how 

doft  thou  know  my  mafter  or  me  ? 

Lucy.  Yes,  I  know  both  mafter  and  man  to  be— — - 

Set.  To  be  men  perhaps  ;  nay,  'faith  like  enough  ;  I 
often  march  in  the  rear  of  my  mafter,  and  enter  the 
breaches  which  he  has  made. 

Lucy.  Ay,  the  breach  of  faith,  which  he  has  begun. 
Thou  traitor  to  thy  lawful  princefs. 

Set.  Why,  how  now  !  pr'ythee  who  art  ?  Lay  by  that 
worldly  face  and  produce  thy  natural  vizor. 

Lucy.  No,  firrah,  I'll  keep  it  on  to  abufe  thee,  and 
leave  thee  without  hopes  of  revenge. 

Set.  Oh  !  I  begin  to  fmoak  ye.     Thou  art  fome  fpr- 
faken  Abigail ;  we  have  dallied  with  thee  heretofore 
and  art  come  to  tickle  thy  imagination  with  remembrance 
of  iniquity  paft. 

Lucy.  No,  thou  pitiful  flatterer  of  thy  mafter's  imper 
fections  ;  thou  maukin,  made  up  of  the  (hreds  and  pa 
rings  of  his  fuperfluous  fopperies. 

i  Set. 
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Set.  Thou  art  thy  miftrefs's  foul's  felf,  compofed  of  her 
unfullied  iniquities  and  clothing. 

Lucy.  Hang  thee— : — beggar's  cur Thy  mafter 

is  but  a  mumper  in  love,  lies  canting  at  the   gate;   but 
never  dares  prefume  to  enter  the  houfe. 

Set.  Thou  art  the  wicket  to  thy  miilrefs's  gate,  to  be 
opened  for  all  comers.  In  fine,  thou  art  the  high  road 
to  thy  niiftrefs. 

Lucy.  Beait,  filthy  toad,  I  can  hold  no  longer,  look 
and  tremble.  (Unmafts. 

Set.  How,  Mrs.  Lucy  ! 

Lucy.  1  wonder  thou  haft  the  impudence  to  look  me 
in  the  face. 

Set.  Adfbud,  who  is  in  fault,  miflrefs  of  mine  ?  Who 
flung  the  firi!  ftone  ?  Who  undervalued  my  function  ? 
And  who  the  devil  could  know  you  by  inflinft  ? 

Lucy.  You  could  know  my  office  by  inftinft,  and  be 
hanged,  which  you  have  flandered  mod  abominably.  It 
vexes  me  not  what  you  faid  of  my  perfon  :  but  that  my 
innocent  calling  fhould  be  expofed  and  fcandaliz'd— — 
I  cannot  bear  it. 

Set.  Nay,  faith,  Lucy,  I'm  forry,  I'll  own  myfelf 
to  blame,  though  we  were  both  in  fault  as  to  our  offices 
——Come,  I'll  make  you  any  reparation. 

Lucy.  Swear. 

Set.  I  do  fwear  to  the  utmofl  of  my  power. 

Lucy.  To  bebrief  then  ;  what  is  the  reafon  your  ma- 
fter  did  not  appear  to-day,  according  to  the  fummons  I 
brought  him  ? 

Set.  To  anfwer  you  as  briefly — He  has  a  caufe  to  be 
tried  in  another  court. 

Lucy.  Come,  tell  me,  in  plain  terms,  how  forward  he 
is  with  Aramima. 

Set.  Too  forward  to  be  turned  back Though  he's 

a  little  in  difgrace  at  p/efent  about  a  kifs  which  he  forced. 
You  and  I  can  kifs,  Lucy,  without  all  that. 

Lucy.  Stand  off He's  a  precious  jewel. 

Set.  And  therefore  you'd  have  him  to  fet  in  your  lady's 
;  locket. 

Lucy  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Set.  He'll  be  in  the  piazza  prefently. 

Lucy. 
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T.ucy.  Remember  to-day's  behaviour Let  me  fee 

you  with  a  penitent  face. 

Set.  What  no  token  of  amity,  Lucy  ?  You  and  I 
don't  ufe  to  part  with  dry  lips. 

Lucy.  No,  no,  avaunt I'll  not  be  flabber'd  and 

kifs'd  now,  I'm  not  i'th'  humour. 

Set.  I'll  not  quit  you  fo I'll  follow  and  put 

you  into  the  humour.  [Excimt. 

Enter  Sir  Jofeph  \Vittoll  WBluflf. 

Bluff".  And  fo  out  of  your  unwonted  generality  • 

Sir  Jo.  And  good-nature,  back ;  I  am  good-natur'd 
and  I  can't  help  it. 

-  Bluff.  You  have  given  him  a  note  upon  Fondlewife 
for  a  hundred  pound. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  poor  fellow,  he  ventur'd  fair  for't. 

Bluff.  You  have  difobliged  me  in  it — for  I  have  occa- 
fion  for  the  money,  and  it  you  would  look  me  in  the  face 
again  and  live,  go,  and  force  him  to  re-deliver  you  the 

note— = go and  bring  it  me  hither.     I'll  ftay 

here  for  you. 

Sir  Jo.  You  may  flay  'till  the  day  of  judgment  then, 
by  the  Lord  Harry.  I  know  better  things  than  to  be 
run  through  the  guts  for  a  hundred  pound.  Why,  I 
gave  that  hundred  pound  for  being  iaved,  and  d'ye  think, 
an'  there  were  no  danger,  I'll  be  To  ungrateful  to  take  it 
from  the  gentleman  again  ? 

Bluff.  Well,  go  to  him  from  me Tell  him,  I  fay, 

he  muft  refund  -or  bilbo's  the  word,  and  daughter 

will  enfue if  he  refuie,  tell  him but  whifper  that 

tell  him I'll  pink  his  foul but  whifper  that 

foftly  to  him. 

Sir  Jo.  So  foftly,  that  he  (hall  never  hear  on'r,  I  war 
rant  you Why,  what  a  devil's  the  matter,  bully, 

are  you  mad  ?  Or  d'ye  think  I'm  mad  ?  Agad,  for  my 
part,  1  don't  love  to  be  the  meflenger  of  ill  news ;  'tis 
an  ungrateful  office So  tell  him  yourfelf. 

Bluff.  By  thefe  hilts,  I  believe  he  frightened  you  into 
this  compoiition.  I  believe  you  gave  it  him  out  of  fear, 
pure  paltry  fear  Confers. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  hang't,  I  was  not  afraid,  neither — 
though  Iconfefs  he  did  in  a  manner  fciap  me  up — yet  I 

can't 


34-       THE    OLD    BATCHELOR. 

fay  that  it  was  altogether  out  of  fear,  but  partly  to  pre 
vent  mifchief — for  he  was  a  devilifh  choleric  fellow.  And 
if  my  choler  had  been  up  too,  agad,  there  would  have 
been  mifchief  done,  that's  flat.  And  yet,  I  believe,  if 
you  had  been  by,  I  would  as  foon  have  let  him  a'  had  a 
hundred  of  my  teeth.  Adihart,  if  he  would  come  now, 

juft  when  I'm  angry,   I'd  tell  him Mum. 

Enter  Bellmour  and  Sharper. 

Bell.  Thou'rta  lucky  rogue  ;  there's  your  benefactor, 
you  ought  to  return  him  thanks,  now  you  have  received 
the  favour. 

SL-arp.  Sir  Jofeph — your  note  was  accepted,  and  the 
money  paid  at  light.  I'm  come  to  return  my  thanks. 

Sir  Jo.  They  won't  be  accepted  fo  readily  as  the  bill, 
Sir. 

Rell.  I  doubt  the  knight  repents,  Tom — He  looks  like 
-the  knight  of  the  fo.Towful  face. 

Sharp.  This  is  a  double  generofity Do  me  a  kind- 

ncfs,  and  refule  my  thanks— —But  I  hope  you  are  not 
offended,  that  I  offered  them,  without  any  offence  to  you, 
Sir. 

Sir  Jo.  May  be  I  am,  Sir;  may  be  I  am  not,  Sir- 
may  be  I  am  both,  Sir. —  What  then?  I  hope  I  may  be 
offended. 

Sharp.  Hey  day  !  Captain,  what's  the  matter  ?  You 
can  tell. 

Bluff.  Mr.  Sharper,  the  matter  is  plain— —Sir  Jo 
feph  has  found  out  your  trick,  and  does  not  care  to  be 
put  upon,  being  a  man.  of  honour. 

Sharp.  Trick",  Sir ! 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  trick.  Sir,  aud  won't  be  put  upon,  Sir, 
being  a  man  of  honour,  Sir;  and  fo,  Sir  • 

Sharp.  Heark'e,  Sir  Jofeph,  a  word  with  ye  in 

confideration  of  fome  favours  lately  received,  I  would 
not  have  you  draw  yourfelrimo  a  premunire,  by  truuing 
to  thatfign  of  a  man  there— —that  pop-gun  charged 
with  wind. 

Sir  ye.  O  lord,  O  lord,  Captain,  comejuftify  your- 
felf I'll  give  him  the  lie,  if  you'll  (land  to  it. 

Sharp.  Nay,  then  I'll  be  beforehand  with  you,  take 
that,  oafe. 
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Sir  Jo.  Captain,  will  you  fee  this?  Won't  you  pink 
his  foul  ? 

Bluff.  Hufli,  'tis  not  fo  convenient  now — I  (hall  find 
a  time. 

Sharp.  What  do  you  mutter  about  a  time,  r.-ifcal  ?  You 
were  the  iiuendiary — There's  toput  you  in  mind  of  your 

time A  memorandum.  [Kicks  him. 

Bluff.  Oh,  this  is  your  time,  Sir,  you  had  beft  make 
ufe  on't. 

Sharp.    'Egad,  and  fol  will.     There's  again  for  you. 

[Kicks  him, 
Bluff.  You  are  obliging,  Sir,  but  this  is  too  public   a 

place  to  thank  you  in :  but  in  your  ear You  are  to 

be  feen  again. 

Sharp.  Ay,  thou  inimitable  coward,  and  to  be  felt — as 

for  example.  [Kicks  him. 

Bell.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pr'ythee  come  away  ;  'tis   fcanda- 

lous  to  kick  this  puppy,  unlefs  a  man  were  cold,  and  had 

no  other  way  to  get  himfelf  a  heat.  [Exit  Sharper. 

Bluff.  Very  well very  fine But  'tis  no  matter 

.         Is  not  this  fine,  Sir  Jofeph  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Indifferent,  agad,  in  my  opinion  very  indifferent 

I'd  rather  go  plain  all  my   life  than  wear  fuch 

finery. 

Bluff.  Death  and  hell,  to  be  affronted  thus !  I'll  die  be 
fore  I'll  fuffer  it.  [Draws, 
Sir  Jo.  O  lord,  his  anger  was  not  raifed  before — Nay, 

clear  Captain,  don't  be  in  a  paffion,  now  he's  gone — 

Put  up,  put  up,  dear  back,  'tis  your  Sir  Jofeph   begs. 
Come,  let  me  kifs  thee.    So,  fo,  put  up,  put  up. 
Bluff.  By  heav'n,  'tis  not  to  be  put  up. 
Sir  Jo.   What,  bully  ? 
Bluff.  The  affront. 

Sir  Jo.  No,    agad,    no  more   'tis,  for  that's  put  up 
already,  thy  fword  I  mean. 

Bluff.  Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  at  your  intreaty — But  were 
not  you,  my  friend,  abus'd,  and  cuff'd,  and  kick'd  ? 

[  Putting  up  hisfavorJ, 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  fo  were  you  too  :  no  matter,  'tispaf*. 
Bluff.  By  the  immortal  thunder  of  great  guns,  'tis  falfc 
he  fucks  not  vital  air  who  dares  affirm  it  to  this  face. 

[Looks  big. 
Sir  Jo. 
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Sir  Jo.  To  that  face,  I  grant  you,  Captain — No,  no, 

I  grant  you Not  to  that  face,  by  the  lord  Harry. 

If  you  had  put  on  your  fighting  face  before,  you  had  done 

his  bufmefs he  durft  as  foon  have  kifs'd  you,  as  kick'd 

you  to  your  face But  a  man  can  no  more  help  what'i 

done  behind  his  back,  than  what's  faid. — Come,  we'll 
think  no  more  of  what's  paft. 

Bluff.  I'll  call  a  council  of  war  within  to  confider  of 
my  revenge  to  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Silvia's  Apartment.    , 
Enter  Heartwell  and  Silvia. 
SONG. 

As  Amoret  and  Thyrfis  lay 
Melting  the  hours  in  gentle  play  ; 
Joining  faces,  mingling  kifles, 
And  exchanging  harmlefs  blifles. 
He  trembling  cry'd,  with  eager  hafte, 

0  let  me  feed  as  well  as  tafte, 

1  die,  if  I'm  not  wholly,  wholly  bleft. 

After  thefong)  a  dance  ofanticlts. 

SlL  Indeed,  it  is  very  fine 1  could  look  upon  'em 

all  day. 

Heart.  Well,  has  this  prevail'dfor  me,  andwillyou  look 
upon  me  ? 

Silv.  If  you  could  fing  and  dance  fo,  I  mould  love  to 
look  upon  you  too. 

Heart.  Why,  'twas  Ifung  and  danc'd  ;  I  gave  mufic  to 
the  voice,  and  life  to  their  meafures — Look  you  here, 
Silvia.  [Pull/»g  out  apurfe  and  chinking  it,]  Here  are  fongs 
and  dances,  poetry  and  mulic — hark  !  how  fweetly  one 
guniea  rhymes  to  another — and  how  they  dance  to  the  mu 
lic  of  their  own  chink.  This  buys  all  t'other — and  this 
thou  (halt  have  ;  this,  and  all  that  I  am  worth  for  the 
purchafe  of  thy  love.  Say,  is  it  mine  then,  ha?  Speak, 

fyren Oons,  why  do  1  look  on  her  !  Yet  I  inuft— — 

Speak,  dear  angel,  devil,  faint,  witch  ;  do  not  rack  me 
with  fufpenie. 

Sifa. 
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Silv,  Nay,  don't  ftare  at  me  fo You  make  me 

blufli 1  cannot  look. 

Heart.  Oh,  manhood,  where  art  thou  !  What  am  I 
come  to  ?  A  woman's  toy,  at  thefe years  !  Death,  a  bear 
ded  baby  for  a  girl  to  dandle.  *  O  dotage,  dotage  ! 
That  ever  that  noble  paffion,  luft,  fhould  ebb  to  this 

degree No  reflux   of  vigorous  blood  ;  but   miiky 

love  fupplies  the  empty  channels,  and  prompts  me  to 

thefoftnefsof  a  child a    mere   infant,  and   would 

fuck.'     Can  you  love  me,  Silvia  ?  Speak. 
Silv.  I  dare  not  fpeak  'till  I  believe  you,  and  indeed 
I'm  afraid  to  believe  you  yet. 

Heart.  Death  !  how  her  innocence  torments  and  plea- 
fes  me  !  Lying,  child,  is  indeed  the  art  of  love  ;  and 
men  are  generally  mailers  in  it :  but  I'm  fo  newly  enter 
ed,  you  cannot  diftruft  me  of  any  fkill  in  the  treacherous 
myftery — Now,  by  my  foul,  I  cannot  lie,  though  It  were 
toferve  afiiend  or  gain  a  miftrefs. 

Silv.  Muft  you  lie  then,  if  you  fay  you  love  me  ? 
Heart.  No,  no,  dear  ignorance,  thou  beauteous  change 
ling 1  tell  thee,  I  do  love  thee,  and  tell  it  for  a  truth, 

a  naked  truth,  which  I'm  afhamed  to  difcover. 

Silv.  But  love,  they  fay,  is  a  tender  thing,  *  that  will 

*  fmooth  frowns,  and  make  calm  an  angry  lace  ;  will  fof- 

*  ten  a  rugged  temper,  and  make  ill-humoured  people 

*  good.'     You  look  ready  to  fright  one,  and  talk  as  if 
your  pallion  were  not  love,  but  anger. 

Heart.  'Tis  both  ;  for  I  am  angry  with  myfelf,  when 
I  am  pleafed  with  you — And  a  pox  upon  me  for  loving 

thee  fo  well——*  yet  I  muft  on 'Tis  a  bearded  ar- 

'  row,  and  will  more  eafily  be  thruft  forward  than  drawn 
«  back. 

Silv.  Indeed,  if  I  were  well  aflur'd  you  lov'd but 

ho'.v  can  I  be  well  aflur'd  ? 

Heart.  Take  the  fymptoms and  aflc  all  the  tyrants 

ci  thy  feir,  if  their  fools  are  not  known  by  this  party-co 
loured  livery 1  am  melancholic  when  thou  art  ab- 

lent ;  look  like  an  afs  when  thou  art  prefent ;  wake  for 
thee  when  I  ftiould  fleep  ;  and  even  dream  of  thee 
when  I  am  awake;  figh  much,  drink  little,  eat  lefs, 
court  folitude,  am  grown  very  entertaining  to  myfelf, 
and,  as  I  am  informed,  very  troublefom^  to  every  body 
*  B  clfe. 
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elfe.  If  this  be  not  love  it  is  madaefs,  and  then  it  is  par 
donable—— Nay,  yet  a  more  certain  fign  than  all 

this  ;   I  give  thee  my  money. 

Silv.  Ay,  but  that  is  no  fign  ;  for  they  fay,  gentle 
men  will  give  money  to  any  naughty  woman  to  conic  '  to 

*  bed' to  them— O  Gemini,  I  hope  you  don't  mean  fo — 
for  I  won't  be  a  whore. 

Heart,  The  more  is  the  pity.  [Afide. 

•Silv.  Nay,  if  you  would  marry  me,  you  mould  not 
come  to  '  'bed  to'  me — *  you  have  fuch  a  beard,  and 
'  would  fo  prickle  one.'  But  do  you  intend  to  marry 
me  ? 

Heart.  Thatafool  fhould  aflc  fuch  a  malicious  quef- 
tion  !  Death  !  I  (hall  he  drawn  in,  before  I  know  where 

I  am However,  I  find  I  am  pretty  fure  of  her  con- 

fent,  if  I  am  put  to  it.  \_AJide. ~\  Marry  you?  No,  no, 
I'll  love  you. 

Silv.  Nay,  but  if  you  love  me,  you  mud  marry  me  ; 
what,  don't  I  know  my  father  lov'd my  mother,  and  was 
marry'd  to  her  ? 

Heart.  Ay,  ay,  in  old  days  people  married  where  they 
lov'd  :  but  that  fafliion  is  chang'd,  child. 

*  Silv.  Never  tell  me  that  :  I  know  'tis  not  chang'd 

*  by  myfelf  ;  for  I  love  you,  and  would  marry  you. 

*  Heart.  I'll  have  my  beard  fhav'd,  it  (han't  hurt  thee, 
'  and  we'll  go  to  bed, 

Silv.  No,  no,  I'm  not  fuch  a  fool  neither,  but  I  can 
keep  myfelf  honeft. — Here,  I  won't  keep  any  thing  that's 
yours,  I  hate  you  now,  [Throws  tbepurje.']  and  I'll  never 
fee  you  again,  'caufe  you'd  have  me  naught.  [Going. 

Heart.  Damn  her,  let  her  go,  and  a  good  riddance — 
Yet  fo  much  tendernefs  and  beauty,  and  honefty  toge 
ther,  is  a  jewel  —  Stay,  Silvia But  then  to  marry 

Why  every  man  plays  the  fool  once  in  his  life :  but  to 
marry  is  p'aying  the  fool  all  one's  life  long. 

S!lv.  What  do  you  call  me  for  ? 

Heart.  I'll  give  thee  all  I  have  ;  and  thou  (halt  live 
with  me  in  every  thing  fo  like  my  wife,  the  world  (hall 
believe  it:  nay,  thou  (halt  think  fo  thyfelf— — -only 
let  me  not  think  fo. 

z  Sih, 
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Silv.  No,  I'll  die  before  I'll  be  your  whore 
as  well  as  I  love  you. 

Heart.  \_AJiiie>~\  A  woman,  and  ignorant,  may  be  ho- 
nell,  when  'tis  out  of  obftinacy  and  contradiction — Burr 
'fdeath,  it  is  but  a  may-be,  and  upon  fcurvy  terms — — 

Well,  farewel  then if  I  can  get  out  of  fight,  L 

may  ger  the  better  of  myfelf. 

•SV/v.  Well,  good  bye.  [  Turns  and  weeps , 

Heart,  Ha  !  Nay,  come,  well  kifs  at  parting.  • 
[^Kffis  her.]  By  Heav'n  her  kifs  is  fweeter  than  liberty 

1  will  marry  thee There  thou   haft  don't. 

All  my  refolves  melted  in  that  kifs One  more. 

Silv.  But  when  ! 

Heart.  I'm  impatient  'till  it  be  done;   I  will  not  give 

myfelf  liberty  to  think,  left  I  fhould  cool 1  wili 

about  a  licence  ftraight In  the  evening  expedl 

me One  kifs  more,  to  confirm  me  mad  ;  fo. 

[Exit  Heart*. 

Sliv,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  an  old  fox  trapp'dr— — — — 

Enter  Lucy. 

Blefs  me  !  you  frighted  me  ;  I  thought  he  had  been  come- 
again,  and  had  heard  me. 

*  Lucy,  Lord,  Madam,  I  met  your  lover  inasmuch 
hafte,  as  it  he  had  been  going  for  a  midwife. 

*  f?ih>.  H~'s  going  for  a  psrfon,  girl,   the  forerunner 
'  of  a  midwife,  fome  nine  months  hence Well,   I 

*  find  diifembling  to  our  fex  is  as  natural  as  fwimming  to 

*  a  negro.     We  may  depend  upon  our  Ikill  to  fave  us  at  a 

*  P^unge>   though  till  then  we  never  make  the  experi- 
fr  ment.' — But  how  haft  thou  fucceeded  ? 

Lucy.  As  you  would  wifli — fince  there  is  no  reclaiming- 
Vainlove ;  I  have  found  out  a  pique  Ihe  has  taken  at  him  ;. 
and  have  fram'd  a  letter  that  makes  her  fue  for  reconci 
liation  firth  I  know  that  will  do — walk  in,  and  I'll  (hew  it 
you.  Come,  Madam,  you're  like  to  have  a  happy  time 
on't,  both  your  love  and  anger  fatisfied  ! — All  that  cam 
chann  our  fexconfpire  to  pleafe  you. 

That  woman  fure  enjoys  a  bleflfed  night, 
Whom  love  and  vengeance  both  at  once  delight, 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 

D  2  A  G  T 
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ACT        IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  Street. 
Enter  Bellmour,  in  a  Faaatick  Habit,  and  Setter. 

BELLMOUR. 
J  ^  •  M  S  pretty  near  the  hour.  [Looking  on  bit  <watcb.~] 

_£.  Well,  and  how,  Setter,  ha,  does  my  hypocn- 
fy  fit  me,  ha  ?  Does  it  fit  eafy  on  me  ? 

Set.  O  moft  religioufly  well,  Sir. 

*  Bell.  I  wonder  why  all  our  young  fellows  fliould  glo- 

*  ry  in  an  opinion  of  atheifm  ;   when  they  may  be  fo 
'  much  more  conveniently  lewd  under  the  coverlet  of  re- 

•  ligion.* 

Set.  'Sbud,  Sir,  away  quickly,  there's  Fondlewife  juft 
turti'd  the  corner,  and's  coming  this  way. 
2fe//.~Gads  fo,  there  is,  he  mufl  not  fee  me. 

Enter  Fondlewife  and  Barnaby. 

Fond.  I  fay,  I  will  tarry  at  home. 

Bar.  But,  Sir. 

Fond.  Gocd  lack  !  I  profefs  the  fpirit  of  contradiction 
hath  poflefs'd  the  lad — I  fay,  I  will  tarry  at  home,  var« 
let. 

Bar,  I  have  done,  Sir,  then  farewel  five  hundred 
pound. 

Fond.  Ha,  how's  that  ?  Stay,  ftay,  did  you  leave 
word,  fay  you,  with  his  wife  ?  With  Comfort  herfelf. 

Bar.  \  did  ;  and  Comfort  will  fend  Tribulation  hither 
as  foon  as  ever  he  comes  ho:ne — I  .could  have  brought 
young  Mr.  Prig,  to  have  kept  my  miilrcfs  company  in 
the  mean  time  :  but  you  fay 

Fond.  How,  how,  fay  varlet !  I  fay  let  him  not  come 
near  my  doors.  I  fay  he  is  a  wanton  young  Levite,  and 
pampereth  himfelf  up  with  dainties,  that  he  may  look 

lovely  in  the  eyes  of  women Sincerely,  I  am  afraid, 

lie  hath  already  defiled  the  tabernacle  of  our  fitter  Com 
fort  ;  while  her  good  hufband  is  deluded  by  his  godly  ap 
pearance— —I  fay, that  even  luit  doth  fparkle  in  his  eyes, 

and 
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and  glow  upon  his  cheeks,  and  that  I  would  as  foon  trufc 
my  wife  with  a  lord's  high-fed  chaplain. 

Bar.  Sir,  the  hour  draws  nigh  •  and  nothing', 
will  be  done  there  'till  you  come. 

Fond.  And  nothing  can  be  done  here  'till  I  go — So- 
that  I'll  tarry,  d'ye  lee. 

Bar.  And  run  the  hazard  to  lofe  your  affair,  Sir? 

If  and.  Good  lack  !   good  lack 1  prorefs   it   is   a 

fufficient  vexation,  fora  man  to  have  a  handfome  wife. 

Bar.  Never,  Sir,  but  when  the  man  is  an  infufficient' 
hufband.  'Pis  then,  indeed,  like  the  vanity  of  taking  a- 
fine  houfe^  and  yet  be  forc'd  to  let  lodgings,  to  help  to  • 
pay  the  rent. 

Fond.  Iprofefs,  a  very  apt  comparifon,  variety  Go,. 
and  bid  my  Cocky  come  out  to  me  ;  I  will  give  her  feme- 
inftruciions  ;  I  will  reafon  with  her  before  I  go.  [Exit1 
Bar.)  And  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  reafon  with  my  (elf— - 
Tell  me,  Ifaac,  why  art  thee  jealous  ;  why  art  thee  dif~- 
truftful  o£  the  witeof  thy  bofcm  r — Becaufe  (he  is  young 

and  vigorous,  and  I  am  old  and  impotent — • Then, 

why  didft  thee  marry,  Ifaac    ? Be«.aufe  (he  was 

beautiful  and  tempting,  and  becauie  I  was  obftinate  and> 
doating  ;  '  ib  that  my  inclination  was,  and  is  frill,  grca'er 

'  than    my  power.' And    will   not   that  which 

tempted  thee,  alfo   tempt  others,  who  will  tempt  her^. 

Ifaac  ? 1  fear  it  much But  does  not  thy  wife 

love  thee,  nay,  doat  upon  thae  ; Yes-' Why,1 

then!  Ay,  but   to  fay  truth,  file's  rondtr  of  roe,  than- 
flie  has  reafon  to  be  ;  and  in  the  way  of  trade,  we  iHll 
fufpeft  the  fmootheft  dealers  of  the   cleepeft  deiigns 
And  that  fhe  has   fome  defigns  deeper  than  thou    canft 
reach,  th'fl  experimented,  Ifaac  But  mum.  - 

Enter  Laetitia. 

Lat.  I  hope  my  dearefl  jewel  is  not  going  to  leave  me  ' 
—————arc  you,  Nykin  ? 

fond.  Wife Have  you  thoroughly  conlider'd  how 

deteftable,  how  heinous,  and  how  crying  a   fin,  .the   fin- 
of  adultery  is  ?  Have  you  weigh 'd  it,  1  fay  ? 
Lift.  Blefs  me  !  what  means  my  dear  ! 
Fond.  [A/ide.]  I  prolefslhe  has  an  alluring  eye  ;  I  aw* 
doubtful  whether  I  fhall  truft  her,  even  with  Tribulation - 
D3..  himfelf- 
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himfelf. Speak,  I  lay,  have  you  confidered  what  it  is 

to  cuckold  your  hufband  ? 

l_*et.  [Aftdf..~\  I'm  amazed  :  fare  he  has  difcovered  no 
thing Who  has  wrong'd  me  to  my  deareft  ?  I  hope 

my  jewel  does  not  think  that  ever  I  had  any  fuch  thing 
in  my  head,  or  ever  will  have. 

Fond,  No,  no,  I  tell  you  I  {hall  have  it  in  my  head. 

Lat.  \_Afide, ,]   I  know  not  what  to  think.     But  I'm  re- 

fblved  to  find  the  meaning  of  it Unkind  dear  !   Was 

it  for  this  you  fent  to  call  me  ?  Is  it  not  affliction  enough 
that  you  are  to  leave  me,  but  you  muft  ftudy  to  encreafe 
it  by  unjurt  fufpicions  ?  {Crying."]  Well — well  -you 
know  my  fondnefs,  and  you  love  to  tyrannize— —Go, 
on,  cruel  man,  do  ;  triumph  over  my  poor  heart,  while 
it  holds,  which  cannot  be  long,  with  this  ufage  of  yours 

• But  that's  what  you  want Well,  you  will  have 

your  ends  foon— — You  will — You  will Yes,  it  will 

break  to  oblige  you.  [Sighs. 

Fond,  Verily,  I  fear  I  have  carried  the jeft  too  far.— 

Nay,  look  you,  now,  if  (lie  does  not  weep 'tis  the 

fondeft  fool — Nay,  Cocky,  Cocky,  nay,  dear  Cocky, 
don't  cry,  I  was  but  in  jeft,  I  was  not,  ifeck. 

Lat.  O  then,  all's  fafe.  I  was  terribly  frighted.f^f^.} 
My  afflidion  is  always  your  jeft,  barbarous   man  b 
Oh,  that  I  fhould  love  to  this  degree  !  yet 

Fond.  Nay,  Cg,cky, 

Lat.  No,  no,  you  are  weary  of  me,  that's  it— 
that's  all,  you  would  get  another  wife — another  fond 
fool,  to  break  her  heart— Well,  be  as  cruel  as  you  can 
to  me,  I'll  pray  for  you  ;  and  when  I  am  dead  with  grief, 
may  you  have  one  that  will  love  you  as  well  as  I  have 
done  :  I  fhall  be  contented  to  lie  at  peace  in  my  cold 
grave -fince  it  will  pleafe  you.  [Sigbs. 

Fond.  Good  lack,  good  lack,  Ihe  would  melt  a  heart 

of  oak 1  profefs  I  can  hold  no  longer Nay,  dear 

Cocky, Ifeck  you'll  break  my  heart — Ifeck  you  will 

See,  you  have  made  me  weep made  poor  Ny- 

kin  weep Nay,  come  kifs,  bufs  poorNykin,  and  I 

won't  leave  thee I'll  iofe  all  firft. 

Lett.  {Afide.~\  How !  Heaven  forbid  !  that  will  carry 
the  jeft  too  far,  indeed. 

fond*  Won't  you  kifs  Nykin  ? 
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l.tft.  Go,  naughty  Nykin,  you  don't  love  me. 

Fond.  Kifs,  kit's,  ifeck  I  do, 

L<ft.   No,  you  don't,.  [S6e  kijjes  bit*. 

Fond.  What,  not  love  Cocky  ? 

L*t.  No h.  {Sighs. 

Fond.  I  proiefs  I  do  love  thee  better  than  five  hundred 
pounds — and  ib  th«u  (halt  fay,  for  I'll  leave  it  to  ftay  with 
thee. 

Lcet.  No,  you  flian't  negleft your  bufinefs  forme—- — • 

No,  indeed  you  fant,  Nykin If  you  don't   go,  I'll 

think  you  been  dealous  of  me  1H11. 

Fond.  -He,  he,  he,  wilt  thou,  poor  fool  ?  Then,  I 
will  go  j  I  won't  be  dealous  Poor  Cocky,  kifs 

Nykin,  kifs  Nykin  ;  ee,  ee,  ee— Here  will  be  the  good 
man  anon,  to  talk  to  Cocky,  and  teach  her  how  a  wife 
ought  to  behave  herfelf. 

L<et.  I  hope  to  have  one  that   will  fhew  me  how  a 

hufbaad  ought  to  behave  himfelf.     \_Ajldc^\ 1  fhall 

be  j»lad  to  learn  to  pleafe  my  jewe  \J&fi*- 

Pond.  That's  my  good  dear Come,  kifs  Ny 
kin  once  more,  and  then  get  you  in— ——So— —Get 
you  in,  get  you  in.  By,  by» 

I.set.  By,  Nykin.. 

Fontl.  By,  Cocky. 

Lest.  By,  Nykia. 

Fond.  By,  Cocky,  by,  by.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Vainlove  and  Sharper. 

Sharp.  How  !  Araminta  loll ! 

Vain.  To  confirm  what  I  have  faid,  read  this— — . » 

[Gives  a  letter. 

Sharp.  [Reads.']  "  Hum,  hum.  And  what  then  appenr'd 
a  fault,  upon  reflection,  feems  only  an  effect  of  too 
powerful  paffion.  I'm  afraid  I  give  too  great  a  proof  of 
iny  own  at  this  time — I  am  in  diforder  for  what  I  have 
written.  But  fomething,  I  know  not  what,  forc*cl  me. 
I  only  beg  a  favourable  cenfure  of  this,  and  am  your 

Araminta." 

Sharp.  Loft  !  Pray  Heaven  thou  haft  not  loft  thy  \vits-. 
Here,  here,  (he's  thy  own,,  man,  fign'd  and  feal'd  too. 
—To  her,  man — a  delicious  melon,  pure,  and  confen- 
and  only  waits  ihy  cutting  up  She  has 

been: 
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been  breeding  love  to  thee  all  this  while,  and  juft  now 
flic's  deliver'd  of  it. 

Fain.  'Tis-an  untimely  fruit,  and  fhehas  mifcarriedof 
her  love. 

Slurp.  Never  leave  this  damn'd,  ill-natur'd  whimfy, 
Frank  ?  Thou  haft  afickly,  peevifh  appetite  ;  only  chews 
leve,  and  cannot  digefl  it. 

Vain.  Yes,  when  I  feed  myfelf But  I  hate  to  be 

cramm'd  -  •  By  Heav'n,  there's  not  a  woman  will 
give  a  man  the  plealure  of  a  chace  :  *  my  fport  is  always 

*  baulk'd,  or  cut  Ihort.    I  {tumble  over  the  game  I  would 

*  purfue'        •        "'Tisdull  and  unnatural  to  have  a  hare 
run  full  in  the  hound's  mouth  ;  and   would  diftafte   ths 

keeneft  hunter 1   would  have  overtaken,    not 

have  met  my  game. 

Sharp.  However,  I  hope  you  don't  meanto  forfake  it ; 
that  will  be  but  a  kind  of  mongrel  cur's  trick.  Well, 
are  you  for  the-  Mall  ? 

Vain.  No,  (lie  will  be  there  this  evening 
I  will  go  too and  (he  (hall  fee  her  error  in 

Sharp.  In  her  choice,  'egad But  thou  can'ft  not 

be  fo  great  a  brute  as  to  flight  her  ? 

Vain.  *  I  fhould  difappoint  her  if  I  did  not'— — — 
By  her  management,  >I  fhould  think  fhe  experts  it. 

All  naturally  fly  what  does  purfue  : 

'Tis  fit  men  fhould  be  coy,  when  women  woo. 

SCENE,  a  Room  in  Fondlewife's  Houfe.  - 

A  Servant  introducing ^^Bellmour/fl  a  fanatic  babit,  with  a 
patch  upon  one  eyct  and  a  look  in  bis  band. 

Serv.  Here's  a  chair,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  torepofeyour- 
felf.  My  miftrefs  is  coming^  Sir.  [Exitv 

Rcll.  Secure  in  my  djfguile,  I  have  out->fac'd  fufpicion, 
and  ev'n  dared  difcovery— — — This  cloak  my  ianclity, 
andtrufty  Scarron's  novels  my  prayer-book — Methinks  I 
am  the  very  pi^ure  of  Montufary  in  the  Hypocrites  • 
Oh,  flie  comes. 

Enter  Lnctitia. 

So  breaks  Aurora  through  the  veil  of  night, 
Thus  fly  the  clouds,  divided  by  her  light, 
And  every  eye  receives  a  new-born  fight, 

off ' k'a  cloak,  fatct,  .&c. 
L<xt. 
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Lat.  Thus   ftrew'd  with  blulhes  like Ah  I 

Heav'n  defend  me  !  Who's  this  ? 

[Discovering  him,  Jtarts. 

Sell.  Your  lover. 

Leet.  Vainlove's  friend  !  I  know  his  face,  and  he  has 
betray'd  me  to  him.  [Afide-. 

Bell.  You  are  iurprized.  Did  you  not  expeft  a  lover, 
Madam  ?  Thofe  eyes  flione  kindly  on  my  firfl  appear 
ance,  tho' now  they  arc  o'er-caft. 

Lat.  I  may  well  be  furpriz'd  at  your  perfonand  impu 
dence  j  they  are  both  new  to  me — You  are  not  what  your 
firfl  appearance  promifed  :  the  piety  of  your  habit  waa 
welcome,  but  not  the  hypocrify, 

Bell.  Rather  the  hypocriiy  was  welcome,  but  not  the 
hypocrite. 

L*t.  Who  are  you,  Sir?  You  have  miftaken  the 
houfe,  fure. 

Bell.  I  have  directions  in  my  pocket,  which  agree  with 
every  thing  but  your  unkindnefs.  [Pulh  out  the  letter. 

Left.  My  letter  !  Bafe  Vainlove  !  Then  'tis  too  late  to 
diflemble.  [AJidc.]  'Tis  plain,  then  you  have  miftaken 
the  perfcn.  [Going. 

Bell.  If  we  part  fo,  I'm  miftaken Hold,  hold, 

Madam 1  confefs  I  have  run  into  an   error- — 

I  beg  your  pardon  a  thoufand  times — What  an  eternal 
blockhead  am  I  !  Can  you  forgive  me  thediforder  I  have 
put  you  into  ? — But  it  is  a  miftake  which  any  body  might 
have  made,, 

L<et.  What  can  this  mean  ?  'Tis  impoffible  he   flioukl 

be  miftaken,  after  all   this A  handlbme  fellow,  if  he 

had  net  furpriz'd  me.  Meihir.ks,  now  I  look  on  him 
again,  I  would  not  have  him  miftaken.  [Afidc.}  We  are 
all  liable  to  miftakes,  Sir ;  if  you  own  it  to  be  fo,  there 
needs  no  favtrif  r  r.pology. 

Bell.  Nay,  faith,  Madam,  'cis  a  pleafant  one,  and 
worth  your  hearing.  Expecting  a  friend,  laft  night,  at 
his  lodgings,  'till  'twas  late  ;  my  intimacy  with  him  gave 
me  the  freedom  ot  his  bed:  he  not  coming  home  all 
night,  a  letter  was  deliver'd  to  me,  by  a  iervant,  in  the 
morning:  upon  the  perufal,  I  found  the  contents  fo 
charming,  that  I  could  think  of  nothing  all  day,  but  put 
ting 
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ting  'em  in  practice  -  'cill  juft  now,  (the  firff  time 
I  ever  look'd  on  the  fuperfcription)  I  am  the  moft  fur- 
priz*d  in  the  world  to  find  it  dire&ed  to  Mr.  Vainlove. 
Gad,  Madam,  I  afk  you  a  million  of  pardons,  and  will 
make  you  any  fatis  faction. 

Lift.  I  am  difcover'd  -  and  either  Vainlove  is  not 
guilty,  or  he  has  handfomely  excus'd  him.  \_Ajide, 

Bell.  You  appear  concern'd,   Madam. 

Lat.  I  hope  you  are  a  gentleman  —  and  fince  you  are 
privy  to  a  weak  woman's  failing,  won't  turn  it  to  the  pre 
judice  of  her  reputation.  You  look  as  if  you  had  more 
honour. 

Bell.  And  more  love  ;  or  my  face  is  a  falfe  witnefs, 
and  deferves  to  be  pillory'd  -  No,  by  Heaven,  I 
fwear  - 

L<tt.  Nay,  don't  fwear  if  you'd  have  me  to  believe 
you  ;  but  promife—  —  — 

Bell.  Well,  I  promife  A  promife  is   fo  cold- 

give  me  leave  to  fwear  —  by  thofe  eyes,  thofe  killing  eyes  ; 
by  thofe  healing  lips  —  Oh  !  prefs  the  fott  charm  clofe  to 
mine,  and  feal  'em  up  for  ever. 
.    L#t.  Upon  that  condition.  [He  JtiJJes  her. 

Bell.  Eternity  was  in  that  moment  —  One  more,  upon 
any  condition. 

L<?t.  Nay,  now  —  I  never  faw  any  thing  fo  agreeably 
ent.  [d/iJe.']  Won't    ou  cenfure  me  tor  this,  now  ? 


impudent.  [d/iJe.']  Won't  you 

-  but  'tis  to  buy  your  filence.     [Kifs.]  Oh,  but 

what  ami  doing  ! 

Bell.  No  tongue  can  exprefs  it  —  not  thy  own  ;  nor  any 
thing,  but  thy  lips.  I  am  faint  with  the  excefs  of  blifs 
———Oh,  ror  love's  fake,  lead  me  any  whither,  where 
I  may  lay  down  ;—  -quickly,  for  I  am  afraid  I  lhall  have, 
a  fit. 

L*t.  Blefs  me  !  What  fit  ? 

Bell.  Oh,  a  convulfion—  -  —  —  I  feel  the  fymptoms. 

"L<£t.  Does  it  hold  you  long  ?  I'm  afraid  to-  carry  you  ' 
into  my  chamber. 

.Bell.  Oh,  no  :  let  me  lay  down  upon  the  bed  ; 
the  fit  will  be  foon  over.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE* 
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SCENE,  St.  Jamefs  Park. 
Araminta  and  Belinda  meeting. 

Bd.  Lard,  my  dear  :  I  am  glad  I  have  met  you—* 
I  have  been  a't  the  Exchange  fince,  and  anj  fo  tir'd 

Aram.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Belt.  Oh,  the  molt  inhuman  barbarous  hackney  coach  ! 
I  am  jolted  to  a  jelly — Am  not  I  horridly  toiuM  ? 

[Pulls  out  a  pocket  glafi, 

Aram.  Your  head's  a  little  out  of  order. 

Bel.  A  little  ?  O  frightful  !  What  a  furious  phiz  I 
have  !  O  mod  rueful!  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Ogad,  I  hope  no 
body  \v\\\  come  this  way,  till  I  have  put  myfelf  in  re 
pair--  Ah  !  my  dear 1 1  have  leen  fuch  unhewn 

creatures  fince Ha,  ha,  ha  !  1  can't  for  my  foal 

help  thinking  that  I  lookjuft  like  one  of 'em Good 

dear,  pin  this,  and  I'M  tell  you Very  well So, 

thank  you  my  dear But,  as  I  was  telling  you— 

Pifli,  this  is  the  untoward'il  lock     ....    So,  as  I  was 

telling  you . — How  d'ye  like  me  now  1  Hideous,  ha? 

Frightful  ftill  ;  or  how  ? 

Aram.  No,  no;  you're  very  well  as  can  be. 

Bel.  And  fo But  where  did  I  leave  off,  my 

dear  ?  I  was  tellingyou 

Aram,  You  were  about  to  tell  me  fomething,  child— 
but  you  left  ofFbefore  you  began. 

Bel.  Oh,  a  moft  comical  fight  :  a  country  fquire,  with 
the  equipage  of  a  wife  and  two  daughters,  came  to  Mrs. 

Snipwcll's  mop  while  I  was  there But,  Oh,  gad  ! 

two  fuch  unltck'd  cubs  ! 

Aram.  I  warrant,  plump,  cherry-cheek'd  country 
girls. 

Bel.  Ay,  o'  my  confcience,  fat  as  barn-door  fowls  : 
but  fobedeck'd,  you  would  have  taken 'em  for  Friezland 
hens,  with  their  feathers  growing  the  wrong  way 
O,  fuch  out-landifh  creatures  :  Such  Tramontane,  and 
foreigners  to  the  fafhion,  or  any  thing  in  practice  !  I  had 
no  patience  to  behold  I  undertook  the  modeling 

of  one  dt  their  fronts,  the  more  modern  ftru£ture. 

Aram.  Blefs  me,  coufin  j  why  would  you  affront  any 
body  fo  ?  They  might  be  gentlewomen  of  a  very  good 
family—— 

Eel. 
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Bel.  Of  a  very  ancient  one,  I  dare    fwear,  by  their 
Affront  !   Pfliaw,  how  you're  miftaken  !  The 


poor  creature,  I  warrant,  was  as  full  of  curt  lies,  as  if  I  had 
been  her  godmother.  The  truth  on't  is,  I  did  endeavour 
to  make  her  look  like  a  chriftian  —  and  (lie  was  fentible  of 
it  ;  for  (he  thank'd  me,  and  gave  me  two  apples,  piping 
hot,  out  of  her  under  petticoat  pocket—  —Ha,  ha,  ha  1 
And  t'other  did  fo  itare  and  gape  -  I  fancied  her  like 
the  front  of  her  father's  hall  ;  her  eyes  were  the  two  jut- 
windows,  and  her  mouth  the  great  door,  mod  hofpitably 
kept  open  for  the  entertainment  of  travelling  flies. 

Aram.  So,  then,  you  have  been  diverted.  What  did 
they  buy  ? 

Bel.  Why,  the  father  bought  a  powder-horn,  and   an 

almanack,  and  a  comb-cafe  ;  the  mother,  a  great  fruz- 

tower,  and  a  fat  amber  necklace  ;  the  daughters,  only 

tore  two  pair  of  kid-leather  gloves,  with  trying  'em  on. 

------  Oh,  gad,  here  comes  the  fool  that  dm'dat  my 

Lady  Freelove's  t'other  day. 

Enter  Sir  Jofeph  <*W  Bluff, 

Aram.  May  be  he  may  not  know  us  again. 

JBeL  We'll  put  on  our  malks,  to  fecure  his  ignorance. 

\Tbry  put  on  their  nt<*Jks, 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  gad,  I'll  pick  up  ;  I'm  refolv'd  to  make 
a  night  on't  -  I'll  go  to  alderman  Fondlewife  by 
and  by,  and  get  fifty  pieces  more  from  him.  Adilidikins, 
bully,  we'll  wallow  in  wine  and  women.     Why,  this 
feme  Madeira-wine  has  made  me  as  light  as  a  grafhopper. 
Hift,  hift,  bully,  doft  thoufee  thofe  tearers  j        [&'*§-*.] 
Look  you  what  here  is, 
Look  you  what  here  is  ; 

Toll,  loll.  &V. 

Agad,  t'other  glafs  of  Madeira,  and  Id  urft  have  attack'd 
'em  in  my  own  proper  perfon,  without  your  help. 

Bluff.  Come  on  then,  knight  -  r-But  d'ye  know 
what  to  fay  to  'em  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Say  :  Pooh.  Pox,  I've  en  ,  ugh  to  fay  —  never 
fear  it  -  that  is,  if  I  can  but  think  on't  :  truth  is, 
I  have  but  a  treacherous  memory. 

Btl.  Oh,  frightful  !  Coufin,  vhat  (hall  we  do  ?  Thtfc 
things  come  towards  us, 

Aram, 
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Aram.  No  matter 1  fee  Vainlove  coming  this  way 

—and,  to  confefs  my  failing,  I  am  willing  to   give   him 
an  opportunity  of  making  his  peace  with  me — and  to  rid 
me  of  thefe  coxcombs,  when  I  feem  opprefs'd  with  them, 
will  be  a  fair  one. 
.  Bluff.  Ladies,  by  thefe  hilts,  you  are  well  met. 

Aram.  We  are  afraid  not. 

Bluff.  What  fays  my  pretty  little  knapfack  carrier  ? 

[To  Belinda. 

Bel.  O  monftrous  filthy  fellow  ?  Good  flovenly  Captain 
Huff,  Bluff,  what  is  your  hideous  name  ?  Begone  :  you 
itink  of  brandy  and  tobacco,  moft  foldier-like.  Toh  I 

[Spif*. 

Sir  Jo.  Now  am  I  flap-dafh  down  in  the  mouth,  and 
have  not  one  word  to  fay  !  {Afidc* 

Aram.  I  hope  my  fool  has  not  confidence  enough  to  b« 
troublefome.  \AJide* 

Sir  Jo.  Hem  !  Pray,  Madam,  which  way's  the  wind  ? 

Aram.  A  pithy  queftion — Have  you  fent  your  wits  for 
ft  venture,  Sir,  that  you  enquire  ? 

Sir  Jo.  Nay,  now  Tm  in— ——I  can  prattle  like  a 
magpie.  [^We. 

Enter  Sharper  and  Vainlove,    at  fame  Jiftance. 

Set.  Dear  Araminta,  I'm  tir'd. 

Aram.  'Tis  but  pulling  off  our  mafks,  and  obliging 
VYmlove  to  know  us.  I'll  be  rid  of  my  fool  by  fair 
means— —-Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  fhall  fee  my  face— — 
But,  begone  immediately — 1  fee  one  that  will  be  jealous 
to  find  me  in  difcourfe  with  you — Be  difcreet — No  re 
ply  ;  but  away.  \Unmafki, 

Sir  Jo.  The  great  fortune,  rhatdin'd  at  my  Lady  Free- 
love's  !  Sir  Jofeph,  thou  art  a  made  man.  Agad,  I'm  in 
love  up  to  the  ears.  But  I'll  be  difcreet,  and  hulht. 

\Afiae. 

Klitjf'.  Nay,  by  the  world,  I'll  fee  your  face. 

BeL  You  fliall.  [Unmajls. 

Sharp.  Ladies,  your  humble  fervant.  We  were  afraid 
ypu  wou'd  not  have  given  us  leave  to  know  you. 

Aram.  We  thought  to  have  been  private — But  we  find 

fools  have  the  fame  advantage  over  a  face  in  a  mafk,  that 

E  a  CO'A  ar4 


$o     THE  OLD  SATCHEL  OR. 

a  coward  has,  while  the  fvvord  is  in  the  fcabbard  . 

So  were  forced  to  draw  in  our  own  defence. 

Bluff".  My  blood  rifes  at  that  fellow  :  I  can't  ftay  where 
he  is :  and  I  muft  not  draw  in  the  park.  [To  Sir  Jofeph. 

Sir  Jo.  I  wifh  I  durft  flay  to  let  her  know  my  lodging. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Jo.  Mid  Bluff. 

Sharp.  There  is  in  true  beauty,  as  in  courage,  fome- 
what  which  narrow  fouls  cannot  dare  to  admire — and 
fee,  the  owls  are  fled,  as  at  the  break  of  day. 

Bel.  Very  courtly — I  believe  Mr.  Vainlove  has  not 
rubb'd  his  eyes  fince  break  of  day  neither,  he  looks  as  if 
he  durft  not  approach — Nay,  come,  coufin,  be  friends 

with  him 1  fwear  he  looks  fo  very  fimply,  ha,  ha, 

ha  !  Well,  a  lover  in  the  ftate  of  feparation  from  his 
miftrefs,  is  like  a  body  without  a  foul.  Mr.  Vainlove, 
fball  I  be  bound  for  your  good  behaviour  for  the  future  ? 

Vain,  Now  muft  I  pretend  ignorance  equal  to  hers, 
of  what  (he  knows  as  well  as  I.  \Aftde. ~\  Men  art  apt  to 
offend,  'tis  true,  where  they  find  moil  goodnefs  to  for 
give But,  Madam,  I  hope  1  fhall  p-oye  of  a 

temper  not  to  abufe  mercy,  by  commit  ting  new  offence?. 

Aram.  So  cold!  [Afitie.] 

Bel.  I  have  broke  the  ice  for  you,  Mr.  Vainlove, 
and  fo  I  leave  you.  Come,  Mr.  Sharper,  you  and  I 
will  take  a  turn,  and  laugh  at  the  vulgar — both  the  great 

vulgar  and  the  fmall Oh,  gad  !  1  have  a  great  paf- 

fion  for  Cowley  Don't  you  admire  him  ? 

Sharp.  Oh,  Madam  !  He  was  our  Englifh  Horace. 

Bel.  Oh,  fo  fine  !  So  extremely  fine  ?  So  every  thing 
in  the  world  that  I  like — O  Lord,  walk  this  way — I  fee 
a  couple,  I'll  give  you  their  hiftory. 

[Exeunt  Belinda  and  Sharp. 

Vain,  I  find,  Madam,  the  formality  of  the  law  mult 
be  obicrved,  tho'  the  penalty  of  it  be  difpens'd  with  ;  and 
an  offender  muft  plead  to  his  arraignment,  though  he 
has  his  pardon  in  his  pocket. 

Aram.  I'm  amaz'd  !  This  infolence  exceeds  t'other ; 
—whoever  has  encourag'd  you  to  this  aflurance      • 
prefuming  upon  ths  eafinef?  of  my  temper,  has  much  de- 
ceiv'd  you,  and  fo  you  (hall  find. 

Vain.  Hey  day  !  Which  way  now  !  Here's  fine  dou 
bling.  l^M.] 
3  Aram. 
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Aram.  Bafe  man  !  Was  it  not  enough  to  affront  me 
with  your  feucy  paflion  ? 

faiti.  You  have  given  that  pafllon  a  much  kinder  epi 
thet  ;han  faucy,  in  rmother  piace. 

Aram.  Another  place  !  Some  villainous  defign  to  bind 
my  honour — But  tho'  thou  h.<dft  all  the  treachery  and 
malice  of  tby  lex,  thou  canli  not  lay  a  bltmilh  on  my 
fame — No,  I  have  not  eir'u1  m  one  favourable  thought 

of  mankind '  How  time  m  ght  have  deceived  tv;e  in 

'  you,  I  know  not  ;  my  opinion  was  but  young,  and 
4  your  early  bafenefs  has  prevented  its  trro-.vir.g  to  a  wrong 

*  belief.' Unworthy  and   ungrateful  !  Begone  and 

never  fee  me  more. 

}*rain.  Did  I  dream  ?  Or  do  I  dream  ?  Shall  I  believe 
my  eyes  or  ears  ?  The  vifion  i's  here  itill  -  Your  pi.ff.on, 
MaidaRi,  will  admit  of  no  faaher  reafoniug — But  here's 
a  filent  wiinefs  of  your  acquaintance——— 

[Takes   out  a   letter,   and  ijfi'cn  it ;  frje  fnatcb cs  //,   <:,•;</ 
throws  it  a-->cay. 

Aram.  There's  poifcn  in  every  thu>g  you.  touch—1- — 
bliftcrs  v.ill  follow 

Pain.  That  tongue  \\-i:ic'i  ucr/'es  *hf>t  tbi-  hancU  ha-  e 
do  lie 

Aram.  Still  myfticaily  Unlelefs  and  impudent — 1  fiud 
I  mufl  leave  the  place. 

rain.  No,  Madam,  I'm  gone— She  knows  her  name's 
to  it,  which  (he  will  be  unwilling  to  cxpofe  to  the  cenfurc 
of  the  firft  finder.  [Exit. 

Aram.  Woman's  obftinacy  made  me  blind,  to  what 
woman's  curiofity  now  tempts  me  to  fee. 

[  Takes  up  the  letter,  and  exit. 
Enter  Belinda  and  Sharper. 

Belin.  Nay,  we  have  fpared  nobody,  I  fwear.  Mr. 
Sharper,  you're  a  pure  man  ;  where  did  you  get  this  ex 
cellent  talent  of  railing  ? 

Sharp.  Faith,  Madam,  the  talent  was  born  with  me. 

•  '      I  confefs,  I  have  taken  care  to  improve  it  j  to 
qualify  me  for  thelbcietx'  of  ladies. 

Bclm.  Nay,  fure  railing  is  the  beft  qualification  in  a 
woman's  man. 

Enter  footman. 
Sharp.  The  fecond  beft— -——indeed,  1  think, 

E  *  Bell*. 
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Belin.  How  now  Pace  ?  Where's  my  coufio  ? 

Foot.  She's  not  very  well,  Madam,  and  has  fent  t« 
know,  if  your  Lady  (hip  would  have  the  coach  come  again 
for  you. 

Btlin.  O  Lord,  no  !  I'll  go  along  with  her.  Come, 
Mr.  Sharper. 

SCENE,  a  Chamber  in  For.dlewife's  Hottfe. 

Enter  Latitia  fl»*/BelImour,  his  cloak ,  bat,  CSV.  lying 
Jocff  about  the  chamber. 

Sell.  Here's  nobody,  nor  no  noife 'twas  nothing 

but  your  fears. 

L<ft.  I  durft  have  fworn  I  had  heard  my  monfter's 

voice 1  fwear  I  was  heartily  frightened Feel 

how  my  heart  beats. 

Bell.  Tis  an  alarm  to  love— —Come  in  again,  and  let 

Fond.  [WitheM.]  Cocky,  coclcy,  where  are  you,  cocky  ? 
I'm  come  home. 

Lat.  Ah!  there  he  is;  make  hafte,  gather  up  your 
things ! 

fond.  Cocky,  cocky,  open  the  door. 
Bell.  Pox  choak  him,  would  his  horns  were  in  hi» 
throat.     My  patch,  my  patch. 

[Looking  about,  and  gathering  vphis  things* 
Lrtt.  My  jewel,  art  thou  there  ?  No  matter  for  your 

patch You  s'an't  turn  in,    Nykin Run  into 

my  chamber,  quickly,  quickly.    You  s'an't  turn  in. 
F»nd.  Nay,   pi^ythee,  dear,  ifeck  I'm  in  hafte. 
Ltet.  Then  I'll  let  you  in.  [Opens  the  Joor. 

Enter  Fondlewife  and  Sir  Jofeph. 
Fond.  Kifs,  dear— —I  met  the  matter  of  the  fliip 
by  the  way And  I  muft  have  my  papers  of  ac 
counts  but  of  your  cabinet. 

Ltet.  Oh,   I'm  undone  !  [AJitif. 

Sir  Jo.  Pray,  firll  let  me  have  fifty  pounds,  goad  al 
derman,  for  I'm  in  hafte. 

FonJ.  A  hundred  has  already  been  paid  by  your  order. 
Fifty  ?  I  have  the  fum  in  ready  gold,  in  my  clofet. 

[  £.*•// Fond. 

Sir  Jo.  Agad,  it's  a  curious,  fine,  pretty  rogue;  I'll 
her — Pray,  Madam,  what  news  do  you  hear  ? 

I. at* 
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Let.  Sir,  I  feldoin  ftir  abroad. 

[Walks  about  in  diforder. 

Sir  Jo.  I  wonder  at  that,  Madam,  for  'tis  moft  curious 
fine  weather. 

Lat.  Methinks,  't  has  been  very  ill  weather. 
Sir  Jo.  As  you  fay,  Madam,  'tis  pretty  bad  weather, 
and  has  been  ib  a  great  while. 

Enter  Fondlewife. 

fond.  Here  are  fitty  pieces  in  thispurfe,  Sir  Jofeph— 
if  you  will  tarry  a  moment,  'till  I  fetch  my  papers,  I'll 
wait  upon  you  down  flairs. 

Lat.  Ruin'd,  paft  redemption  !  What  fhall  I  do 

Ha  !  this  fool  may  be  of  ufe.  [j^ftde. ~\  As  Fonolewife 
is  going  into  tbe  chamber,  Jbe  runs  to  Sir  Jofeph,  almoft 
fujbcs  him  </<w«,  a7id  cries  cuf.]  Stand  oft",  rude  ruffian  T 

Help  me,  my  dear Oblefs  me  !  Why  will  you  leave 

ine  alone  with  fuch  a  fatyr  ? 

Fond.  Blefs  us !  What's  the  matter  ?  What's  the  mat 
ter? 

Lat.  Your  back  was  no  fooner  turn 'd,  but  like  a  lion » 
he  cameopen-mouth'd  upon  me,  and  would  have  ravifhed 
a  kifs  from  me  by  main  force. 

Sir  Jo.  Oh,  Lord  !  Oh,  terrible  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Is  your 
wife  mad,  alderman  ! 

L(ft.  Oh  !  Fm  fick  with  the  fright.  Won't  you  take 
him  out  of  my  light  ? 

Fond.  Oh,  traitor  !  I'm  aflonrfhed.  OK,  bloody- 
minded  traitor ! 

Sir  Jo.  Hey-day  !  Traitor  yourfelf- By  the  lord 

Harry,  I  was  in  moft  danger  of  being  ravifh'd,  if  you  go 
to  that. 

fond.  Oh,  how  the  blafphernous  wretch  fwears !  Out 
of  my  houfe,  thou  fon  of  the  whore  of  Babylon  ;  off- 

fpringof  Bell  and  the  dragon Blefs  us  !  Ravifh  my 

wife!  my  Dinah  !  Oh,  Shechemite  !  Begone,  I  fay. 
Sir  Jo.  Why  the  devil's  in  the  people,  I  think.  [Exit* 
Lft.  Oh  !  won't  you  follow  and  fee  him  out  of  doors, 
my  dear  ? 

Fond.  I'll  fhut  this  door  to   fecure  him  from  coming; 

back Give  rne  the  key  of  your   cabinet,  cocky — — — 

Baviih  my  wife  before  my  face  \  I  warrant  he's  a  Papift 
in  his  heart,  at  leait,  *  if  not  a  Frenchman/ 
E 
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Lat.  What  can  I  do  now  ?  [AJiJe.]  Oh  !  my  dear, 
I  have  been  in  fuch  a  fright,  that  I  forgot  to  tell  you, 
poor  Mr.  Spintext  has  a  fad  fit  of  the  cholic,  and  is  forced 

to  lie  down  upon  our  bed You'll  diiturb  him  ;  I 

can  tread  foftlier. 

Fond*  Alack,  poor  man -^ No,  no — you  don't  know  the 
papers — I  won't  difturb  him  :  give  me  the  key. 

[She  gives  him  the  key ,  goes  to  the  chamber  doer •,  and f peak* 
aloud. 

La-t.  'Tis  nobody  but  Mr.  Fondlewife  ;  Mr.  Spintext, 
lie  ilill  on  your  ftomach  ;  lying  on  your  ftomach  will  cafe 
you  of  the  cholic. 

Fond.  Ay,  ay,  lie  {till,  lie  flill ;  don't  let  me  difturb 
you.  [£.v//Fond. 

La;t>  Sure,  when  he  does  not  fee  his  face,  he  won't 
difcover  hina.  Dear  Fortune,  help  me  but  this  once,  and 

I'll  never  run  in  thy  debt  again- But  this  opportunity 

is  the  devil. 

Fondlewife  returns  with  papers. 

FonJ.  Good  lack  !  good  lack  ! — ——I  profefs,  the 
poor  man  is  in  great  torment,  he  lies  as  flat — Dear,  yod 

ftiouldheat  a  trencher,  or  a  napkin Where'* 

Deborah  ?  Let  her  clapfome  warm  thing  to  his  ftomach, 
«r  chafe  it  with  a  warm  hand  rather  than  faih  What 
book's  this  ?  [Sees  the  book  that  Bellmourj&rgo/. 

Leet.  My  Spintext's  prayer-book,  dear— ———Pray 
heav'n  H  be  a  prayer-book.  [Afidei 

fond.  Good  man  !  I  warrant  he  dropped  it  on  pur- 
pofe,  that  you  might  take  it  up,  and  read  fome  of  the 
pious  ejaculations.  {Taking  up  the  book."]  O  blefa  me  ;  O 
monftrous !  A  prayer  book  !  Ay,  this  is  the  devil's  Pater- 
nofter.  Hold,  let  me  fee,  The  Innocent  Adultery. 

Lat.  ^Misfortune  !  now  all's  ruin'd  again.  [Afide. 

*  Bell.  [Peeping.']  Damn'd  chance  !  If  I  had  gone  a 

*  whoring  with  the  Practice  of  Piety  in  my  pocket,  I  had 

*  never  been  dilcovered.' 

FenJ.  Adultery  and  innocent !  O  lord  !  Here's  doc 
trine  !  Ay,  here's  difcipline  ! 

Lat.  Dear  hufband,  I'm  amazed  •  Sure  it  is  a 

goo4  book,  and  only  tends  to  the  ipcculation  of  iin. 
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Fond.  Speculation!  No,  no;  fomethingwent farther 
tlian   fpeculation,  when  I  was  not  to  be  let  in — .  " 
Where  is  this  apocryphal  elder  ?  I'll  ferret  him, 

Lat.  I'm  fo  dillradted  I  can't  think  of  a  lie.        [AJiJei 
[Fondlewife  hauls  out  Bellmour. 

Tond.  Come  out  here,  thou  Awanias  incarnate • 

Who,  hovv  now  !  Who  have  we  here  ? 

Lett.  Ha  !  [Shrieks  asfurprlsfd. 

fond.  Oh,  thou  falacious  woman  !  Am  I  then  bruufied  ? 
Ay,  I  feel  it  here  !  I  fprout,  I  bud,  I  bloflbm,  1  am 
ripe  horn-mad.  But  who,  in  the  devil's  name,  are  you  ? 
Mercy  on  me,  for  (Wearing.  But— — — 

Lat.  Oh,  goodnefs  keep  us  !  Who's  this  ?  Who  arc 
you  ?  What  are  you  i 

JSelL  Soh! 

L^t.  In  the  name  of  the Oh  !   Good,  my  dear, 

clon't  come  near  it.     I'm  afraid  'tis  the  devil !  indeed  it 
has  hoofs,  dear. 

Fond.  Indeed,  and  I  have  horns,  dear.     The  devil  ! 
No,  I  am  afraid, .'tis  the  fle(hr  thou  harlot !  Dear,  with- 
the  pox*    Come,  firenr  fpeak,  confefs  who  is  this  reve 
rends  rampant  paftor  ? 

Lat.  Indeed,  and  indeed  now,  my  dear  Nykin — I 
aever  law  this  wicked  man  before.. 

Fond,  Oh,  it  is  a  man  then,  it  feems. 

Lat.  Rather,  fure,  'tis  a  wolf  in  the  cloathing  of  a 
fheep. 

fond.  Thou  art  a  devil  in  his  proper  cloathing,  woman's 
flefli.  What,  you  know  nothing  of  him  but  his  fleece 

here — You  don't  love  mutton  ? You  Magdalen 

unconverted, 

Hell.  Well,  now,    I  know   my  cue that  is,  very 

honourably  to  excufe  her,  and  very  impudently  accufe 
myfelf.  [Aficle. 

Left.  Why  then,  I  wifh  I  may  never  enter  into  the 
heaven  of  your  embraces  again,  my  dear,  if  ever  1  faw 
his  face  before. 

Fond.  O  lord  !  O  ftrange  !  I  am  in  admiration  of  your 
impudence.  Look  at  him  a  little  better ;  he  is  more 
modeft,  I  warrant  you,  than  to  deny  it.  Come,  were 
you  two  never  face  to  face  before  ?  Speak. 
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Fell.  Since  all  artifice  is  vain — and  I  think  myfelf 
oblig'd  to  fpeak  the  truth,  in  juftice  to  your  wife — — — 
No. 

Fond.  Humph  ! 

Lat.  No,  indeed,  dear. 

fond.  Nay,  1  find  you  jre  both  in  a  ftory  ;  tkat  I  rauft 

Confefs.     Bur,  what not  to  be  cured  of  the  chohc  ? 

Don't  you  know  your  patient,  Mrs.  Quack  ?  Oh,  lie 
upon  your  ftomach  ;  lying  upon  your  llomarh  will  cure 
you  of  the  chol;c.  Ah  !  Anfwer  me,  Jezabel  ! 

Leet.  Let  the  wicked  man  anfaer  for  himfeif  ?  Does  he 
think  that  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  excufe  him  ;  'til 
enough,  if  I  can  clear  my  own  innocence  to  ray  own 
dear. 

Bell.  By  my  troth,  and  fo  t'is 1  have  been  a 

little  too  backward,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Fond.  Come,  Sir,  who  are  you,  in  the  firft  place  ?  And 
what  are  you  ? 

Bell.  A  whore-mafter. 

Fend.  Very  concife. 

Lat.  Obeiuly,  impudent  creature  ! 

Font?.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  came  you  hitherfoT  ? 

Bell.  To  lie  with  your  wife. 

FonJ.  Good,  ajrain A  very  civil  perfon  thrs, 

and,    1  believe,  fpeaks  truth. 

Lat.  Oh,  infupportable  impudence  ! 

Fond.  Well,  Sir, Pray,  be  cover'd and 

you  have Heh  !  You   have  finifli'd   the  matter, 

heh  ?  And  I  am,  as  I  fhould  be,  a  fort  of  a  civil  perquifite 
to  a  whore-m.;ftt  r,  called  a  Cuckold,  heh.  Is  itnotfo  ? 
Come,  I'm  inclining  to  believe  every  word  ycu  fay. 

Bell.  Why,  faith,  I  muft  confefs,  fo  I  defigned  y«u — 
But  you  were  a  little  unlucky  in  coming  fo  feon,  and 
hincired  the  making  of  your  own  fortune. 

Fond.  Humph.  Nay,  if  you  mince  the  matter  once, 
and  go  back  of  your  word,  you  are  not  the  perfon  I  took 

you    for.     Come,  come,  go  on  boldly What,  don't 

be  afliamed  of  your  profeffion — Confef?,  confefs,  I  fliall 

love  thee  the  better  for't 1  fliall,  i'ifeck 

What,  doft  think  I  dor/t  know  how  to  behave  myfelf 
iu  the  employment  of  a  cuckold,  and  have  been  three 

years 
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years  apprentict  to  matrimony  !  Coine,  come,  plain 
dealing  is  a  jewel. 

Bell.  Well,  fince  I  fee  thou  art  a  good  honeft  fellew, 
I'll  confefs  the  whole  matter  tothee. 

Fond.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  honeft  fellow  •  •  •  You  never 
lay  with  an  honefter  man's  wife  in  your  life. 

Lat.  How,  my  heark  akes !  All  my  comfort  lies  in  his 
impudence,  and,  heav'n  be  prais'd,  hehas  a  considerable 
portion.  [Afide* 

Bell.  In  (hort  then,  I  was  informed  of  the  opportunity 
of  your  abtence,  by  my  fpy ;  for,  faith,  honeft  Ifaac, 
I  have  a  long  time  defigned  thee  this  favour  :  I  knew 
Spintext  was  to  come,  by  your  direction  ;  but  I  laid  a 
trap  for  him,  and  procured  his  habit,  in  which  I  pafs'd 
upon  your  fervants,  and  was  conducted  hither.  I  pre 
tended  a  fit  of  the  cholic,  to  excufe  my  lying  down  upon 
your  bed  ;  hoping  that  when  Ihe  heard  of  it,  her  good 
nature  would  bring  her  to  adminifter  remedies  for  my  dif- 

temper You  know  what  might  have  followed— 

Bur,  like  an  uncivil  perfon,  you  knock'd  at  the  door, 
before  your  wife  was  come  to  me. 

Fond.  Ha  !  this  is  apocryphal ;  I  may  choofe  whether 
1  will  believe  it  or  no. 

Bell.  That  you  may,  faith,  and  I  hope  you  won't  be 
lieve  a  word  on't But  I  can't  help  telling  the  truth, 

for  my  life. 

Fond.  How  !  would  not  you  have  me  believe  you,  fay 
you  ? 

Bell.  No ;  for  then  you  muft  of  confequence  part 
with  your  wife,  and  there  will  be  fome  hopes  of  having 
her  upon  the  public  :  then,  the  encouragement  of  a  fe- 
parate  maintenance  •• 

Fond.  No,  no  ;  for  that  matter — when  fhe  and  I  part, 
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[Sbr  gees  and  batiks  vpon  bh  neck,  and  k'jji'i  him.  Eell- 

mour  I'i^fs  bn  MMu/£r£/WFondlewi£e^  back. 
So,  a  few  fofr  words,  and  a  ki;  =  ,  and  the  g:  od  man  melts. 
See  how  kind  nature  works,   -«:nd  boils  overin    him. 

Lect.  Indeed,  my  dear,  !  was  but  j>rft  come  do-.vn  ftairs, 
when  you  knock'd  at  the  door  ;  and   the  maid   told  me 
Mr.  Spinrext  was  ill  of  the  cholic  upon  our  bed.     And 
won't  you  fpeak  to  me,  cruel  Nykin  ?  Indeed,  I'll  di 
if  you  don't. 

Fund.  Ah  !  No,  no,  I  cannot   fpenk,  my  heart's 

full 1  have  been  a  tender  y>kt  fallow  ;  you  know 

I  have But  thou  halt  been  a   fcmhlefs  Dalilah,  and 

the  PhilifHnes Heh  !  Art  thou  out  vile  and  unclean, 

heh  ?  Speak.  [Weeping, 

LtBt.   No — •— h.  [S'gbiig* 

Fond.  Oh,  that  I  could  believe  tkee  \ 

I. at.  Oh  !   my  heart  will  brtak  !         [Sctming  to  faint  t 

fond.  Heh  !  how  !  No,  no,  flay,  flay,  I  will  bcl. eve 
thee,  I  will Pray  bend  her  forward,  Sir. 

Let.  Oh  !  Oh  !   Where  is  my  dear  ? 

Fond.  Here,  here  ;  -I  dobeKeve  th:e- 1  won't  be- 

Vieve  my  own  eyes. 

JBc/L  For  my  part,  I  am  fo  cliarmM  with  the  love  of 
your  turtle  to  you.  that  I'll  go  and  folicit  matrimony 
with  all  my  might  and  main, 

Fond.  Well,  well,  Sir  ;  as  long  as   I  believe  it,  'tis 

well  enough.     No  thanks  to  you,  Sir,  for  her  virtue. 

But,  I'll  fhew  you  the  way  out  of  my  houfe, 

if  you  pleafe.     Come,  my  dear.     Nay,  I   will  believe 

thee,  I  do,  i'feck. 

Bftt.  See  the  great  bleulng  of  an  eafy  faith  ;  opinion 
cannot  err. 

No  hufband,  byftis  wife,  can  be  deceiv'd, 
She  (Hll  is  virtuous,  if  fhe's  fo  believ'd. 

of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


AC 
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A    C     T      V. 

Enter  Bell  nio  w  in  a  fanatic  balit  \  Setter,  Heamvell,  <w</ 
Lucy. 

Bsr.LMOUR. 

SEtter !  well  enccunterM. 
Set.  Joy  of  your  return,  Sir.     Have   you  made  a 
*ood  voyage  ;   or  have   you  brought  your  own   lading 
jack? 

BcU.  No,  I  have  brought  nothing  butballaft  back — — 
;  made  a  delicious  voyage,  Setter  ;  and  might  have  rode 
;  at  anchor  in  the  port  till  this  time,  but  the  enemy  fur- 
•  priz'd  us.*  I  wou-ld  unrig. 

Set.  I  attend  you,  Sir. 

Sell.  Ha!  Is  not  that  Heamvell  at  Silvia's  door?  Be- 

yone   quickly,  I'll  follow  you  : 1   would   not  be 

tnown.     Pox  take  'em,  they  lland  juft  in  my  way. 

{Exit  Setter. 

Heart.  I'm  impatient  till  it  be  done. 

Lucy.  That  may  be,  without  troubling  yourfelfto  go 
igain  for  your  brother's  chaplain.  Don't  you  fee  that 
talking  form  of  godlinefs  ? 

heart.  Oh,  ay,  he's  a  fanatic. 

Lucy.  An  executionr r,  qualified  to  do  your  bufinefs. 
He  has  been  lawfully  ordained. 

Hfart.  I'll  pay  him  well,  if  you'll  break  the  matter  to 
lim. 

Lucy.  I  warrant  you  Do  you  go  and  prepare  your 
>ride.  [Exit  Heart. 

RfU.    Humph,    fits  the  wind  there  ? What   a 

lucky  rogue  am  1  !  Oh,  what  fport  will  be  here,  if  I  can 
perfuade  ti, is  wench  to  iecrefy? 

Lu>;v-  ^ir  ;   reverend  Sir. 

Bell.  Madam.  [Difcovershimfelf. 

Lucy.  No'.v,  goodnefs  have  mercy  upon  me  !  Mr. 
Bellmour  !  is  it  you  ? 

Sell.  Even  I,' what  doft  think  ! 

Lucy.  Think  !  that  I  ihou'd  nor  believe  my  eyes,  and 
:hat  you  are  not  what  you  feem  to  be, 

Bell. 
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Sell.  True.     But  to  convince  thee  who  I  am,  thou 

tnowft  my  old  token.  [Cjptfber, 

Lucy.  Nay,  Mr.  Bellraour :  OLard!  I  believe  you 

«re  a  parfon  in  good  earnett,  you  kifs  fo  devoutly. 

Sell.  Well,  your  bufinefs  with  me,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  I  had  none,  through  miftake. 

Bell.  Which  miftake  you  muft  go  through  with,  Lucy 

———Come,  I  know  the  intrigue  between  Heartwell 

and  your  miihrefs  ;  and  you  miltook  me  for  Tribulation 

Spintext,  to  marry  'em Ha  !  are  not  matters  in  this 

pofture  ? Confefs.    Come,  I'll  be  faithful  ;  I  wil 

i'faith. '• — What,  diffide  in  rue,  Lucy  ? 

Lucy.  Alas-a-day !  You  and  Mr.  Vainlove,  betwee 
you,  haveru'uVd  my  poor  miftrefs  :  you  have  made  a  ga 
in  her  reputation  !  and  can  you  blame  her,  if  fhe  make  i 
<wp  with  a  hufband  ! 

£ctt.  Well,  is  it  as  I  fay  ? 

Lucy.  Well,  it  is  then  :  but  you'll  be  fecret  ? 

Bell.  Phuh,  fecret,  ay  ! — And  to  be  out  of  thy  debt 

I'll  truft  thee  with  another  fecret.    Your  miftrefs  muft  nc 

marry  Heartwell,  Lucy. 

Lucy.  How  !   O  Lord  ! 

AW/.  Nay,  don't  be  in  a  paifion,  Lucy — I'll  provid 

a  fitter  hufband  for  her Come,  here's  eatneft  of  my 

good  intentions  for  thee,  too  ;  let  this  molify. [(/'/ 

her  money.]  Look  you,  Heartwell  is  my  friend;  and  thou^l 
he  be  blind,  I  muft  not  fee  him  faH  into  the  fnare,  am 
wittingly  marry  a  whore. 

Lucy.    Whore!    I'd  have  you    to  know  my  miftref 

{corns 

Bel}.  Nay,  nay;  look  you,   Lucy;  there  are  whores 

of  as  good  quality But  to   the  purpofe,  if  you  will 

give  me  leave  to  acquaint  you  with  it — Do  you  carry  on 

The   miitake  ot  me:    I'll  marry  'em Nay,    don't 

paufe  ! If  you  do,   I'll  fpoil  all. 1  have  fame 

p-iivate  rcafons  for  what  I  do,  which  I'll  tell  you  within. 

—In   the  mean  time,    1  promife, and  rely 

tipon  me — to  help  your  miftrefs  to  a  hufband  :  nay,  and 

thee  top,  Lucy Here's  my  hand,  I  will,  with  a 

tiefh  uilu ranee.  [Gives  her  more  money. 

Lv:y.  Ah,  the  devil  is  not  fo  cunning You 

know  my  eaiy  nature—  •     •    --WUI,  for  once  I'll  vcntur« 

t» 
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to  ferre  you  ;  but  if  you  do  deceive  me,  the  curfe  of  all 
kind,  tender-hearted  women  light  upon  you. 

Bell.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  pox  take  me. 
Well,  lead  on.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Vainlove,  Sharper,  and  Setter. 

Sharp.  Juft  now,  fay  you,  gone  in  with  Lucy  ? 

Set.  I  law  him,  and  flood  at  the  corner  where  you 
found  me,  and  overheard  all  they  faid  :  Mr.  Bellmour 
is  to  marry  'em. 

Sharp.  Ha,  ha!    'twill  be  a  pleafant  cheat. I'll 

pi  .t;ue  Heartwell,  when  I  fee  him.  Pr'ythee,  Frank, 
let's  teaze  him  ;  make  him  fret,  till  he  foam  at  the  mouth, 

and  difgorge  his  matrimonial  oath  with  intereft Come, 

thou'rt  mu fty — 

Set.  [To  Sharper.]  Sir,  a  word  with  you. 

\irlAfperskim. 

Van.  Sharper  fwears  (he  has  fbrfworn   the  letter 

I'm  fure  he  tells  me  truth  ; but  I  am  not  fure  fhe  told 

him  truth — Yet  fhe  was  unafife&edly  concern'd,  he  fays  ; 
and  often  blufh'd  with  anger  and  furpriee  ;— — And  io  I 

remember  in  the  P.<rk She  had    reafon,  if  I  wrong 

her I  begin  to  doubt. 

Sharp.  Say'il  thou  fo  ! 

Sft.  This  afternoon,  Sir,  about  an  hour  before  my 
matter  receiv'd  the  letter. 

Sharp.  In  mv  confcience,  like  enough. 

Set.  Ay,  I  know  her,  Sir  :  at  leaft  I'm  fure  I  can  fifh 
it  out  c  f  her  :  Ihe's  the  very  fluice  to  her  lady's  fecrets. 
'Tis  but  feting  her  mill  a  going,  and  I  can  drain  her  of 
'em  all. 

Sharp.  Here,  Fr.mk,  your  blood -hound  has  made  out 
the  fault.  This  letter,  that  fo  flicks  in  thy  maw,  is 
counterfeit  ;  only  a  trick  of  Silvia,  in  revenge,  contriv'd 
by  Lucy. 

Vain.  Ha  !  It  ha-s  a  colour But  how  do  you  know 

it,  firrah  ? 

-  Set.  \  do  fufpecl  as  much  ; becaufe  why,  Sir,' 

She  was  pumping  me  about  how  your  worship's  aftairg 
flood  towards  Madam  Araminta  ;  as,  when  you  had  feen 
her  lall ;  when  you  were  to  fee  her  next  ;  and,  where 
you  were  to  be  found  at  that  time  ;  and  fuch  like. 

F  Vain. 
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y<iin.  And  where  did  you  tell  her  ? 
Set.  In  the  Piazza. 

Vain.  There  I  receiv'd  the  letter It  muft  be  fo— 

••And  why  did  you  not  find  me  out,  to  tell  me  this 
before,  fot  ? 

Sef.  Sir,  I  was  employed  for  Mr.  Bellmour. 

Sharp.  You  were  well  employ'd 1  think  there  is  no 

obje&ion  to  the  excufe. 

Vain.  Pox  o'my  faucy  credulity If  I  have  loft  her, 

I  deferve  it.   But  it  confeilion  and  repentance  be  of  force, 

I'll  win  her  or  weary  her  into  a  forgivenefs.  [Exit, 

Sharp.  Methinks  I  long  to  fee  Bellmour  come  forth. 

Enter  Bellmour. 

Set.  Talk  of  the  devil See,  where  he  comes. 

Sharp.  Hugging  hirnfelf  in  his  profperous  mifehief — » 
No  real  fanatic  can  look  better  pleas'd,  after  a  fucceisful 
fermon  of  fedition. 

Bell.  Sharper,  fortify  thy  fpleen  :  fuch  ajeft  !  Speak 
when  thou  art  ready. 

Sharp.  Now,  were  I  ill-natur'd,  would  I  utterly  dif- 
appoint  thy  mirth  :  *  hear  thee  tell  thy  mighty  jelt, 
4  with  as  much  gravity  as  a  bifhop  hears  venereal  caufes  in 
*  the  fpiritual  court  :'  not  fo  much  as  wrinkle  my  face 
with  one  fmile,  but  let  thee  look  (imply,  and  laugh  by 
thyfelf. 

Beil.  Pihaw,  no :  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  thy  wit 

.  Gad,  I  defy  thee. 

Sharp.  Were  it  not  lofs  of  time,  you  fliould  make  the 
experiment.  But  honeft  Setter,  here,  overheard  you 
with  Lucy,  and  has  tjld  me  all, 

Bell.  Nay,  then,  I  thank  thee  for  not  putting  me  out 
of  countenance.  But,  to  tell  you  fotnething  you  don't 

know 1  got  an  opportunity,  after  I  had  married  'em, 

of  discovering  the  cheat  to  Silvia.  She  took  it,  at  firft, 
as  another  woman  wou'd  the  like  disappointment  ;  but 
my  promife  to  make  her  amends  quickly  with  another 
hufband,  fomewhat  pacified  her. 

Sharp.  But  how  th  j  devil  do  you  think  to  acquit  your- 
felfof  your  promife  ?  Will  you  marry  her  yourfelf  ? 

Bell.  I  have  no  fuch  intentions  at  prefent Pr'y  thee, 

wilt  thou  think  a  little  for  me  ?  I  am  fure  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Setter  will  affifl. 
Set.  O  Lord,  Sir  ! 

Beff.l 
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Sell.  I'll  leave  him  with  you,  and  go  fhiftmy  habir. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Sir  Jofeph,  and  Bluff. 

Sharp.  Heh  !  Sure  Fortune  has  lent  this  fool  hither 
on  purpofe.  Setter,  ftand  clofe  ;  feem  not  to  obferve 
them  ;  and,  heark'e .  \Urhifyers. 

Bluff.  Fear  him  not — I  am  prepar'd  for  him  now  ;  and 
he  (hall  find  he  might  have  later  rous'd  a  fleeping  lion. 

S:r  Jo.  Hufli,  hulh  ;   don't  you  fee  him  ? 

J3l/<Jf,  Shew  him  to  me. Where  is  he? 

,Vr  'Jo.  Nay,  don't  fpeak  fo  loud I  don't  jeft,    as  I 

did  a  little  while  ago Look  yonder Agad,  if 

he  fhould  hear  the  lion  roar,  he'd  cudgel  him  into  an  afs, 
and  his  primitive  braying.  Don't  you  remember  the 
ftory  of  jEfop's  Fables,  bully  ?  A-gad,  there  are  good 
morals  to  be  pick'd  out  of  y£fop's  Fables,  let  me  tell  you 
that  j  and  Reynard  the  Fox,  too. 

Blujf.  Damn  your  morals. 

Sir  Jo.  Pr'ythee,  den't  fpeak  fo  loud. 

Bluff.  Damn  your  morals :  I  muft  revenge  the  affront 
done  to  my  honour.  [7/z  a  lo-w  voice.  ~ 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  do,    do,    Captain,    if  you   think   fitting 
You  may  difpofe  of  your  own  flefli  as  you  think  fit 
ting,  d'ye  fee.  but,  by  the  Lord  Harry,  I'll  leave  you. 
[Stealing  envoy  upon  bis  tiptoes. 

Ehff.  Prodigious!  What,  will  you  forfake  your  friend 
in  extremity  !  You  can't  in  honour  refute  to  carry  him  a 
challenge. 

[Almoft  ivbifpering,  and  treading  foftly  after  lint. 

Sir  Jo.  Pr'ythee,  what  do  you  fee  in  my  face,  that 
looks  as  if  I  would  carry  a  challenge  ?  Honour  is  your 

province,  Captain  ;  take  it All   the  world  know  me 

to  be  a  knight  and  a  man  of  worfhip. 

Set.  I  warrant  your  Sir, 'I'm  inftrucled. 

Sharp.  Impoffible  !  Araminta  take  a  liking  to  a  fool  ! 

[Aloud. 

Set.  Her  head  runs  on  nothing  elfe,  norfhecan  talkof 
nothing  elfe. 

Sharp.  1  know  fhe  commended  him  all  the  while  we 
were  in  the  Park,  but  thought  it  had  been  only  to  make 
Vaiulove  jealous. 

F  2 
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Sir  Jo*  How's  this !  Good  bully,  hold  your  breath, 
and  let's  hearken.  «  A-gad,  this  muft  be  I. 

Sharp.  Death,  it  can't  be. An  oaf,  anideot,  auit- 

tai.  . 

Sir  Jv.  Ay,  now  it's  out  j  'tis  I,  my  own  individual 
peribn. 

Sharp.  A  «||Ktch,  that  has  flown  for  flicker  to  the  low- 
eft  ihrub  of  mankind,  and  leeks  protection  from  a  blafted 
coward. 

Sir  Jo.  That's  you,  bully  back. 

[Bluff froivns  ttpon  Sir  Jofeph. 

Sharp.  She  has  given  Vainlove  her  promife  to  marry 

him  before  to-morrow  morning. Has  (he  not  ? 

[To  Setter. 

Set.  She  has,  Sir  ••  And  I  have  it  in  charge  ta 
attend  her  all  this  evening,  in  order  to  conduct  her  to  the 
place  appointed. 

Sharp.  Well,  I'll  go  and  inform  your  matter  ;  and  do 
you  prefs  her  to  make  all  the  haile  imaginable.  [Exit. 

Sft.  Were  1  a  rogue,  now,  what  a  noble  prize  could  I 

difpofe  of!    A  good  pinnace,  richly  laden,  and  to  launch 

ibrth  under  my  aulpic.ious  convoy.     Twelve  thoufand 

tounds,  and  all  her  rigging  :  befides  what   lies  conceal'd 

•nder  hatches Ha  !  all  this  committed  to  my  care  ! 

Avaunt,  temptation — Setter,  Ihew  thyielf  a   perfon 

'.'  worth  ;  be  true  to  thy  truft,  and  he  reputed  honeft'. 
'ieputed  honeft!  Hum  ;  is  that  all  ?  Ay  ;  for  to  be 
.ioneft  is  nothing  f  the  repuraciun  of  it  is  all.  Reputa 
tion  !  what  have  fuch  poor  rogues  as  I  to  do  with  reputa 
tion  ?  'ti«  above  us ;  and  fur  men  of  quality,  they  are 
above  it  ;  fo  that  reputation  is  e'en  as  toolifh  a  thing  as 
honefty.  And  for  my  part,  it  I  meet  bir  Jofeph,  with 
a  p  jrfe  of  gold  in  his  hand,  I'll  difpofe  of  mine  to  the 
beft  advantage. 

Sir  Jo.  Heh,  heh,  heh  :  here  'tis  for  you,  i'faith, 
Mr.  Setter.  Nay,  I'll  take  you  at  your  word. 

[Chinking  a  putfe^ 

Set,  Sir  Jofeph!  and  the  Captain  too!  Undone,  un 
done  !  I'm  undone,  my  mailer's  undone,  my  lady's  un 
done,  and  all  the  bufmefs  is  undone. 

Sir  Jo. 


THE    OLD    BATCHE'LOK.         «£ 

Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  never  fear,  man,  the  lady's  bufinefa 

{hall  be  done.     What Come,  Mr.  Setter,  I  have 

over-heard  all,  and  to  fpeak  is  but  lofs  of  time  ;  bur,  if 
there  be  occafion,  let  theie  worthy  gentlemen  intercede 
for  me.  [Gives  him  gold.. 

Set.  O  Lord,  Sir  !  what  d'ye  mean  ?  Corrupt  my  ho- 

iiefty They  have,  indeed  very  perfuading  faces* 

But 

Sir  Jo.  'Tis  too  little  ;  there's  more,  man.  There,, 
take  all Now 

Set.  Well,  Sir  Jofeph,  you  have  fuch  a  winning  way 
with  you 

Sir  Jo.  And  how,  and  how,  good  Setter,  did  the  little 
rogue  look,  when  (he  talk'd  of  Sir  Jofeph  ?  Did  not  her 
eyes  twinkle  and  her  mouth  water  ?  '  Did  not  fhe  pull  up. 

*  her  little  hubbies  ?  And — Agad,  I'm  fo  overjoy 'd— — — 
*•  And  ftroke  down  her  belly  ;  and  then  ftep   afide   to  tie 

*  her  garter,'  when  Hie  was  thinking  of  her  love  ?  Heh, 
Setter ! 

Set.  O  yes,  S'.r. 

Sir  Jo.  How  now,  bully  ?    What,    melancholy,  be- 

caufe  I'm  in  the  lady's  favour  ? No  matter,  I'll  mate 

your  peace 1  know  they  were  a  little  fmart  uport 

you — But,  I  warrant  I'll  bring  you  into  the  lady's  good 
graces. 

Bluff.  Pfliaw  !  I  have  petitions  to  fhew  from  other- 
guefs   toys  than  (he.     Look   here  ;  thefe  were  fent  me 
this  morning — There,  read,    [Sbe--Ms  letters.'}   That 
that's  a  fcrawl  of  quality.     Here,  here's  from  a  countefs,. 

too.     Hum No,  hold that's  from  a  knight's 

wife,  fhe  fent  it  me  byherhuftand But  here,  botfe 

thefe  are  from  perfons  of  great  quality. 

Sir  Jo.  They  are  either  from  perfons  of  great  quality, 
or  no  quality  at  all,  'tis  fuch  n  damnM  ugly  hand. 

\_W7j  iL'&r  Jofeph  reads,  Blufi'w&^rj  Setter. 

Set.  Captain,  I  would  do  any  thing  toferve  you  ;  but 
this  is  fo  difficult 

Jilt-ff.  Not  at  all.     Don't  I  know  him  ? 

Set.  You'll  remember  the  conditions 


Blkff*  I'll  giv't  you  under  my  hand— ———In  th« 
anean  tiire,  here's  earnelt.    [Gives  him   money.']  Come,. 

knight I'm  capitulating  with  Mr.  Setter,  for  you. 

F  3, 
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Sir  Jo,  Ah,  honeft   Setter Sirrah,  I'll  give   thee 

any  thing,  *  but  a  night's  lodging.'  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Sharper,  tugging  in  Hcartwell. 

Sharp.  Nay,  pr'ythee  leave  railing,  and  come    along 
with  me,    may  be  me  mayn't  be   within.     '  i'is   but   to 
yond'  corner-houfe. 
.Heart.  Whither?  Whither?  Which  corner-houfe? 

Sharp.  .Why,  there;  the  two  white  poiis. 
.  Heart.  And  who    would  you  viftt   there,  fay  you  ? 
(Oons,  how  my  heart  akes.) 

Sharp.  Pfhaw  !  thou'rt  fo  troublefome  anj  inquifitive 
Why,  I'll  tell  you  ;  'tis  a  young  creature  thut  Vain- 
love  debauched,  and  has  forfaken.  Did  you  never  hear 
Bellmour  chide  him  about  Silvia  ? 

Heart.  Death,  and  hellr  and-  marriage  !  my  wife. 


Sharp.  Why,  thou  art  as  mufty  as  a  new-married  man, 
that  had  found  his  wife  knowing  the  tirft  night- 

Heart.  Hell  and  the    devil  !   Does  he  know  it  ?  But, 

hold If  he  ftiould  not,  I  were  a  fopl  to  difcover  it 

I'll  diflemble,  and  try  him.   \_Afuie,'\.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Why,  Tom,  is  that  fuch  an  occufion  of  melancholy  ? 
Is  it  fuch  an  uncommon  miich;ef? 

Sharp.  No,  faith;   I  believe  not. Few  women, 

but  have  their  probation,  before  they  are  cloifter'd  in  the 
narrow  joys  of  wedlock.  But,  pr'ythee  come  along  with 
me,  or  I'll  go  and  have  the  lady  to  myfelf.  B'w'yer 
George.  [Going. 

.   Heart.  O  torture  !  How  hejracks  and  tears  me  ! 

Death  !  Shall  I  own  my  fiiame,  or  wittingly  let  him  go 

and  whore  my  wife  ?  No,  that's  infuppoatable Oh, 

Sharper ! 

Sborp.   How,  now  ? 

Heart.  Oh,  I  am marry'd. 

Sharp,  Now,  holdfpleen.  [Jljide.]  Marry'd  f 

Heart.  Certainly,  irrecoverably  marry'd. 

Sharp.  Heav'n  forbid,  man  1'Howlong? 

Heart.  Oh,  an  age,  an  age!    I  have  been  marry'd 
thefe  two  hours. 

Sharp.  My  old  batchelor  marry'd  !  That  were  a  jefr. 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Death!   d'ye  mo'ck  me  ?  Heark  ye,  if   either 
you  efteem  my  friendiliip,  or  your  own  fafety — come  not 

near  that  houfe  —  that  corner  houfe that  hot  brothel. 

Aik  no  queilions. 

bharp.  ]\lad,   by  this  light,  [Exit  Heapt. 

Thus  grief  ftill  treads  upon  the  heels  of  pleafure. 
Marry 'din  hade,  we  may  repent  at  leifure. 

JEutir  Setter. 

&/.  Some  by  experieHce  find  thofe  words  mifplac'd  ; 
At  leifure  marry'd,  they  repent  in  hafte, 
As  I  fuppofe  my  matter  Heartwcll. 
Sharp.  Here  again,  my  Mercurv  ! 
Set.  Sublimate,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir:    I    think  my   at- 

chievements  do  delerve  the  epithet Mtrcury  was   a 

pimp  too ;  but  though /I  blufli  to  own  it  at  this   time,  I 
rnuft  confefs,  I  am  fomewhat  fallen  from  the  dignity  of 
my  fundlion,  and  do  condefcend  to  be  fcandaloufly  em- 
ploy'd  in  the  promotion  of  vulgar  matrimony. 
Sharp.  As  how,  dear,  dexterous  pimp  ? 
Set.  Why,  to  be  brief,  tor  I  have  weighty  affairs  de 
pending Our  ftratagem  fucceeded  as  you  intended  ;, 

Bluffturns  arrant  traitor  ;  bribes  me  to  make  private  con 
veyance  of  the  lady  to  him,  and  put  a  (ham-fettlement 
upon  Sir  Joieph. 

Sharp.  O  rogue  !    Well,  but  I  hope.- 
Set.  No,  no:  never  fear  me,  Sir 1  privately  in 
formed   the  knight  of  the  treachery  ;   who  has  agreed, 
feemingly  to  be  cheated,  that  the  Captain  may  be  fo  in 
reality. 

Sharp.  Where's  the  bride  ? 

Set.  Shifting  clothes  for  the  purpofe,  at  a  friend's 
houfe  of  mine.  Here's  company  coming  ;  if  you'll  walk 
this  way,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you.  [Exeunt. 

:#H/frBellmour,  Belinda,  Araminta,  and  Vainlove. 

Vain.  Oh,  'twas  frenzy  all  :  cannot  you  forgive  it  ?— - 
Mtn  in  madnefs  have  a  title  to  your  pity.  \To  Araminta. 

Aram. Which  they   forfeit,  when  they  are  refto- 

red  to  their  fenfes. 

Vain,  lam  not  prefuming'beyond  a  pardon. 

Aram» 
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Aram.  You,  who  cou'd  reproach  me  with  one  coun 
terfeit,  how  mfolcnt  would  a  real  pardon  make  you  ?  But 
there'sno  need  to  forgive  what  is  not  worth  my  anger. 

Btlin.  O*  my  conscience,  I  cou'd  find  in  my  heart  to 

marry  thee,  purely  to  be  rid  of  thee At  lealr,  thou 

art  fo  troublefome  a  lover,  there's  hopes  thou'lt  make  a 
more  than  ordinary  quiet  huiband.  [To  Bellmour. 

Sell,  Say  yoti  fo Is  that  a  maxim  among  ye  ? 

*  Belin.  Yes  :  you  fluttering  men  or  the  mode  have 
«  made  marriage  a  mere  French  difli. 

*  Bell.  I  hope  there's  no  French  fauce.  \_AJide. 

*  Belin.  You  are  fo  curious  in  the  preparation,  that  is, 
your  courtlhip,  one  wouM    think  you   meant  a  noble 

entertainment But  when  we  come  to  feed,  'tis   all 

froth  and   poor,  but  in  fbow.     Nay,  often,  only  re 
mains,  which  have  been  I  know  not  how  many  times 
times  warm'd  for  other  company,  and  at  Inft  ferv'd   up 
cold  to  the  wife. 

*  Bell.  That  were  a  miferable  wretch  indeed,    who 
could  not  afford  one  warm  difh  for  the  wife  of  his  bo- 
fom — But  you,  timorous  virgins,  forma  dreadful  chi- 

*  meraof  a  hufband,  as  of  a   creature  contrary  to   that 

*  foft,  humble,  pliant,  eafy  thing,  a  lover  ;  Ib  guefs  at 
*•  plagues  in  matrimony,  in  oppofuion  to  the  pleafures  of 

*  courtfliip.     Alas!  courtfhip  to  marriage,  is  but  as  the 

*  mufic  in  the  play-houfe,  'till  the  curtain's  drawn  ;  but 

*  that  once  up,  then  opens  the  fcene  of  pleafure. 

*  Belin.  Oh,  foh — no  :  rather,  courtfliip  to  marriage, 
4  as  a  very  witty  prologue  to  a  very  dull  play. 

Enter  Sharper. 

Sharp.  Hift, Bellmour  :  if  you'll  bring  the  ladies, 

make  hafte  to  Silvia's  lodgings,  before  Heartwell  has 
frerted  himfelf  out  of  breath. 

Bell.  You  have  an  opportunity  now,  Madam,  to  re 
venge  yourfelf  upon  Heartwell,  for  affronting  vour  !quir- 
rel.  •  [To  Belinda. 

Belin.  Oh,  the  filthy  rude  beaflr. 

Aram.  'Tis  a  lafting  quarrel:  I  think  he  has  never 
been  at  our  houfe  fince. 

Bell.  But  give  yourft;lves  the  trouble  to  walk  to  that 
corner-houfe,  and  I'll  tellyou  by  the  way  what  may  di 
vert  and  furprize  yoiu  [Exeunt. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  Silvia's  Lodgings. 
Enter  Heartwell  and  Boy. 

Heart.  Gone  forth,  fay  yon,  with  her  maid  ? 
Boy.  There  was  a  man  too  that  fetch'd  'cm  out — Set 
ter,  I  think,  they  call  him. 

Heart.  Soh That  precious  pimp  too Damn'd, 

damn'd  {trumpet !  Cou'd  {he  not  contain  herfelf  on  her 
wedding  day!  Not  hold  out 'till  night !  O  curfed  ftate  ! 
How  wide  \ve  err,  when  appreheniive  of  the  load  of  life, 

We  hope  to  find  -\ 

That  help  which  nature  meant  in  womankiud,  I 

Toman  thatfuplementalfelf defign'd  ;  J 

But  proves  a  burning  cauftic  when  apply'd,  -\ 

And,  Adam,  fure,  cou'd  with  more  eafe  abide  I 

The  bone  when  broken,  than  when  made  a  bride.     J 

Enter  Bellmour,  Belinda,  Vainlove  and  Araminta.     ' 

Bftt.  Now,  George,  what  rhyming  ?  I  thought  the 
chimes  of  verie  were  pail,  when  once  the  doleful  mar- 
triage  knell  was  rung. 

Heart.  Shame  ar.d  confufion  !  I  am  expos'd. 

'[Vaiiilovea*^  Araminta  talk  apart. 

Belin.  Joy,  joy,  Mr.  Bridegroom  :  I  give  you  joy, 
Sir. 

Heart.  'Tisnot  in  thy  nature  to  give  me  joy A 

woman  can  as  icon  give  immortality. 

Belin.  Ha.  ha,  ha  !  O  gad,  men  grow  fuch  clowns 
when  they  are  marry'd. 

Bell.   That  they  are  fi:  for  no  company  but  their  wives. 

Belin.  Nor  for  them  neither,  in  a  little  time — I  fwear, 
at  the  month's  end,  you  fliall  hardly  find  a  marry'd  man 
th  it  will  do  a  civil  thing  to  his  wife,  or  fay  a  civil  thing 
to  any  body  elle.  How  he  looks  already  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bell.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ' 

Heart.  Death  !  am  I  raude  your  laughing  flock  ?  For 
you,  Sir,  I  (hail  find  a  time  ;  but  take  off  your  wafp  here, 
or  the  clown  may  grow  boiik-rous  :  I  have  a  fly -flap. 

Belin.  You  have  occ.  lion  for't,  your  wife  has  been 
blown  upon. 

Bell.   That's  home. 

Heart. 
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Heart.  Not  friends  or  furies  could  have  added  to  my 
vexation,  or  any  thing  elfe,  but  another  woman — You've 
rack'd  my  patience  ;  begone,  or  by — - 

RclL  Hold,  hold  !  What  the  devil,  thou  wilt  not 
draw  upon  a  woman  ? 

Vain.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Aram.  Blefs  me  !  What  have  you  done  to  him  ! 

Bclin.  Only  touch'd  a  gall'd  bead  'till  he  winc'd. 

Vain.  Bellmour,  give  it  over ;  you  vex  him  too  much  : 
'tis  all  ferious  to  him 

Bclin.  Nay,  I  fwear,  I  begin  to  pity  him  myfelf. 

Heart.  Damn  your  pity — But  let  me  be  calm  a  little — • 
How  have  I  deferv'dthis  of  you,  any  of  ye?  Sir,  have 
I  impaired  the  honour  of  your  houfe,  promis'd  your  lifter 
marriage  and  feduc'd  her  ?  Wherein  have  I  injur'd  you  ? 
Did  I  bring  a  phyfician  to  your  father  when  he  lay  expi 
ring,  and  endeavour  to  prolong  his  life,  and  you  one  and 
twenty  ?  Madam,  have  I  had  an  opportunity  with  you 
and  baulk'd  it  ?  Did  you  ever  offer  me  the  favour  and  I 
refus'd  it  ?  Or 

Belln.  Oh,  foh !  What  does  the  filthy  fellow  mean  ? 
Lard,  let  me  begone. 

Aram.  Hang  me,  if  I  pity  you  j  you  are  right  enough 
ferv'd. 

*  Sell.  This  is  a  little  fcurrilous,  tho'. 

Vain.  '  Nay,  'tis  a  fore  of  your  own  fcratching— — ' 
Well,  George 

Heart.  You  are  the  principal  caufe  of  all  my  prefent 
ills.  If  Silvia  had  not  been  your  miilrefs,  my  wife  might 
have  been  honeft. 

Vain.  And  if  Silvia  had  not  been  your  wife,  my  mif- 
trefs  might  have  been  juft — There  we  are  even— ——but 
have  a  good  heart,  I  heard  of  your  misfortune,  and  am 
come  to  your  relief. 

Heart.  When  execution's  over,  you  offer  a  reprieve. 

Vain.  What  would  you  give  ? 

Heart.  Oh  !  any  thing,  every  thing,  a  leg,  or  two, 
or  an  arm  :  '  nay,  I  would  be  divorc'd  from  my  virility, 
'  to  be  divorc'd  from  my  wife.' 

Enter  Sharper. 

Vain.  Don' t  offer  fo  much,  for  here's  one  can  fell  you 
freedom  cheaper. 
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Sharp.  Vainlove,  I  have  been  a  kind  of  a  god-father, 
to  you,  yonder.  I  have  promis'd  and  vovv'd  fome  things 
in  your  name,  which  I  think  you  are  bound  to  perform. 

fti.'it.   No  finning  to  a  blank,   friend. 

Sharp.  No;  I'll  deal  fairly  with  you  'Tis  a 

.full  and  free  difcharge  to  S.r  Jofeph  Wittol  and  Captain 
BlufF;  for  all  injuries  whatsoever,  done  unto  you  by 
them,  until  the  prefent  date  hereof — How  fay  you  ? 

I'ain.  Agreed. 

Sharp.  Then,  let  me  beg  thefe  ladies  to  wear  their 
mafcs  a  moment.  Come  in,  gentlemen  and  ladies. 

Heart.  What  the  devil's  all  this  to  me  ! 

Tain.  Patience. 

Enter  Sir  Jofeph,  Bluff,  Silvia,  Lucy,  ami  Setter. 

Bluff.  All  injuries  whatfoever,  Mr.  Sharper. 

Sir  Jo.  Ay,  ay,  whatfoever,  Captain,  ftick  to  that; 
whatfoever. 

Sharp.  'Tis  done,  thefe  gentlemen  are  witnefles  to  the 
general  releafe. 

Pain.  Ay,  ay,  to  this  inftant  moment — I  have  pafs'd 
an  aft  of  oblivion. 

Bluff.  'Tis  very  generous,  Sir,  fince  I  needs  muft 
own- 

Sir  Jo.  No,  no,  Giptain,  you  need  not  own;  heh, 
heh,  heh,  'tis  I  muft  own 

Bluff.  That  you  are  over-reach'd  too,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
only  a  little  art  military  ufed — only  undermined,  or  fo, 
as  (hall  appear  by  the  fair  Araminta,  my  wife's  permiffion. 
[Lucy  unma/ks.']  Oh,  the  devil,  cheated  at  laft  ! 

Sir  Jo.  Only  a  little  art-military  trick,  Captain,  only 

countermin'd,  or  fo Mr.  Vainlove,  I  fuppofe 

you  know  whom  I  have  got now  ;  but  all's  for 
given. 

Vain.  I  know  whom  you  have  not  got.  Pray,  ladies, 
convince  him.  [Aram.  tfWBelin.  unmajk. 

Sir  Jo,  Ah  !  O  lord,  my  heart  akes — Ah,  Setter,  a 
rogue  of  all  fides. 

Sharp.  Sir  Jofeph,  you  had  better  have  pre-engaged  this 
gentleman's  pardon  :  for  though  Vainlove  be  fo  generous 
to  forgive  the  lofs  of  his  miilrefs,  I  know  not  how  Heart- 
well  may  take  the  lofs  of  his  wife.  [Silvia  unmftjks» 

H  art. 
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ffeart-  My  wife  •'  By  this  light  'tis  foe,  the  very  cock- 

atri    '  h;.rper  !   Let  me  embrace  thee But  art 

th  ce< — Oh*  S  really  marry'd  to  him  ? 
ou  fure  flieis   d  lawfully  marry'd,  I  am  witnefs. 
Sharp.  Bellmour  will  unriddle  to  you. 

[HeartweHjw.f/0  Bellmour. 

•   Sir  Jo.  Pray,  Madam,  who  are  you  ?  For  I  find,  you 
and  I  are  like  to  better  acquainted. 

Silv.  The  woritot  me  is,   that  I  am  your  wife 

Sharp.  Come,  Sir  Jofeph,  your  for  nine  is  not  fo  bad 

as  your  fear A  fine  lady,  and  a  lady   of  very 

good  quality. 

Sir  Jo.  Thanks  to  my  knighthood,  (lie's  a  lady 

fain.      •  -That  delVrves  a  fool   with  a   better  title- 
Pray  ufe  her  as  my  relation,  or  you  fiiall  hearon'r.. 
Bluff.  What,  are  you  a  woman  of  quality  too  fpoufe  ? 
Set.  And  my  relation  ;  pray  let  her  he  refpec^ed  accor 
dingly Well,  honeftLucy,  fare  the e  well — I    think 

you  and  I  have  been  play-fellows,  oft"  and  on,  any  time 
thisfeven  years. 

Lucy.  Hold  your  prating — I'm  thinking  what  vocation 
J  (hall follow  while  my  fpoufe  is  planting  lauieU  in  the 
wars. 

Bluff.  No  more  wars,  fpoufe,  no  more  wars — While 
I  plant  laurels  for  my  head  abroad,  I  may  find  the  branchej 
fprout  at  home. 

Heart.  Bellmour,  I  approve  thy  mirth,  and  thank 
thee — And  I -cannot  in  gratitude,  for  I  fee  which  way 
thou  art  going,  fee  thee  fall  into  the  fame  fnare  out  of 
which  thuu  haft  delivered  me. 

Bell.  I  thank  thee,  George,  for  thy  good  intention — . 

But  there  is  a  fatality  in  marriage rcr  I  find  I'm  re- 

folute. 

Heart.  Then  good   counfel  will  be  thrown  away  upon 

you For   my   part,   I  have  once  efcaped — : — And 

when  I  wed  again,  may  fhe  be ugly  as  an  old  bawd.' 

Vain.  Ill-natur'd  as  an  old  maid 

Bell.  Wanton  as  a  young  widdw 

Sharp.  And  jealous  as  a  barren  wife. 
Heart.  Agreed. 

Bell.  Well  j  'midft  of  thefe  dreadful  denunciations, 

and 
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and  notwithstanding  the  warning  and  example  before  me,. 
I  commit  myfelf  to  killing  durance. 

Be/in.  Priibncr,  make  much  of  your  fetters. 

\Giving  her  band* 

Bell.  Frank,  will  you  keep  us  in  countenance  ?• 
Vain*  May  I  preface  to  hope  fo  great  a  bleifing  ? 
Aram.  We  hud  better  take  the  advantage  of  a  little  of- 
our  friends'  experience  firft. 

Bell  O'  tuy  conference  flie  dare  not  confent,  for  fear 
he  fliou'd  recant,  \_dfulc.}  Well,  we  (hall  have  your  com 
pany  to  church  in  the  morning May  be  it  may1 

get  you  an  appetite  to  fee  us  fall  on  before  you,  *  Setter, 

*  did  not  you  tell  me 

«  &t.  They're  at  the  door  ;   I'll  call 'em.  in- 

[•*  A  Dancer 

Bell,  Not  fet  me  forward  on  A  journey  for  Hie — Comer 
take  your  fellow  travellers.  Old  George,  I'm  forry  to  fee- 
thee  fiill  plod  on  alone. 

Heart.  With,  g.-.udy  plume?,  and   gingling  bells  mader 

proud, 

The  youthful  beaft  fets  forth,  and  neighs  aloud. 
A  morning-run  his  titifc-ll'd  hurnefs  gilds, 
And  the  firft  itage  a  down-hill  green-fwerd  yields^ 
B*it,  Oh  ! 

"What  rugged  ways  atttnd  the  noon  of  life  !  ~v 

Our  fun  declines,  and  with  what  anxious   ftrife^    > 
Wliat  pain  we  tug  that  galling  load,  a  wife.  Jj 

All  couriers  the  firftheac  uith  vigour  run  ; 
But  'tis  with  whip  and  ipur  the  race  is  won. 

[Exc 

END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 

AS  a  raj!)  girl,   who  -will  all  hazards  ran, 
<J-.    be  enjoy' d,  tbo'  fure  to  be  undone  ; 
Soon  as  her  t  urioftiy  is  over, 
Would  oi<ve  ibe  world Jhe  cou'd  her  toy  recover  : 
So  fares  it  with  cur  port  ;    and  I'mfcnt  \ 

?*>  tcl  you,  be  already  docs  ;c£cnt.  L 

f.  r->ulii_  vr.u  were  all  as  forward  to  kref>  Lent.  j. 

NJ-IV  the  deed's  done,  the  gidJy  thing  has  lei  fare 
To  think  o'tb*  ftiK's,  that's  in  the  tail  of  fleafu-e. 
Methinks,  1  bear  him  in  confiJcration  ;  ~\ 

Wbat  will  de  v.-irU  fay  ?  If 'here's  my  reputation  ?  > 

Now  that's  at  Jlalie No,  fool,  'tis  out  o*  fajhion.     J 

If  lofs  of  that  Jbcitld  follow  want  of  wit, 
How  many  ur,rtone.  men  were  in  the  pit  ! 
Why,   tbat\fo;ns  comfort  to  an  author's  fean^ 
If  he's  nn  afs,   be  will  be  tryd  by' s  peers. 

Sut  bold 1  am  exceeding  mycommijjion  ; 

My  bujtnrj}  here,  was  humbly  to  petition. 
Rut  we're  fo  us'il  to  ration  tbefe  occafons, 
J  could  not  help  one  trial  of  jour  patience  :  % 

fur  'tis  our  way,  ynii  knovs,  for  fear  o'tb'  wor/f, 
To  be  befo'chandjUll,  and  cry  fool  firft . 
How  fay  you,  /parks  ?  How  do  you  ft  and  affefted  ? 
Ifwear,  young  Bayes  within,   isfo  dejcftcd, 
[would  grieve  your  hearts  to  fee  him  ;  Jhall  I  call  him  ? 
J3vt  then  you  cruel  critics  would  fo  maul  him  .' 
Tet,  may  br,  you'll  encourage  a  beginner  j 

Butkcw  ? ejuft  as  the  devil  docs  ajinner. 

VSomen  and  wits  are  us'd  e'en  much  at  one, 

Ton  gain  your  end,  and  damn  'em  whenyou've  done. 
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PROLOGUE. 


c  /  O  cheat  the  moft  judicious  eyes,  there  be 
Ways  in  all  trades,  but  this  of  poetry  : 
Your  tradefman  Jhews  his  ware  by  fame  falfe  light  t 
To  hide  the  faults  and Jlightnefs  from  yourjtght : 
Nay,  though'tis  full  of  bracks,  hill  boldly  /wear 
*Tis  excellent^  and  fo  help  off  his  ware. 
He'll  rule  your  judgment  by  his  confidence  ^ 
Which  in  a  post  you'd  call  impudence ; 
Nay,  if  the  world  afford  the  like  again, 
Hefivears  he'll  give  it  you  for  nothing,  ibex, 
Yhofe  are  words  too  a  poet  dares  not  fay  ; 
Let  it  be  good  or  bad,  you're  fure  to  pay, 

—  Wou'd  *twere  a  penn'iuorth  ;  but  in  this  you  ure 

Abler  to  judge,  than  he  that  made  the  ivare» 
fiowcver,  his  dejtgn  was  well  enough, 
He  try'd  tojhevjfome  newer  fajbion'd-jlujft 
Not  that  the  name  Committee  can  be  new. 
That  has  been  too  well  known  tomojl  of  you: 

Hut  you  may  f mile,  for  you  have  paft your  doom  J, 

Ihe  pact  dares  nott  his  isjiill  to  come. 
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reprefentatie*. 


A    C    T        I. 

Enter  Mrs.  Day,    Irvjbing.her  foods  andfcarfs,  Mrs.  Ar- 
bella,  Mri.  Ruth,  Col.  Blunr,  and  a  Stage-Coachman. 

Mrs.  DAY. 

NOW,  out  upon't,  how  dufty  'tis !  All  things  con- 
fider'd,  'tis  better  to  travel  in  the  winter ;  efpe- 
cially  for  us  of  the  better  fort,  that  ride  in  coaches.  And 
yet,  to  fay  truth,  warm  weather  is  both  pleafant  and 
comfortable ;  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  that  fair  weather  fhould 
do  any  hurt. — Well  faid,  hone  ft  coach  man,  thou  haft  done 
thy  part !  My  fon,  Abel,  paid  for  my  place  at  Reading, 
did  he  not  ? 

Coac/j..  Yes,   an't  pleafe  you. 

Mrs.  D.  Well,  there's  foinethirtg  extraordinary,  to 
make  thee  drink.. 

Coach.  By  my  whip,  'tis  a  groat  of  more  than  ordinary 
thinnefs. — Plague  on  this  new  gentry,  how  liberal  they 
are.  \Jlfide.'\  Farewel,  young  miftrefs;  farewel,  gentle 
men.  Pray  when  you  come  by  Reading,  let  Toby  carry 
y o  u .  [  Exit  Coachman. 

Mrs.  D.  Why  how  now,  Mrs.  Arbella !  What,  fad  ! 
Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ariel.  I  am  not  very  fad. 

A.  3  Mrs.  Z>. 
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Mrs.  D.  Nay,  by  my  honour,  you  need  not,  If  you 
knew  as  much  as  I.  Well  -  I'll  tell  you  one  thing  ; 
you  are  well  enough  ;  you  need  not  fear,  whoever  does  ; 
lay  I  told  you  fo  —  if  you  do  noc  hurt  yourfelf;  for  as 
cunning  as  he  is,  and  let  him  be  as  cunning  as  he  will, 
I  can  fee  with  half  an  eye  that  my  fon  Abel  means  to  take 
care  of  you  in  your  compofition,  and  will  needs  have  you 
his  guert.  Ruth  and  you  fliall  be  bedfellows.  I  warrant, 
that  fame  Abel  many  and  many  a  time  will  wifh  his  fif- 
ter's  place  ;  or  elfe  his  father  ne'er  got  him.  Though  I 
fay  it  that  fhou'd  not  fay  it,  yet  I  do  fay  it  •  .  'tis  a 
notable  fellow  - 

Arbel.  I  am  fallen  into  ftrange  hands,  if  they  prove  as 
bufy  as  her  tongue  --  \_djidc* 

Mrs.  D.  And  now  you  talk  of  this  fame  Abel,  I  tell 
you  but  one  thing  :  I  wonder  that  neither  he  nor  my  huf- 
band's  honour's  chief  clerk,  Obadiah,  is  not  here  ready 
to  attend  me.  I  dare  warrant  my  fon  Abel  as  been  here 
two  hours  before  us  ;  'Tis  the  verieft  Princox  ;  he  will 
ever  be  galloping,  and  yet  he  is  not  full  one  and  twenty, 
tor  nil  his  appearances.  He  never  ftole  this  trick  of  gal 
loping;  his  father  was  juft  fuch  another  before  him,  and 
wou'd  gallop  with  the  beft  of  'em  :  he  and  Mrs.  Bufie's 
hu(band,  were  counted  the  beft  horfemen  in  Reading,  ay, 
and  Berkshire  to  boot.  I  have  lode  formerly  behind  Mr. 
Bufie,  but  in  truth  I  cannot  now  endure  to  travel  but  in  a 
coach  ;  my  own  is  at  prefentindiforder,  and  fb  I  was  fain 
to  ihift  in  this  ;  but  I  warrant  you,  if  his  honour,  Mr. 
Day,  chairman  of  the  honourable  committee  of  fcqueftra- 
tious,  fhou'd  know  that  his  wife  rode  in  a  ftage-coach,  he 
wuu'd  make  the  houfe  too  hot  for  fome.  -  Why  how 
is'  t  with  you,  Sir?  What  weary  of  your  journey  ? 

[To  the  Colonel. 

J^lunt,  Her  tongue  will  never  tire.  [AJide]  —  So  many, 
Miftrefs,  riding  in  the  coach,  has  a  little  diftemjser'd  me 
with  heat. 

Mrs.  D.  So  many,  Sir  !  Why  there  were  but  fix— 
What  wou'd  you  fay  if  1  Ihould  tell  you,  that  I  was  one 
of  the  eleven  that  travell'd  at  one  time  in  one  coach  ? 

Blunt.  O,  the  devil  !  I  have  given  her  a  new  theme— 


Mrs.  D.  Why,  I'll  tell  you—  Can  you  guefs  how  'twas  ? 

Bbutt* 
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Blunt.  Not  I,  truly.  But 'tis  no  matter,  I  do  believe 
it. 

Mrs.  D.  Look  you,  thus  it  was ;  there  was,  in  the 
firft  place,  rrryfelf,  and  my  hufband  I  ihou'd  have  faid 
firit,  but  his  honour  wou'd  have  pardon'd  me,  if  he  had 
heard  me  :  Mr.  Bufie  that  I  told  you  of,  and  his  wife; 
the  mayor  of  Reading  and  his  wife  ;  and  this  Ruth  that 

you  fee  there,  in  one  of  our  laps But  now,  where  do 

you  think  the  reft  were? 

Blunt.  A  top  o'th'  coach,  fure. 

Mrs.  D.  Nay,  I  dirrfr,'  fwear  you  wou'd  never  guefs— - 
why — wou'd  you  think  it ;  I  had  two  growing  in  my  bel 
ly,  Mrs.  Bufie  one  in  hers,  and  Mrs.  Mayorefs  of  Read 
ing  a  chopping  boy,  as  it  proved' afterwards,  in  hers,  as 
like  the  father  as  if  it  had  been  fpit  outof  his  mouth  j  and 
tf  he  had  come  out  of  his  mouth,  he  had  come  out  of  as 
honefta  man's  mouth  as  any  in  forty  miles  of  the  head  of 
him  :  for,  wou'd  you  think  it?  at  the  very  fame  time 
when  this  fame  Ruth  was  fick,  it  being  the  firft  time  the 
girl  was  ever  coach'd,  the  good  man,  Mr.  Mayor,  I, 
mean,  that  I  fpoke  of,  heW  his  hat  for  the  girl  to  eafe  her 
ilomach  in.  • 

Enter  Abel,  and  Obadiah. 

—Oh,  are  you  come?  Long  look'd  for  come  at  lair. 
*•  What — you  have  a  flow  fet  pace,  as  well  as  your  haily 
*-  fcribble,  fometimes.'  Did  you  not  think  it  fit,  that  I 
fhou'd  have  found  attendance  ready  for  me  when  I  alight 
ed  ? 

O&a.  I  afk  your  honour's  pardon ;  for  I  do  profefs  unto 
your  ladymip,  I  had  attended  fooner,  but  that  his  young 
honour,  Mr.  Abel,  demurr'd  me  by  his  delays. 

Mrs.  D.  Well,  fon  Abel,  you  muft  be  obey'd,  and  I 
partly,  if  not  quite,  guefs  your  buiinefs ;  providing  for 
the  entertainment  of  one  I  have  in  my  eye.  Read  her 
and  take  her  :  Ah,  is-'t  not  fo  ? 

AM.  I  have  not  been  deficient  in  my  care,  fbrfooth. 

Mrs.  D.  Will  you  never  leave  your  forfooths  ?  Art 
thou  not  afham'd  to  let  the  clerk  carry  himfelf  better,  and 
fhew  more  breeding,  than  his  mailer's  fon. 

Abel.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  have  fome  bufinefs 
for  your  more  private  ear. 

Mrs.  D.  Very  well. 

Ruth. 
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Ruth.  What  a  lamentable  condition  has  that  gentleman 
been  in!  faith  I  pity  him. 

Ariel.  Are  you  fo  apt  to  pity  men  ? 

Ruth.  Yes,  men  that  are  humourfome,  as  I  would 
children  that  are  froward  ;  I  wou'd  not  make  them  cry  on 
purpofe. 

Ariel.  Well,  I  like  his  humour,  I  dare  fwear  he'splain^ 
and  honeft. 

Ruth.  Plain  enough  of  all  confcience  ;  faith  I'll  fpeak 
to  him. 

Arid..  Nay,  pr'ythee  don't ;  he'll  think  thee  rude. 

Ruth.  Why  then  I'll  think  him  an  afs. — How  is't  after 
your  journey,  Sir  ? 

Blunt.  Why,  L  am  worfe  after  it. 

Ruth.  Do  you  love  riding  in  a  coach,  Sir  ? 

Blunt.  No,  forfooth,  nor  talking  after  riding  in  a 
coach. 

Ruth.  I  fhou'd  be  loth  to  interrupt  your  meditations, 
Sir  :  we  may  have  the  fruits  hereaften 

Blunt.  If  you  have,  they  fhall  break  loofe  fpite  of  my. 
teeth. — This  fpawn  is  as  bad  as  the  great  pike. 

Ariel.  Pr'ythee,  peace  ! Sir,  we  wifh  you  all  hap— 

jfmefs. 

Blunt.  And  quiet,  good  iweet  ladies Hike  her  well 

enough. Now  wou'd  not  I  have  her  fay  any  more, 

for  fear  fhe  fhould  jeer  too,  and  fpoil  my  good  opinion.. 
If,  'twere  poffible,  I  woa'd  think  well  or  one  woman.. 

Mrs.D.  Come,  Mrs.  Arbella,  'tis  as  I  told  you,  Abel 
has  done  it ;  fay  no  more.  Take  her  by  the  hand,.  Abel.. 
I  profefs,  fhe  may  venture  to  take  thee  for  better  for 
worfe.  Come,  Mrs.  the  honourable  committee  will  fit 
fuddenly.  Come,  let's  along.  Earewel,  Sin 

[Ex.  alllut  Blunt. 

Blunt.  How!  the  committee  ready  to  fit !  Plague  on 
their  honours  ;  for  fo  my  honour'd  lady,  that  was  one  of 
the  eleven,  was  pleas'd  to  call  'em.  I  had  like  to  have 
come  a  day  after  the  fair.  'Tis  pretty,  that  fuch  as  I  have 
been  muft  comppund  for  their  having  been  raicals.  Well, 
I  mult  go  leek  a  lodging,  and  a  folicitor  :  I'll  find  the 
arranreft  r  >'  ;e  I  can,  too  :  .for  according  to  the  old  fay 
ing,  fet  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief. 
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Entrr  Col.  Carelefs,  and  Lieutenant. 
Car.  Dear  Blunt,  well  met ;  when  came  you,   man  ?" 
Blunt.  Dear  Carelefs,  I  did  not  think  to  have  met  thee 

To  fuddenly.     Lieutenant,   your  fervant.     I  am  landed 

juft  now,  man. 

Car.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  thou  had'ft  been  at  fea 
Blunt.  It's  pretty  well  guefs'd  ;  I  have  been  in  a  floral* 

*  Car.  What  bufinefs  brought  thee  ? 

*  Blunt.  May  be  the  fame  with  yours  ^  I  am  come  to- 
compound  with  their  honours. 

*  Car.  That's  my  bufinefs   too.     Why,  the  commit 
tee  fits  fuddenly. 

*  Blunt.  Yes,  I  know  it ;  I  heard  fo  in  the  ftotm  I 
told  thee  of.' 

Car.  Whatftorm,  man? 

Blunt.  Why,  a  tempeft,  as  high  as  ever  blew  from 
woman's  breath.  I  have  rede  in  a  ftage-coach,  wedged  in 
with  half  a  dozen  ;  one  of  them  was  a  committee-man's 
wife  ;  his  name  is  Day  ;  and  (he  accordingly  will  be  call'd, 
your  honour,  and  your  ladyfhip ;  *  with  a  tongue  that 

*  wags  as  much  fafter  than  all  other  women's,  as  in  the 

•  fevcral  motions  of  a  watch,,  the   hand  of  the  minute 
'  moves  fafler  than  that  of  the  hour.'     There  was  her 
daughter,  too;  but  a  baflard,  without  queflion :  for  {he  had 
no  refembhince  to  the  reft  of  the  notch'd  rafcals,  and  very 
pretty,  and  had  wit  enough  to  jeer  a  man  in  profperity  to. 

death.- There  was  another  gentlewoman,  and  flie  was. 

handfome  ;  nay,  very  handfrme  :  but  1  kept  her  from  be 
ing  as  bad  as  the  reft. 

Car.  Pr'ythee,  how,  man  ? 

Blunt.  Why,,  (he  began  with  two  or  three  good  words,, 
and  1  defired  her  flie  would  be  quiet  while  (he  was  well. 

Car.  Thou  wert  not  fo  mad  ? 

Blunt.  I  had  been  mad  if  1  had  not — But  when  we  came 
to  our  journey's  end,  there  met  us  two  fuch  formal  and 
ftately  rafcals,  that  yet  pretended  religion  and  open  rebel 
lion  ever  painted  :  they  were  the  hopes  and  guide  of  the 
honourable  family,  viz.  The  eldeft  fon,  and  the  chiefeft 
clerk,  rogues — and  hereby  hangs  a  tale. This  gentle 
woman.  I  told  thee  I  kept  civil,  by  defiring  her  tofayna- 
thing,  is  a  rich  heirefs  of  one  that  died  in  the  king's  fer- 
vi<e>  and  left,  his  eftate  under  fequeftration..  This  young 

chick- 
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chicken  has  this  kite  fnatch'd  up,  and  defigns  her  for  thrti 
k  er  eldeft  rafcal. 

Car.  What  a  dull  fellow  wert  thou,  not  to  make  love* 
aud  refcue  her. 

BLnt.  I'll  wooe  no  woman. 

Car.  Wou'd'ft  thou  have  them  court  thee  ?  A  Soldier; 

and  not  love  a  liege  !  How  now,  who  art  thou  ? 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  A  poor  Irifhman,  Heav*n  fave  me,  and  fave  all 
your  three  faces ;  give  me  a  thirteen. 

Car.  I  fee  thou  would'ft  not  lofe  any  thing  for  want  of 
afking. 

Tea.  I  can't  afford  it. 

Car.  Here,  I  am  pretty  near;,  there's  fix-pence  for  thy 
confidence. 

Tea.  By  my  troth  it  is  too  little  ;  give  me  another  fix- 
pence-halfpenny,  aud  -I'll  drink  your  healths. 

Car.  How  long  haft  thou  been  in  England  ? 

Tea.  Ever  fince  I  came  here,  and  longer  too,  faitru 

Car.  What  haft  thou  done  fince  thou  cam'ftinto  Eng 
land  ? 

Tea.  Serv'd  Heaven,  and  St.  Patrickr  and  my  gooi 
fiveet  king,  and  my  good  fweet  matter ;  yes,  indeed. 

Car.  And  what  doft  thou  do  now  ? 

Tea.  Cry  for  them  every  day,  upon  my  foul. 

Car.  Why,  vvhere's  thy  mafter? 

Tea.  He's  dead,  maftero,  and  left  poor  Teague.  Up 
on  my  foul  he  never  ferv'd  poor  Teague  fo  before  in  all 
his  life. 

Car.  Who  was  thy  mafter,  ? 

Tea.  E'en  the  good  Colonel  Danger. 

Car..  He  was  my  dear  and  noble  friend. 

Tea.  Yes,  that  he  was,  and  poor  Teague's  too, 

Car.  What  doft  thou  mean  to  do.? 

Tea.  I  will  get  a  good  mafter,  if  any  good  mafter 
wou'd  get  me  ;  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  elfe,  by  my  foul ;; 
for  I  went  to  one  Lilly's  ;  he  lives  at  that  houfe,  at  the 
cud  of  an  other  houfe,  by  the  may-pole  houfe,  and  tells 
every  body  by  one  ftar,  and  t'other  ftar,  what  good  look 
they  flull  have,  but  he  cou'd  not  tell  nothing  for  poor 
Teague. 

Car.  Why,  man  ?. 
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Tea.  Why,  'tis  done  by  the  ftars  and  the  planters; 
ind  he  told  me  there  was  no  ftars  for  Irifhmen.  I  told 
lim  there  was  as  many  ftars  in  Ireland  as  in  England, 
md  more  too;  and  if  a  good  mafter  cannot  get  me,  I  will 
•un  into  Ireland,  and  fee  if  the  ftars  be  not  there  ftill  ; 
ind  if  they  be,  I  wiJl  come  back,  and  beat  his  pate,  if  he 
Vill  not  then  tell  me  fome  good  look,  and  fome  ftars. 

Car.  Poor  fellow  !  I  pity  him  ;  I  fancy  he's  limply  ho- 
left Haft  thou  any  trade? 

Tea.  Bo,  bub  bub  bo  !  a  trade,  a  trade  !  an  Irifhman 
vith  a  trade  !  an  Irifhman  fcorns  a  trade  ;  his  blood  is  too 
hick  for  a  trade.  I  will  run  for  thee  forty  miles  j  but 

fcorn  to  have  a  trade. 

Bl.  Alas,  poor  fimple  fellow  ! 

Car.  I  pity  him  ;  nor  can  I  endure  to  fee  any  man  mi- 
:rable  that  can  weep  for  my  prince  and  friend.  Well, 
"eague,  what  fay  ft  thou,  if  I  will  take  thee  ? 

Tea.  Why,  I  fay  you  cou'd  not  do  a  better  thing. 

Car.  Thy  mafter  was  my  dear  friend  ;  wert  thou  with 
im  when  he  was  kill'd  ? 

Tea.  Yes,  upon  my  foul,  that  I  was ;  and  I  did  howl 
ver  him,  and  I  afk'd  over  him  why  he  died,  but  the  de- 
il  burn  the  word  he  faid  to  me  ;  and  i'faith  I  ftaid  killing 
is  fweet  face,  'till  the  rogues  came  upon  me,  and  took  all 
way  from  me,  and  left  me  nothing  but  this  mantle  j  I 
ave  never  any  victuals,  neither,  but  a  little  fnuff. 

Car.  Come,  thou  (halt  live  with  me ;  love  me  as  thou 
dft  thy  mafter. 

Tea.  That  I  will,  if  you  will  be  good  to  poor  Teague. 

Car.  Now,  to  our  bufinefs  ;  for  1  came  but  laft  night 
yfelf ;  and  the  lieutenant  and  I  were  juft  going  to  feek 
[oHcitor. 

Blunt.  One  may  ierve  us  all ;  what  fay  you,  lieutenant, 
n  you  furnifh  us  ? 

Lieu.  Yes,  I  think  I  can  help  you  to  plough  with  a 
eifer  of  their  own. 

Car.  Now  I  think  on't,  Blunt,  why  didft  not  thou  be- 
n  with  the  committee-man's  cow  ? 
Blunt.  Plague  on  her,  fhe  lowbell'd  me  fo,  that  I 
ought  of  nothing,  but  flood  fhrinking  like  a  dar'd  lark. 
Lieu.  But,  hark  you,  gentlemen,  there's  an  illuftrating 
fe  to  be  fwailow'd  firft  j  there's  a  covenant  to  be  taken. 

Tea. 
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Tea.  Well,  what  is  that  covenant  ?  By  my  foul  I  will  | 
take  it  for  my  new  matter. 

Car.  Thank  thee,  Teague — A  covenant,  fay'ft  thou  ?  i 

Tea.  Well,  where  is  that  covenant  ? 

Car.  We'll  not  fwear,  lieutenant. 

Lieu.  You  muft  have  no  land,  then 

Blunt.  Then,  farewel  acres,  and  may  the  dirt  choak  'enr. 

Car.  'Tis  but  being  reduc'd  to  Teague's  equipage  ; 
^twas  a  lucky  thing  to  have  a  fellow  that  can  teach  one 
this  cheap  diet  of  fnuff. 

Tea.  Oh,  you  fhall  have  your  belly  full  of  it. 

Lieu.  Come,  gentlemen,  we  muft  lofe  no  more  time  ; 
I'll  carry  you  to  my  poor  houfe,  where  you  fliall  lodge : 
for,  know,  I  am  married  to  a  moftilluftrious  perfon,  that 
had  a  kindnefs  for  me. 

Car.  Pry'thee,  how  didft  thsu  light  upon  thisgocd 
fortune  ? 

Lieu.  Why,  you  fee  there  are  ftars  in  England,  tho* 
none  in  Ireland.  Come,  gentlemen,  time  calls  us;  you 
fhall  have  my  ftory  hereafrer.  [Ex.  Blunt  and  Lieutenant. 

Car.  Come,  Teague ;  however,  I  have  a  fuit  of  cloaths 
for  thee  ;  thou  (halt  lay  by  thy  blanket  for  fome  time. 
It  may  be,  thee  and  I  may  be  reduced  together  to  thy 
country  fafhion. 

Tea.  Upon  my  foul,  joy,  I  will  carry  thee  to  my  little 
eftate  in  Ireland. 

Car.  Haft  thou  got  an  eftate  ? 

Tea.  By  my  foul,  and  I  have  ;  but  the  land  is  of  fuch 
a  nature,  that  if  you  had  it  for  nothing,  you  wou'd  fcarce 
make  your  money  of  it. 

Car.  Why,  there's  the  worft  on't ;  the  beft  will  help  it- 
felf.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  and  Mrs,  Day. 

Mr.  Day.  Welcome,  fweet  duck ;  I  profefs  thou  haft 
brought  home  good  company,  indeed  ;  money  and  mo 
ney's  worth :  if  \ve  can  but  now  make  fure  of  this  heirefs, 
Mrs.  Arbella,  for  our  fon  Abel. 

Mrs.  Day.  If  we  can  !  you  are  ever  at  your  ifs ;  you're 
afraid  of  your  own  fhadow  ;  I  can  tell  you  one  //  more, 
that  is,  if  I  did  not  bear  you  up,  your  heart  wou'd  be 
down  in  your  breeches  at  every  turn.  Well,  if  I  were 
gone — there's  another  //"for  you. 

Mr.  Day.  I  profefs  thou  fayeft  true ;  I  mould  not  know 

what 
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what  to  do,  indeed.  I  am  beholden  to  thy  good  coun- 
ft-1  for  many  a  good  thing  ;  I  had  ne'er  got  Ruth,  nor  her 
eftate,  into  my  fingers  elfe. 

Mrs.  Day.  Nay,  in  that  bufinefs,  too,  you  were  at  your 
ifs.  Now,  you  fee  flie  goes  currently  for  our  own  daugh 
ter;  and  this  Arbella  (hall  be  our  daughter  too,  or  ihe 
ihall  have  no  eftate. 

Mr.  Day*  If  we  cou'd  but  do  that,  wife  ! 

Mrs.  Day.  Yet  again  at  your  ifs 

Mr.  Day.  I  have  done,  I  have  done  ;  to  your  counfel, 
good  duck  ;  you  know  I  depend  upon  that. 

Mrs.  Day.  You  may,  well  enough  ;  you  find  the  fweet 
on't;  and,  to  fay  truth,  'tis  known  too  well,  that  you 
rely  upon  it.  In  truth  they  are  ready  to  call  me  the: 
committee-man  ;  they  well  perceive  the  weight  that  lies 
upon  me,  huiband. 

Mrs.  Day.  Nay,  good  duck,  no  chiding  now,  but  to 
your  couniel. 

Mrs.  Day.  In  the  firft  place,  (obferve  how  I  lay  a  de- 
fign  in  politicks)  d'ye  mark  ?  counterfeit  me  a  letter  from 
the  king,  where  he  (hall  offer  you  great  nutters,  to  ferve 
him  and  hisintereft  under-hand.  Very  good  ;  and  in  it 
let  him  remember  his  kind  love  and  fervice  to  nne.  This 
will  make  them  look  about  'em,  and  think  you  fomebody. 
Then  promife  them,  if  they'll  be  true  friends  to  you,  to 
live  and  d-.e  with  them,  and  refufe  all  great  offers ;  then, 
\vhilft  'tis  warm,  get  the  campofition  of  Arbella 's  eftate 
into  your  own  power,  upon  your  defign.  of  marrying  her 
to  Abel. 

Mr.  Day.  Excellent. 

Mrs.  Day.  Mark  the  luck  on't  too,  their  names  found 
alike  ;  Abel  and  Arbella,  they  are  the  fame  to  a  trifle,,  it 
ieemeth  a  providence. 

Mr.  Day.  Thou  obferve  ft  right,  duck  ;  thou  canft  fee  as 
far  into  a  mill-ftone  as  another. 

Mrs.  Day.  Fi(h !  do  not  interrupt  me. 

Mrs.  Day.  I  do  not,  good  duck,  I  do  not. 

Mrs.  Day.  You  do  not,  and  yet  you  do  ;  you  put. me  off 
from  the  concatenation  of  my  difcourfe.  Then,  as  I  was 
faying,  you  may  intimate  to  your  honourable  fellows, 
that  one  good  turn  deferves  another.  That  language  is 
widerftood  amongft  you,  I  take  it,.  U^  ? 

B  Mr. 
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Mr.  Day.  Yes,  ye;,  we  ufe  thofe  items  often. 
Mrs.  Day.  Well,  interrupt  me  not. 
Mr.  Day.  I  do  not,  good  wife. 

Mrs.  Day.  You  do  not,  and  yet  you  do.  By  this 
means  get  her  compofuion  put  wholly  into  your  hands  ; 
and  then,  no  Abel,  no  land — But,  in  the  meantime,  I 
would  have  Abel  do  his  part,  too. 

Mr.  Day,  Ay,  ay,  there's  a  want ;  I  found  it. 
Mrs.  Day.  Yes,  when  I  told  you  fo  before. 
Mr.  Dav.  Why,  that's  true,  duck,  he  is  too  backward  ; 
if  I  were  in  his  place,  and  as  young  as  I  have  been. 

Mrs.  Day.  Oh,  you'd  do  wonders !  But,  now  I  think 
on't,  there  may  be  tome  ufe  made  of  Ruth  ;  'tis  a  nota 
ble  witty  harlotry. 

Mrs.  Day.  Aye,  and  fo  fhe  is,  duck ;  I  always  thought 
fo. 
Mr.  Day.  You  thought  fo,   when  J  told  you  I  had 

thought  on't  firft. Let  me  fee It  (hall  be  fo  ;  we'll 

Jet  her  to  inftruct  Abel,  in  the  firil  place;  and  then  to  in 
cline  Arbella  ;  they  are  hand  and  glove ;  and  women  can 
do  much  with  one  another. 

Mr.  Day.  Thou  haft  hit  upon  my  own  thoughts. 
Mrs.  Day.  Pray,  call  her  in  ;  you  thought  of  that, 
tO3,  did  you  not  ? 
Mr.  Day.  I  will,  duck.     Ruth  !  why,  Ruth  ! 

Enter  Rufh. 

Ruth.  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 
Mr.  Day.  Nay,  'tis  my  wife's  defire,  that— — 
Mrs.  Day.  Well,  if  it  be  your  wife's,  {he  can  bed  tell! 
it  herfelf,  I  fuppofe.     Dy'e  hear,  Ruth  ;  you  may  do  a 
bufinefs  that  may  not  be  the  worfe  for  you.    You  know! 
I  ufe  but  few  words. 

Ruth.  What  does  (lie  call  a  few  ?  [-^^f\ 

Mrs.  Day.  Look  you,  now,  as  I  faid,  to  be  ftiort,  and; 
to  the  matter  ;  my  hufband  and  I  do  defign  this  Mrs. 
Arbella  for  our  fon  Abel,  and  the  young  fellow  is  not 
forward  enough.  You  eonc€ive  ?  Pry'thee  give  him  a 
little  inftruct'ions  how  to  demean  himfelf,  and  in  what 
manner  to  fpeak,  which  we  call  addrefs,  to  her ;  '  for 
'  women  beft  know  what  will  pleafe  women. '  Then 
work  on  Arbella,  on  the  other  fide ;  work,  I  fay,  my 
good  girl  ;  no  more,  but  fo.  You  know  my  cuftom  is 

tc 
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to  itfe  but  few  words.  Much  may  be  faid  in  a  little  ;  you 
flian't  repent  it ; 

Mr.  Day,  And  I  fay  fomething  too,  Ruth, 

Mrs.  Day.  What. need  you  ?  Don't  you  fee  it  all  fa:.d 
already  to  your  hand  j  what  fay  eft  thou,  girl  ? 

Ruth.  I  fliall  do  my  belt — I  would  not  lofe  the  fport 
for  more  than  I'll  fpeak  of.  [AJiifc. 

Mrs.  Day.  Go,  call  Abel,  good  girl.  [Exit  Ruth.] 
By  bringing  this  to  pals,  hulhand,  we  (hall  fecure  our- 
feives,  if  the  king  fhould  come  ;  you'll  be  hanged  elfe. 

Mr.  Day.  Oh,  good  wiie,  let's  fecure  ourfcivei  by- 
nil  means  There's  a  wile  faying  :  Tis  good  to  have  ;* 
ihelter  againft  every  ftorm.  I  remember  that. 

Mrs.  Day.  You  may  well,  when  you  have  heard  me 
fay  it  fo  often. 

Enter  Ruth  ivith  Abel. 

Mr.  Day.  O,  fon  Abel,  d'ye  hear 

Mis.  Day.  Pray,  hold  your  peace,  and  give  every  bocfer 
leave  to  tell  their  own  tale — D'ye  hear,  fon  Abel,  I 
have  formerly  told  you  that  Arbella  would  be  a  good 
wife  for  you:  a  word's  enough  to  the  wife;  fome  en 
deavours  muft  be  ufed,  and  you  muft  not  be  deficient. 
I  have  fpoken  to  your  fifter  Ruth,  to  inftrucl  you  what 
to  fay,  and  how  to  carry  yourfelf;  obferve  her  direc 
tions,  as  you'll  anfwer  the  contrary  ;  be  confident,  and 
put  home.  Ha,  boy,  Ivadlt  thou  but  thy  mother's  pate. 
Well,  'tis  but  a  folly  to  talk  of  that  that  cannot  be  !  Be 
fure  you  follow  your  filler's  directions. 

Mr.  Day.  Be  fure,  boy. — well  faid,  duck,  I  fay. 

[Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Day. 

Ruth.  Now,  brother  Abel. 

Abel.  Now,  fifter  Ruth. 

Ruth.  Hitherto  he  obferves  me  punctually.  \AfiJe. "\ 
Have  you  a  month's  mind  to  this  gentlewoman.  Mrs. 
JVrbella  ? 

Abel.  I  have  not  known  her  a  week  yet. 

Ruth.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  good  brother  Abel.  Well, 
to  begin  then,  you  muft  alter  your  pofture,  '  and  by 

*  your  grave  and  high  demeanour,  make  yourfelf  appear 

*  a  hole  above  Obadiah ;  left  your  miftrefs  fhould  take 
'  you  for  fuch  another  fcribble-fcrabble  as  he  is  ;'  and 
always  hold  up  your  head,  as  if  it  were  bolller'd  up  with, 
high  matters ;  your  hands  join'd  flat  together,  projf£tin<T 

B  2  a  lit- 
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a  little  beyond  the  reft  of  your  body,  as  ready  to  fepa- 
rate  when  you  begin  to  open . 

AM,  Muft  I  go  apace,  or  foftly  ? 

Ruth.  O,  gravely,  by  all  means,  ns  if  you  were 
loaded  with  weighty  confiderations — fo — Very  well. 
Now,  to  apply  our  prefcription.  Suppofe,  now,  that 
I  were  your  mlftrefs,  Arbella,  and  met  you  by  accident 
— Keep  your  poilure — fo — and  when  you  come  juft  to 
me,  (tart  like  a  horfe  that  has  fpy'd  fomething  on  one 
iide  of  him,  and  give  a  little  gird  out  of  the  way,  decla 
ring  that  you  did.  not  fee  her  before,  by  reafon  of  your 
deep  contemplations.  Then  you  muft  fpeak.  ]Let*» 
hear. 

Abel.  Save  you,  miftrefs. 

Rutb.  O,  fie,  man  !  you  fhou'd  begin  thus  :  Pardon, 
Mittrefs,  my  profound  contemplations,  in  which  I  was 

fo  buried  that  I  did  not  fee  you  : and  then,  as  (he 

anfwcrs,  proceed,  J   know  what  (he'll  fay,  I  am  fo  ufed 
to  her. 

Abel.  This   will  do  well,  if  I  forget  it  not, 

Rutb.  Well,  try  once. 

Abel.  P.trdon,  Miilrefs,  my  profound  contemplations, 
in  which  I  was  fo  hid  that  you  could  not  fee  me. 

Rufb.  Better  fport  than  1  expected.  [A/Me~]  Very  well 
done,  you're  perfect.  Then  (he  will-anfwer,  Sir,  I  fup- 
pofe  you  are  fo  bufied  with  ftate  affairs,  that  it  may  well 
hinder  jou  from  taking  notice  of  any  thing  below 
them. 

Aid.  No,  forfooth,  I  have  fome  profound  contem 
plations,  but  no  flare-aftiiirs. 

Ruth.  O,  fie,  man!  you  muft  confefsthat  the  weighty 
affairs  of  tfate  lie  heavy  upon  you  ;  but  tis  a  burthen 
you  muft  bear  ;  and  then  flirug  your  (houlders. 

AM.  Mult  I  fay  fo  ?  J  am  afraid  my  mother  will 
be  angry,  for  flie  takes  all  the  ftate-matters  upon  her- 
felf.  ' 

Rutb,  Pifh  !  Did  (lie  not  charge  you  to  be  ruled  by 
me?  Why,  man,  Arbella  will  never  have  you,  if  (lie 
be  not  made  believe  you  can  do  great  matters  with  par 
liament-men  and  committee-men  ;  how  (hould  (he  hope 
ft.r  any  good  by  you  elfe  in  her  compofition  ? 

Al-cl.  I  apprehend  you  now  ?  I  {hall  obferve. 

Ruth. 
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Ruth.  'Tl$  well ;  at  this  time  I'll  fay  no  more  ;  put 

yourfelf  in  your  pofture fo Now  go  look  your 

miltrefs ;  I'll  warrant  you  the  town's  our  own. 

Abel.  I  go.  \Exlt  Abel. 

Ruth.  Now  I  have  fixed  him,  not  to  go  off  till  hedii- 
charges  on  his  miftrefs.     I  could  burft  with  laughing. 
Enter  Arbella. 

Ark.  What  doft  thou  laugh  at,  Ruth  ? 

Ruth.  Didft  thou  meet  my  brother  Abel  ? 

Arb.  No. 

Ruth.  If  thou  hadft  met  him  right,  he  had  played  at 
hard  head  with  thee. 

Arb.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Ruth.  Why,  I  have  been  teaching  him  to  wooe,  by 
command  of  my  fuperiors  ;  and  have  intruded  him  to 
hold  up  his  head  fo  high,  that  of  neceflity  he  muft  run 
againft  every  thing  that  comes  in  his  way. 

Arb.  Who  is  he  to  wooe  ? 

Ruth.  Even  thy  own  fweet  felf. 

Arb.  Out  upon  him  1 

Ruth.  Nay,  thou  wilt  be  rarely  courted ;  I'll  not 
fpoil  the  fport  by  telling  thee  any  thing  before-hand. 
They  have  fent  to  Lilly  ;  and  his  learning  being  built 
upon  knowing  what  mod  people  would  have  him  fay,  he 
has  told  them  fora  certain,  that  Abel  flialLhave  a  rich 
heirefs ;  and  that  muft  be  you.. 

Arb.  Muft  be  ? 

Ruth.  Yes,  committee-men  can  compel,  more  than 
flars. 

Arb.  I  fear  this  too  late,  You  are  their  daughter, 
Ruth. 

Ruth.  Ldeny  that. 

Arb.  How  ! 

Ruth.  Wonder  not  that  I  begin  thus  freely  with  you  ; 
Yis  to  invite  your  confidence  in  me. 

Arb.  You  amaze,  me. 

Ruth.  Pray,  do  not  wonder,  nor  fufpeft When  my 

father,  Sir  Bafrl  Thoroughgood,  died,  I  was  very  young 
*  not  above  two  years  old  :'  'tis  too  long  to  tell  you  how 
this  rafcal,  being  a  truftee,  catch'd  me  and  my  ertate, 
1  foing  the fo!e heirefs  unto  my  father,  into  his  gripes;' 
B  3.  and 
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and  now  for  fome  years  has  confirmed  his  unjuft  pqwer 
by  the  unlawful  power  of  the  times.  1  fear  they  have 
defigns  as  bad  as  this  on  you.  You  fee  I  have  no  re- 
ierve,  and  endeavour  to  be  thought  worthy  of  your 
friendship. 

Arb.  I  embrace  it  with  as  much  clearnefs.     Let  us 

love  and  affift,one  another. Would  they  marry  me 

to  this  their  firft-born  puppy  ? 

Ruth.  No  doubt,  or  keep  your  compofition  from  you. 
Arb.  'Tvvas  my  ill  fortune  to  fall  into  fuch  hands, 
fcolifhly  enticed  by  fair  words  and  large  promifes  of  affifU 
a  nee. 

Ruth.  Peace! 

Enter  Obadiah. 

ObaJ.  Mrs.  Ruth,  my  matter  is  demanding  your  com 
pany,  together,  and  not  fingly,  with  Mrs.  Arbella  ;  you 
will  find  them  in  the  parlour.  The  committee  being  rea 
dy  to  fir,  calls  upon  my  care  and  circumfpeclion  to  let  in 
order  the  weighty  matters  of  Hate,  for  their  wife  and 
honourable  infpedtion.  [Exit* 

Ruth.  We  come.  Come,  dear  Arbella,  never  be  per 
plexed  ;  chearful  fpirits  are  the  bell  bladders  to  fwim 
with  :  if  thou  art  fad,  the  weight  will  fink  thee.  Be  fe- 
cret,  and  flill  know  me  for  no  other  than  what  I  feem  to 
be,  their  daughter.  Another  time  thou  flialt  know  all 
particulars  of  my  flrange  flory. 

Arl).  Come,  wench,  they  cannot  bring  us  to  compound 
for  our  hnmours  ;  they  (hall  be  free  ftill.  [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  FJRST  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

Enter    Teague, 

TEAGUE. 

1 'Faith,  my  fweet  matter  has  fent  me  to  a  rafcal ;  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  go  back  and  tell  him  fo.     He. 
:ifked  me,  why  he  could  not  fend  one  that  cou'd  fpeak  En- 
glifh.     Upon  my  foul4   I  was  going  to  give  him  an  Irifh 

knock} 
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knock.     The  devil's  in  them  all,  they  will  not  talk  with 
me.     I  will  go  near  to  knock  this  man's  pate,   and  that 

man  Lilly's  pate  too that  I  will :  I  will  teach  them 

prate  to  me.  [Oae  cries ;  Books  w*V&*.]  How  now,  whac 

noifes  are  that  ? 

Enter  Bookfeller. 

Book.  New  books,  new  books !  A  defperate  plot  and 
engagement  of  the  bloody  cavaliers  !  Mr.  Saltmarfh's 
larum  to  the  nation,  after  having  been  three  days  dead  ; 
Mercurius  Britannicus,  &c. 

Tea.  How's  that  ?  They  cannot  live  in  Ireland  after 
they  are  dead  three  days ! 

Book.  Mercurius  Britannicus,  or  the  Weekly  Poft  ;  or 
The  Solemn  League  and  Covenant. 

Tea.  What  is  that  you  fay  ?  Is  it  the  covenant  you 
have  ? 

Rook.  Yes ;  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Tea .  Which  is  that  covenant  ? 

Book.  Why,  this  is  the  covenant. 

Tea.  Well,  I  muft  take  that  covenant. 

Book.  You  take  my  commodities  ? 

Tea.  I  muft  take  that  covenant,  upon  my  foul,  now. 

Book.  Stand  off,  Sir,  or  I'll  fet  you  further. 

Tea.  Well,  upon  my  foul  now,  I  will  take  that  cove 
nant  for  my  mailer. 

Book.  Your  mafter  muft  pay  me  for't  then  ? 

Tea.  I  muft  take  it  firft,  and  my  mafter  will  pay  you 
afterwards. 

Book.  You  muft  pay  me  now 

Tea.  Oh,  that  I  will — [Knocks  him  down."]  Now 
you r'e  paid,  you  thief  o*  the  world.  Here's  covenants 
enough  to  poifon  the  whole  nation.  [Exit. 

Book.  What  a  devil  ails  this  fellow  ?  [Crying.']  He  did 
not  come  to  rob  me  certainly,  for  he  has  not  taken  above 
two  pennyworth  of  lamentable  ware  away  !  But  I  feel 
the  rafcal's  fingers.  I  may  light  upon  my  wild  Irifhman 
again,  and  if  I  do,  I  will  fix  him  with  fome  catchpoles 
that  (hall  be  worfe  than  his  own  country  bogs.  [Exit. 
Enter  CoL  Careleis,  Col.  Blunt,  and  Lieut.  Story. 

Lieu.  And  what  fay  you,  noble  colonels  ?  How,  and 
how  d'ye  like  my  lady  ?  I  gave  her  the  title  of  Illuftri- 

ous, 
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ous,  from  thofe  illuftrious  commodities  which  flie  deals 
in,  hot  water  and  tobacco. 

Car.  Pr'ythee,  how  carrTft  thou  to  think  of  marrying  ? 

Lieu.  Why,  that  which  hinders  other  men  *  from 
*  thofe  venereal  conditions,'  prompted  me  to  matrimony., 
hunger  and  cold,  colonel* 

'  Car.  Which  you  deftroyed  with  a  fat  woman,  flrong 
'  water,  and  {linking  tobacco. 

*  Lieu.  No,  faith,   the  woman  conduced  but  little  > 
'  but  the  reft  cou'd  not  be  purchafed  without. 

*  Car.  She's  beholden  to  yovu 

4  Lieu.  For  all  your  mocking,  ftie  had  been  ruined,  if 
f  it  had  not  been  for  me. 

'  Car.  Pr'ythee,  make  but  that  good. 

*  Lieu.  Witheafe,  Sir, Why,  look  you,  you  muft 

know  (he  was  always  a  moft  violent  cavalier,  and  of  a 
moil  ready  and  large  faith  ;.  abundance  of  rafcals  had 
found  her  foft  place,  and  perpetually  wou'd  bring  her 
news,  news  of  all  prices ;  they  would  tell  her  news 
from  half  a  crown,  to  a  gill  of  hot  water,  or  a  pipe  of 
the  worft  mundungus.     I  have  obferved  their  ufual 
rates ;    they  wou'd  borrow  half  a  crown  upon  a  ftory 
of  five  thoufand  men  up  in  the  north ;  a  fhilling  upon 
a  town's  revolting;  fix -pence  upon  a,  fmall  caftle,  and 
confume  hot  water  and  tobacco,  whilft  they  were  tel 
ling  news  of  arms  conveyed  into  feveral  parts,  and  am 
munition  hid  in  cellars  ;  that  at  laft,  if  I  had  not  mar 
ried,  and  blown  off  thefe  flies,  flie  had  been  abfolutely 
confumed, 

*  Car.  Well,  Lieutenant,  we  are  beholden  to  you  for  : 
4  thefe  hints ;  we  may  be  reduced  to  as  bad.'  See  where? 
Teague  comes.  Goodnefs,  how  he  (miles •  Why  ft* 
merry,  Teague? 

Enter  Teague,  fmiling* 
Tea.  I  have  done  a  thing  for  you  indeed.. 
Car.  What  haft  thou  done,  man  ? 
Tea.  Guefs. 
Car.  I  can't. 

Tea.  Why,  then,  guefs  again—}  have  taken  the  cove 
Bant. 
Car,  How  came  you  by  it  ? 

Tea 


THE    COMMITTEE.  21 

Tea.  Very  honeftly  ;  I  knocked  a  fellow  down  in  the 
ftreet,  and  took  it  from  him. 

Car.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fancy  ?  Why,  didft  thou 
rhink  this  was  the  way  to  take  the  covenant  ? 

Tea.  1  am  fure  it  is  the  fhorteft,  and  the  cheapeil  way 

0  take  it. 

Blunt.  I  am  pleafed  yet  with  the  poor  fellow's  miftaken 
cindnefs ;  I  dare  warrant  him  honeil,  to  the  bell  of  his 
.mderftanding. 

Car.  This  fellow,  I  prophefy,  will  bring  me  into  many 
roubles  by  his  miftakes  :  I  muft  fend  him  on  no  errand 
nit,  How  d'ye :  and  to  fuch  as  I  wou'd  have  no  anfwer 
Vom  again. Yet  his  fimple  honefty  prevails  with  me, 

1  cannot  part  with  him. 

Lieu,  Come,  gentlemen,  time  calls — How  now,  who's 
this  ? 

Enter  Obadiah,  and  four  perfons  more  ^  with  papers. 

Car.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  have  not  feen  a  picture  in  hang- 
ngs  walk  as  fail. 

Blunt.  'Siife,  man,  this  is  that  good  man  of  the  com 
mittee  family  that  I  told  thee  of,  the  very  clerk ;  how 
:he  rogue's  loaded  with  papers  ! — Thofe  are  the  wind- 
ng-(heets  to  many  a  poor  gentleman's  eilate.  'Twere  a 
good  deed  to  burn  them  all. 

Car.  Why,  thou  art  not  mad  ? — Well  met,  Sir;  pray 
io  not  you  belong  to  the  committee  of  fequeftrations  ? 

Obad.  I  do  belong  to  that  honourable  committee,  who 
are  now  ready  to  fit  for  the  bringing  on  the  work. 

Blunt,  Oh,  plague!  what  work,  raf 

Car.  Pr'ythee  be  quiet,  man — Are  they  to  fit  pre- 
ently  ? 

Obad.  As  fooa  as  I  can  get  ready,  my  prefence  being 
material.  [Exit. . 

Car.  What,  wert  thou  mad  ?  Wouldft  thou  have 
Deaten  the  clerk,  when  thou  wert  going  to  compound 
the  rafcals  his  matters  ? 

Blunt.  The  light  of  any  of  the  villains  ftirs  me. 

Lien.  Come,  colonels,  there's  no  trifling,  let's  make 
tafte,  and  prepare  your  bufiuefs  ;  let's  not  lofe  this  fit- 
ing.  Come  along,  Teague.  [Exeunt* 

Enter 
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Enlcr  Arbellarf/  one  Door,  Abel  at  another,  as  if  be  f aw 

her  not,  and  Ji 'arts  when  be  comes  to  her t  as  Ruth  bad 

taught  him. 

Arb.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  ?  I'll  try  to  deal  by 
him. 

Abel.  Pardon,  Miftrefs,  my  profound  contemplations, 
in  which  I  was  fo  hid  that  you  could  not  fee  me. 

Arb.  This  is  a  fet  form they  allow  it  in  every 

thing,  but  their  prayers.  [Afulc, 

Aid.  Now  you  fhould  fpeak,  forfoorh. 

*  Arb~  Ruth,  I  have  found  you  ;  but  I'll  fpoil  the  dia- 
'  logue.'  [A/tile.] What  fliould  I  fay,  Sir  ? 

Abel*  \Vhatyoupleafe,  forfooth. 

Arb.  Why,  truly,  Sir,  'tis  as  you  fay  ;  I  did  not  fee; 
ym. 

Enter  Ruth,  as  overbearing  lbcni%  and  pecki. 

Rutb.  This  is  lucky. 

Abel.  No,  forfooth,  'tis  I  that  was  not  to  fee  you. 

Arb.  Why,  Sir,  wou'd  your  mother  be  angry  if  yo» 
ffxou'd  > 

Abel.  No,  BO,  quite  contrary— —I'll  tell  you  that 
prefently  j  but  firft  I  muft  iay,  that  the  weighty  affairs 
lie  heavy  upon  my  neck  and  fhoulders-.  [Shrugs* 

Arb.  Wou'd  he  were  tied  neck  and  heels. This 

is  a  notable  wench  ;  look  where  the  rafcal  peeps  too ;  if 
1  fhou'd  beckon  to  her  Ihe'd  take  no^ notice ;  flie  is  refolved 
not  to  relieve  me.  [Aftde. 

Abel.  Something  I  can  do,  and  that  with  fomebody  j 
that  is,  with  thofe  that  are  fomebodies. 

Arb.  Whift,  whift,   [Beckons  to   Ruth,  and Jbe  Jbah* 
Iyer  bead.]    IVythee,  have  fome  pity.    Oh,  unmercifu 
girl! 

Abel.  I  know  parliament-men,    and  fequeftrators ; 
know  committee-men,  and  committee-men  know  me. 

Arb.  You  have  great  acquaintance,  Sir  ? 

Abel.  Yes,  they  alk  my  opinion  fometimes— — 

Arb.  What  weather 'twill  be.  Have  you  any  fkil],  Sir? 

Abel.  When  the  weather  is  not  good,  we  hold  a  faft 

Arb.  And  then  it  alters  ? 

Abel.  Afluredly. 

Arb.  In  good  time No  mercy,  wench? 

Abd.  Our  profoucd  contemplations  are  caufed  by  the 

cou- 
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<confternation  of  our  fpirits  for  the  nation's  good ;  we  are 
in  labour. 

Arb.  And  I  want  a  deliverance. — Hark  ye,  Ruth, 
take  off  your  dog,  or  I'll  turn  bear  indeed. 

Rutb.  I  dare  not ;  my  mother  will  be  angry. 

Arb.  Oh,  hang  you  ! 

Abel.  You  (hall  perceive  that  I  have  fame  power,  if 
you  pleafe  to 

Arb.  Oh,  I  am  pleafed,  Sir,  that  you  fhou'd  h.ive 
power !  I  mult  look  out  my  hoods  and  fcarfs,  Sir ;  'tis 
xlmoft  time  to  go. 

Abel.  Jf  it  were  not  for  the  weighty  matters  of  ftate 
which  lie  upon  my  flioulders,  myfelf  wou'd  look  them. 

Arb.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Sir ;   'tis  below  your  great- 

iiefs Some  luck  yet ;  me  never  came  feafonably  be- 

ibre. 

Enter  Mrs.  Day. 

Mrs.  Day.  Why,  how  now,  Abel  ?  Got  fo  clofe  to 
Mrs.  Arbella  ;  fo  clofe  indeed  !  Nay,  then  I  fmell  fome- 
thing.  Well,  Mr.  Abel,  you  have  been  fo  us'd  to  fe- 
crecy  in  counfel  and  weighty  matters,  that  you  have  it  at 
your  fingers  ends.  Nay,  look  ye,  miitrefs,  look  ye,  look 
ye;  mark  Abel's  eyes  ;  ah,  there  he  looks.  Ruth,  thou 
art  a  good  girl ;  I  find  Abel  has  got  ground. 

Ruth.  I  forbore  to  come  in,  till  I  faw  your  honour  firft 
enter;  but  I  have  o'er-heard  all. 

Mrs*  Day.  And  how  has  Abel  behaved  himfelf,  wench, 
ha? 

Ruth.  Oh,  beyond  expeclat:on !    *  If  it  were  lawful, 

*  I'd  undertake  he'd  make  nothing  to  get  as  many  wo- 

*  men's  good-wills  as  he  fpeaks  to  ;'  he'll  not  need  much 
teaching ;  you  may  turn  him  loofe. 

Arb.  Oh,  this  plagtiy  wench! 

Mrs.  Day.  Say'lt  thou  fo,  girl  ?  It  Hull  be  fomething 
in  thy  way ;  a  new  gown,  or  fo  ;  it  may  be  a  better 
penny.  Well  faid,  Abel,  I  fay  ;  I  did  think  thou  wouldft 

come  out  with  a  piece  of  thy  mother's  at  laft; But 

I  had  forgot,  the  committee  are  near  upon  fitting.  Ha, 
Mrs.  you  are  crafty  ;  you  have  made  your  competition 
before-hand.  Ah,  this  Abel's  as  bad  as  a  whole  com 
mittee  :  take  that  item  from  me.  Come,  make  hafte, 
call  the  coach,  Abel.  Well  faid,  Abel,  I  fay. 

[ExcunL  Mn.  Day  and  Abel, 
•  Arb. 
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'  Arb.  We'll  fetch  our  things  and  follow  you.  Now, 
J  wench,  canft  thou  ever  hope  to  be  forgiven  ? 

*  Ruth.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

*  Arb.  The  matter  !  couldft  thou  be   fo  unmerciful, 
€  to  fee  me  praftifed  on,  and  pelted  at,  by  a  blunderbufs 
'  charged  with  nothing  but  proofs,  weighty  affairs,  fpi- 
'  rit,  profound  contemplation,  and  fuch  like  ? 

'  Ruth-  Why,  I  was  afraid  to  interrupt  you  ;  I  thought 
'  it  convenient  to  give  you  what  time  I  could,  to  make 
'  his  young  honour  your  friend. 

*  Arb.  I  am  beholden  to  you  :  I  may  cry  quittance. 

'  Ruth.  But  did  you  mark  Abel's  eyes  ?    Ah,  there 

*  were  looks  ! 

*  Arb.  Nay,  pr'ythee  give  off ;  my  hour's  approach- 

*  ing,  and  I  can't  be  heartily  merry  till  it  be  paft.  Come, 
'  let's  fetch  our  things  ;  her  Ladyfhip's  honour  will  ftay 
'  for  us. 

*  Rutb.  I'll  warrant  ye,  my  brother  Abel  is  not  in  or- 
'  der  yet ;  he's  brufliing  a   hat  almoft  a  quarter   of  an 

*  hour,  and  as  long  a   driving  the   lint  from   his  black 

*  clothes,  with  his  wet  thumb. 

*  Arb.  Come,  pr'ythee  hold  thy  peace,  I  lhall  laugh 

*  in's  face  elfe,  when  I  fee  him  come  along.     Now  for 

*  an  old  fhoe.'  {Exeunt \ 

A  Table  fct  out. 
Ybe  Committee,  rtWObadiah  ordering  booh  and  papers. 

Obad.  Shall  I  read  ycur  honours  lad  order,  and  give 
you  the  account  of  what  you  laft  debated  ? 

Mr. Day.  I  tuft  crave  your  favours,  to  communicate 
an  important  matter  to  this  honourable  board,  in  which 
I  fliall  difcover  unto  you  my  owu  fmcerity,  and  zeal  to 
the  good  caufe. 

j  Com.  Proceed,  Sir. 

Mr.  Day.  The  buiinefs  is  contained  in  this  letter  :  'tis 
from  no  lefs  a  man  than  the  king  ;  and  'tis  to  me,  as  fim- 
ple  as  I  fit  here.  Is  it  your  pledfures  that  our  clerk 
fhould  read  it. 

2  Com.  Yes,  pray  give  it  him. 

Obad.  [Reads.]     "  Mr.  Day,  we  have  received  good 
Of  your  great  worth  and  ability,  especially  in 
3  itate- 
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ftate-Tnatters  ;  and  therefore  thought  fit  to  offer  you  any 
preferment,  or  honour,  lhat  you  fhall  defire,  if  you  will 
become  my  intire  friend.  Pray  remember  my  love  and 
lervice  to  your  difcreet  wife,  and  acquaint  her  with  this  ; 
whofe  wifdora,  I  hear,  is  great.  So  recommending  this 
to  her  and  your  wife  con  fide  rat  ion,  I  remain, 

Your  friend,  C.  K." 

2  Com.  C.  K  ! 

Mr.  Day.  Ay,  that's  for  the  king. 

2  Com.  Ifufpeft.  [sffide,]  Who  brought  you  this  let 
ter  ? 

Mr.  Day.  Oh,  fie  upon't  !  my  wife  forgot  that  parti 
cular.  [4jt(/e.]  Why,  a  fellow  left  it  forme,  and  fhrunk 
away  when  he  had  done.  I  warrant  you,  he  was  afraid 
I  fhould  have  laid  hold  on  him.  You,  fee,  brethren, 
what  I  reject  ;  but  I  doubt  not  but  to  receive  my  rt- 
ward  ;  and  I  have  now  a  bufinefsto  offer,  which  in  fame 
raeafure  may  afford  you  an  occafion. 

2  Com.  This  letter  was  counterfeited  certainly. 

[Afa. 

Mr.  Day    But  firfl  be  pleafed  to  read  your  laft  order. 

2  Com.  What  does  he  mean  ?  That  concerns  me. 


Olctd.  The  order  is,  that  the  competition  arifing  out  of 
Mr.  Lafhley's  ellate  be  and  hereby  is  inverted  and  allowed 
to  the  honourable  Mr.  Nathaniel  Catch,  for  and  in  re- 
fpe&  of  his  fufferiags  and  good  fervice. 

Mr.  Day.  It  is  meet,  very  meet  ;  we  are  bound  in  du 
ty  to  flrengthen  ourfelves  againft  the  day  of  trouble, 
when  the  common  enemy  {hall  endeavour  to  raife  com 
motions  in  the  land,  and  diflurb  our  new-built  Zion. 

*  2  Com.  Then  I'll  fay  nothing,  but  clofe  with  him  ? 

*  we  muft  wink  at  one  another.     I  receive  your  fenfe  of 

*  my  fervices  whh  a  zealous  kindnefs.     Now,  Mr.  Day, 

*  I  pray  you  propofe  your  bufinefs.' 

Mr.  Day.  I  defire  this  honourable  board  to  underftand, 
that  my  wife  being  at  Reading,  and  to  come  up  in  the 
ftage-coach  ;  it  happened  that  one  Mrs.  Arbella,  a  rich 
heirefs  of  one  of  the  cavalier  party,  came  up  alfo  in  the 
fame  coach.  Her  father  being  newly  dead,  and  her 
eftate  before  being  under  fequeitration,  my  wife,  who  has 
C  a  uo- 
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a  notable  pate  of  her  own  (you  all  know  her)  prefently 
cart  about  to  get  her  for  my  fon  Abel  ;  and  accordingly 
invited  her  to  my  houfe  ;  wheie,  though  time  was  but 
fhort,  yet  my  fon  Abel  made  uie  of  it.  They  are  with 
out,  '  as  I  fuppofe  :  but  before  we  call  them  in,  I  pray 

*  ]et  us  handle  fuch  other  matters  as  are  before  us. 

4    i  Com.  Let  us  hear  then  what  eftates  befules   lie  be- 

*  fore  us,  that  we  may  fee  how  large  a  field  we  have  to 

*  walk  in. 

4  2  Com.  Read. 

*  Obad.  One  of  your  laft  debates  was   upon   the  plea 

*  of  an  infant,  whofe  eilate  is  under  fequeftraticn. 

*  Mr.  Day.  And  fit  to  be  kept  fo  till  he  comes  of  age, 

*  and  may  anfwer  for  himfelr;  that  he  may  not  be  in 

*  pofleffion  cf  the  land  till  he  can  promife  he  will  not 

*  turn  to  the  enemy. 

*  Obad.  Here  is  another  of  almoft  the  like  nature ; 

*  an   eftate  before  your  honours  under    fequeftration. 
«  The  plea  is,   that  the  party  died  without  any  offer  of 
'  taking  up  arms ;  but  in   his  opinion,  he   was  for  the 
'  king.     He  has  left  his  widow  with  child,  which  will  be 

*  the  heir  ;  and  his  truftees  complain  of  wrong,  and 

*  claim  theeftate. 

*  2  Com.  Well,  the  father,  in  his  opinion,  was  a  cava- 

*  lier  ? 

*  Obad.  So  it  is  given  in. 

*  2  Com.  Nay,  'twas  fo,  I  warrant  you  ;  and  there's  a 
young  cavalier  in  his  widow's  belly  ;   I  warrant  you  that 
too  ;  for  the  perverfe  generation  encreafeth.     I  move 
therefore,  that  their  two  eftates    may  remain  in  the 
hands  of  our  brethren  here,  and  fellow-labourers,  Mr, 
Jofeph  Blemifli,  and  Mr.  Jonathan   Headftrong,  Sira 
Mr.  Ezekiel  Scrape,  and  they  to  be  accountable  at  our 
pleafures;  whereby  they  may  have  a  godly  opportunity 
of  doing  good  for  themfelves. 

*  Mr.  Day.  Order  it,  order  it. 

'  3  Com.  Since  it  is  your  pleafures,  we  are  content  to 
'  take  the  burthen  upon  us,  and  be  ftewards  to  the  na- 

*  tion. 

*  2  Com.  Now  verily  it  feemeth  to  me  that  the  work 

*  goeth  forward,  when  brethren  hold  together  in  unity. 

a  •  Mv 
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'  Mr.  Day.  Well,  if  we  have  now  finifhed,  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you  my  wife  is  without,'  together  with 
he  gentlewoman  that  is  to  compound.     She  will  need* 
Jiave  a  finger  in  the  pie. 

3  Com.  I  profefs  we  are  to  blame  to   let  Mrs.  Day 
I1  wait  fo  long. 

Mr.  Day.  We  may  not  neglect  the  public  for  private 
sfpecls.     I  hope,  brethren,  that  y>u  will  pleafe  to  cail 
[the  favour  of  your  counts-nances  upon  Abel. 

}  Com.  You  wrong   us  to  doubt  it,  brother  Day. 
'all  in  the  compounders. 
Obad.  Call  in  the  compounders. 
Par.  Come  in,   the  compounders. 

"nter  Mrs.  Day,  Abel,  Arbella,  Ruth ;  and  ofttr  them 
the  Colonels,  and  Teague ;   they  give  the  door-keeper  fame- 
ing)  wbofcems  to  fcrape. 

Mr.  Day.  Come,  duck,  I  have  told  the  honourable 
committee  that  you  are  one  that  will  needs  endeavour  to 
do  good  for  this  gentlewoman. 

2  Com.  We  are  glad,  Mrs.  Day,  that  any  occafion 
brings  you  hither. 

Mrs.  Day.  I  thank  your  honours.  I  am  defirous  of 
doing  good,  which  I  know  is  always  acceptable  in  your 
eyes. 

Mr.  Day.  Come  on,  fon  Abel,  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 

Abel.  I  come  unto  your  honours,  full  of  profound 
contemplations  for  this  gentlewoman. 

Arbel.  'Slife,  he's  at's  leflbny  wench,    [dfide  ts  Ruth. 

Ruth.  Peace — Which  whelp  opens  next?  Oh,  the 
wolf  is  going  to  bark.  [AJjcte, 

Mrs.  Day.  May  it  pleafe  your  honours,  I  fliall  pre- 
fume  to  inform  you,  that  my  fon  Abel  has  fettled  his  af 
fections  on  this  gentlewoman,  and  defires  your  honours 
favour  to  be  (hewn  unto  him  in  her  competition. 

2  Com.  Say  you  fo,  Mrs  Day  ?•  Why  the  committee 
have  taken  it  into  their  ferious  and  pious  confideration  ; 
together  with  Mr.  Day's  good  fervice,  upon  tome  know 
ledge  that  is  not  fit  to  communicate. 

Mrs.  Day.  That  was  the  letter  I  invented  \_Aflde. 

2  Com.  And  the  compofition  of  this  gentlewoman   is 

configned  to  Mr.  Day  ;  that  is,  I  fupgofe,  to  Mr.  Abel, 

C  2  aad 
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rod  fo,  confequently,  to  the  gentlewoman.  You  may  be 
thankful,  miflrefs,  for  fuch  good  fortune;  your  eftate's 
di  charged ;  Mr.  Day  fliall  have  the  difcharge. 

Bl.  Oh,  damn  the  vultures !  \_<4fiJe. 

Car.  Peace,  irr.n.  [Apde. 

Arb.  I  am  willing  to  be  thankful  when  I  underftand 
the  benefit.  I  have  no  reafon  to  compound  for  what's 
my  own  ;  but  if  I  muftr  if  a  woman  can  be  a  delin- 
qiu  nt,  I  defire  to  know  my  public  cenfure,  not  to  be 
left  in  private  han^s. 

2  Com.  Be  contented,  gentlewoman  ;  the  committee 
dees  this  in  favour  of  you.  We  underftand  how  eafily 
you  can  iatisfy  Mr.  Abel;  you  may  if  you  pleafe  be 
Mrs.  Day. 

Rath.  And  then,  good  night  to  all.  [AJMe. 

Arl.  How,  gentlemen!  are  you  private  marriage-job 
ber*  r  D'ye  make  markets  for  one  another  ? 

2  Com.  Ho'.v's  this,  gentlewoman  ? 

]>L  A  brave  noble  creature  !  [AJiJc. 

Car.  Thou  art  fmitten,  Bluut ;  that  other  female  too, 
mothinV?,  fhcots  fire  this  way.  \.AP1' 

Tea.  Take  care  flic  don't  burn  your  wig. 

JJ/;.'-.  Day.  I  defire  your  honours  to  pardon  her  incef- 
f  uit  vvnvus ;  perhaps  flie  doth  not  imagine  the  good  that 
is  in. ended  her. 

2  (.cm.  Gentlewoman,  the  committee,  for  Mrs.  Day's 
take,  pa fie 3  by  your  exprcffons ;  'you  may  fpare  your 
*  pains,  you  have  the  committee's  refolution  ;'  you  may 
be  your  civn  enemy,  if  you  will. 

Arb.  My  own  enemy! 

Rutb.  Pr'ythee  peace,  'tis  to  no  purpofe  to  wrangle 
here  ;  \ve  muft  ufe  other  wajs.  [Afide. 

2  Com.  Come  on,  gentlemen  !  What's  your  cafe  r 

[To  the  Colonels. 

Rutb.  Arbella,  there's  the  downright  cavalier  that 
came  op  in  the  coach  with  us  -On  my  life  therevs  a 
fpr.ghtly  gentleman  with  him. 

\JVhile   ibey  fpeak)  the  Colonels  pull  the  papers  out, 
and  d:  liver  ""cm. 

Car.  Our  bufmefs  is  to  compound  for  our  eftates  ;  of 
which  here  are  the  particulars,  which  will  agree  with 
your  own  furvey. 

Tea. 
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Tea.  And   here's  the  particulars  of  Teague's  eftate, 
jrty  cows,  and  the  devil  a  bull  amongft  them. 


<W..The  particulars  are  right. 
r.  Da$. 


Mr.  Da$.  Well,  gentlemen,  the  rule  is  two  years  pur- 
l  chafe  ;  the  firil   payment  down,  the  other  at  fix  months 
end,  and  the  eftate  to  fecure  it. 

Car.  Can  you  afford  it  no  cheaper  ? 

2  Com.  'Tis  our  rule. 

Car.  Very  well  ;  'tis  but  felling  the  reft  to  pay  this, 
and  our  more  lawful  debts. 

2  Com.  But,  gentlemen,  before  you  are  admitted,. 
you  are  to  take  the  covenant.  You  have  not  taken  it 
yet,  have  you  ? 

Car.  No. 

•Tea.  Upon  my  flioul,  but  he  has  now  :  I  took  it  for 
him,  and  he  has  taken  it  from  me,  *  that  he  has. 

*  Ruth.  What  fport  are  we  now  like  to  have  ?•' 

2  Com.  What  fellow's  that  ? 

Car.  A  poor  funple  fellow,  that  ferves  me.  Peace, 
Teague. 

Tea.  Why,  did  not  I  knock  the  fellow  down  ? 

2  Com.  Well,  gentlemen,  it  remains,  whether  you'll 
take  the  covenant  ? 

Tea.  Why  he  has  taken  it. 

Car.  This  is  ftrange,  and  differs  from  your  own  prin 
ciple,  to  impofe  on  other  men's  confciences. 

Mr.  Day.  Pifh,  we  are  not  here  to  difpute  ;  we  aft. 
according  to  our  inftruclions,  and  we  cannot  admit  any 
to  compound  without  taking  it  ;  therefore  your  an- 
fwer. 

Tea.  Was  it  for  nothing  I  took  the  -- 

Car.  Hold  your  tongue.  No^  we  will  not  take  it. 
Much  good  may  it  do  them  that  have  fwallows  large 
enough  ;  'twill  work  one  day  in  their  ftomachs. 

Bl.  The  day  may  come,  when  thofe  that  fuffer  for 
their  confciences  and  honour  may  be  rewarded. 

Mr.  Lay,  Ay,   ay,  you  make  an  idol  of  that  honour. 

J>V.  Our  worfhips  then  are  different  ;  you  make  that 
your  idol  which  brings  you  intereft,.  we  can  obey  that 
which  bids  us  lofe  it. 

Arl.  Brave  gentlemen  !  \AJiJe.. 

Ruth,  I  flare  at  them  till  my  eyes  ake,  \Afide,. 

C  3  a  Qom. 
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•  2  Com,  Gentlemen,  you  are  men  of  dangerous  fpirlts. 
Know,  we  mull  keep  our  rules  and  inftruftions,  left  we 
lofe  what  providence  hath  put  into  our  hands. 

Car.  Providence  !  fuch  as  thieves  rob  by. 

2  Com.  What's  that,  Sir  ?  Sir,  you  are  too  bold. 

Car.  Why  in  good  footh  you  may  give  lofers  leave  to 
fpeak  ;  I  hope  your  honours,  out  of  your  bowels  of 
compailion,  will  permit  us  to  talk  over  our  departing 
acres. 

Mr.  Day.  It  is  well  you  are  fo  merry, 
•    Car.  O,  ever  whilft  you  live,  clear  fouls  make  light 
hearts :  faith  would  I  might  afk  one  queftion  ? 

2  Com.  Swear  not  then. 

Car.  Thou  (halt  not  covet  thy  neighbours  goods, 
there's  a  Rowland  for  your  Oliver. 

Tea.  There's  an  Oliver  for  your  Rowland,  take  that 
till  the  pot  boils. 

Car.  My  quellion  is  only,  which  of  all  you  is  to  have 
<mr  eftates :  or  will  you  make  traitors  of  them,  draw 
'em,  and  quarter  'em  ? 

2  Com.  You  grow  abufive. 

J?/.  No,  no,  Yis  only  to  intreat  the  honourable  per- 
fons  that  will  be  pleafed  to  be  our  houfe -keepers,  to  keep 
them  in  good  reparations;  we  may  take  pofleifion  again, 
without  the  help  of  the  covenant. 

2  Com.  You'll  think  better  on't,  and  take  this  cove- 
mnt. 

Car.  We  will  be  as  rotten  firft  as  their  hearts  that  in 
vented  it. 

Ruth.  'Slife,  Arbella,  we'll  have  thefe  two  men  ; 
there  are  not  two  fuch  again  to  be  had  for  love  nor 
money. 

Mr.  Day.  Well,  gentlemen,  your  follies  light  upon 
your  own  heads ;  we  have  no  more  to  fay. 

Car.  Why  then  hoift  fails  for  a  new  world— 

Tea.  Ay,  for  old  Ireland. 

Car.  D'ye  hear,  Blunt,  what  gentlewoman  is  that  ? 

Bl.  Tis  their  witty  daughter  I  told  thee  of. 

Car.  I'll  go  fpeak  to  'em  ;  I'd  fain  convert  that  pret 
ty  covenanter. 

£1.  Nay,  yr'ythee  let's  go, 

CWr, 
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Car.  Lady,  I  hope  you'll  have  that  good  fortune,  not 
to  be  troubled  with  the  covenant. 

Arl).  If  they  do,   I'll  not  take  it. 

Bl.  Brave  lady  !   I  muft  love  her  againfl  my  will 

Car.  For  you,  pretty  one,  I  hope  your  portion  will 
be  enlarged  by  our  misfortunes.  Remember  your  be 
nefactors. 

Ruth.  If  I  had  all  your  eftates,  I  could  afford  you 
as  good  a  thing. 

Car.  Without  taking  the  covenant  ? 

Ruth.  Yes,  but  I  would  invent  another  oath. 

Car.    Upon  your  lips  ? 

Ruth.  Nay,  I  am  not  bound  to  difcover. 

£1.  IVythee  come  !  Is  this  a  time  to  fpend  in  fooling? 

Car.  Now  have  I  forgot  every  thing. 

Bl.  Come,  let's  go. 

2  Com.  Gentlemen,  void  the  room. 

Car.  Sure,  'tis  impoffible  that  kite  fhould  get  that 
pretty  merlin. 

Blunt.  Come,  pr'ythee  let's  go ;  thefe  muck-worms 
will  have  earth  enough  to  flop  their  mouths  with,  one 
day. 

Car.  Pray  ufe  our  eftates  hulband-likej  and  fo,  our 
moft  honourable  bailiffs,  farewel.  [Exeunt. 

Tea.  Ay,  bum-baily  rafcals 

Mr.  Day.  You  are  rude.  Door-keeper,  put  'em  forth 
there. 

Par.  Come  forth,  ye  there ;  this  is  not  a  place  for 
fuch  as  you. 

Tea.  Devil  burn  me,  but  ye  are  a  rafcal,  that  you  are. 

For.  And  pleafe  your  honours,  this  profane  Irifhman. 
fwore  an  oath  at  the  door,  even  now,  when  I  would  have 
put  him  out. 

z  Com.  Let  him  pay  forrt. 

Per.  Here,  you  muft  pay,  or  lie  by  the  heels. 

Tea.  What  muft  I  pay  by  the  heels  ?  I  will  not  pay  by 
the  heels.  Mafter,  ubbub  boo ! 

Enter  Carelefs. 

CWr.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Tea.  This  gaiider-fac'd  gag  fays,  I  muft  pay  by  the 
heels. 

Car.  What  have  you  done  ? 
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Tea.  Only  (Wore  a  bit  of  an  oath. 

Car.  Here's   a  {hilling,  pay  for'r,  and  come  along. 

[Exit. 

Tea.  Well,  I  have  not  curs'd,  how  much  had  that 
been? 

For.  That  had  been  but  fix-pence. 

Tea.  Och,  if  I  had  but  one  fix-pence-half-penny  in  the 
world,  but  I  would  give  it  for  a  curfe  to  eafe  my  ftomach 
on  you.  My  money  is  like  a  wild  colt,  I  am  obliged  to 
drive  it  up  in  a  corner  to  catch  it.  I  have  hold  oi  it  by 
the  fcruffof  the  neck.  Here,.  Mifter,  there's  the  (hilling 
for  the  oath.  And  there's  the  fixpence-half- penny  for 
you,  for  the  curfe,  before-hand ;  and  now,  my  curie  and 
the  curfe  of  Cromwell,  light  upon  you  all,  you  thieves, 
you.  [Knocks  down  the  Porter  and  exit. 

'  Ruth.  Hark  ye,  Arbella  j  'twere  a  fin  not  to  love 
thefe  men. 

'  Ariel.  I  am  not  guilty,  Ruth. 

Mrs.  Day.  Has  this  honourable  board  any  other  com 
mands  ? 

2  Com.  Nothing  farther,  good  Mrs.  Day — Gentle 
woman,  you  have  nothing  to  care  for,  but  be  grateful: 
and  kind  to  Mr.  Abel. 

Ariel.  I  defire  to  know  what  I  mufl  direclly  truft  to,  or 
I  will  complain. 

Mrs.  Day.  The  gentlewoman  needeth  no  doubt,  ftie 
fliall  fuddenly  perceive  the  good  that  is  intended  her,  if 
(he  does  not  interpofe  in  her  own  light. 

Mr.  Day.  I  pray  withdraw;  the  committee  has  pafs'd 
their  order,  and  they  muft  now  be  private. 

Com.  Nay,  pray,  Miftrefs,  withdraw.  [Exeunt  alllut- 
the  committee.]  '  So,  brethren,  we  have  finifhed  this 

day's  work  ;    and  let  us  always  keep   the  bonds    of 

unity  unbroken,  walking  hand  in  hand,  and  fcattering 
the  enemy. 

'  Mr.  Day.  You  may  perceire  they  have  fpirits  never 
to  be  reconcil'd  ;  they  walk  according  to  nature,  and 
are  full  of  inward  darknefs. 

*  2  Com.  It  is  well  truly  for  the  good  people,  that  they 
are  fo  obftinate,  whereby  their  eftates  may  of  right  fall 
into  the  hands  of  the  chofen,  which  truly  is  a  mercy. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Day.  I  think  there  remaineth  nothing  farther, 
but  to  adjourn  till  Monday.     4  Take  up  the  papers  there, 

*  and  bring  home  to  me  their  honours'  order  for  Mrs. 

*  Arbella's  eftate.     So,  brethren,  we  feparate  ourfelves 

*  to  our  particular  endeavours,  'till  we  join  in  public  on 

*  Monday,  two  of  the  clock  ;'     andfo  peace  remain  with 
you.  [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT         III. 
Eater  Col.  Carelefs,  Col,  Blunt,  and  Lieutenant  Story. 

LIEUTENANT. 

BY  my  faith,  a  fad  ftory.  I  did  apprehend  this  cove* 
nant  would  be  the  trap. 

Car.  Never  did  any  rebels  fifli  with  fiich  cormorants  ; 
no  itoppage  about  their  throats ;  the  rafcals  are  all  fwal- 
low. 

'  Blunt.  Now  am  I  ready  for  any  plot ;  I'll  go  find  fome 

*  of  thefe  adjutants,  and  fill  up  a  blank  com  million  with 

*  my  name.     And  if  I  can  but  find  two  or  three  gather'd 

*  together,  they  are  fu re  of  me;  I  will  pleafe  myfelf, 

*  however,  with  endeavouring  to  cut  their  throats. 

*  Car.  Or  do  fomething  to  make  them  hang  us,  that 

*  we  may  but  part  on  any  terms.' 

Enter  Teague. 
How  now,  Teague  !  what  fays  the  learned    -  •• 

Tea.  Well  then,  upon  my  fhoul,  the  man  in  the  great 
cloak,  with  the  long  fleeves,  is  mad,  that  he  is. 

Car.  Mad,  Teague  ! 

Tea.  Yes  i'faith  is  he ;  he  faid,  I  was  fent  to  make 
game  of  him. 

Car.  Why,  what  didft  thou  fay  to  him  ? 

Tea.  I  alked  him  if  he  would  take  any  counfeu 

Car.  'Slife,  he  might  well  enough  think  thou  mock'ft 
him.  Why,  thou  moulded  have  alked  him  when  we 
might  have  come  for  counfel. 

Tea.  Well,  that  is  all  one,  is  it  not  ?  If  we  would  take 
any  counfel,  or  you  would  take  any  counfel,  is  not  that 
all  one  then? 

Car. 
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Car.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  miftake  ? 

Blunt.  Pr'ythee  never  be  troubled  at  this;  we  are  part 
couniel.  If  we  had  but  a  friend  amongft  them,  that  could 
but  flide  us  by  this  covenant. 

Car.  Nothing  anger'd  me  fo,  as  that  my  old  kitchen- 
fluff  acquaintance,  turned  her  head  another  way,  and 
feemed  not  to  know  me. 

Blunt.  How!  kitchen-ftuff acquaintace  ? 

Car.  Mrs.  Day,  that  commanded  the  party  in  the  ftage 
coach,  was  my  father's  kitchen  maid,  and  in  days  of  yore 
was  called  Gillian. 

Lieu.  Hark  ye,  Colonel ;  what  if  you  did  vifit  this 
translated  kitchen-maid  ? 

Tea,  Well,  how  is  that  ?  a  kitchen-maid !  where  if. 
fhe  now  ? 

Blunt.  The  Lieutenant  advifeswell. 

Car.  Nay,  flay,  ftay ;  in  the  firft  place,  I'll  fend 
Teague  to  her,  to  tell  her  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  with, 
her,  and  defire  to  know  w-hen  I  may  have  leave  to  wait 
on  her. 

Blunt.  We  fliall  have  Teague  miftake  again. 

Tea.  I  will  not  miftake  the  kitchen-maid.  Whither 
tnuft  I  go  now,  to  miftake  that  kitchen-maid  ? 

Car.  But  do  you  hear,  Teague?  you  muft  take  no  no 
tice  of  that,  upon  thy  life ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  at 
every  word  you  muft  fay,  your  ladyftiip,  and  your  ho 
nour.  As  for  example,  when  you  have  made  a  leg,  you 
muft  begin  thus  ;  My  mafter  prefents  his  fervice  to  your 
ladyfhip,  and  having  fome  bufinefs  with  your  honour,, 
defires  to  know  when  he  may  have  leave  to  wait  upon 
your  ladyfhip.  [Teague  turns  his  back  on  the  Co/.]  Block 
head,  you  muft  not  turn  your  back. 

Tea.  Oh,  no,  Sir,  I  always  turn  my  face  to  a  lady— 
But  was  fiie  your  father's  kitchen-maid  ? 

Car.  Why,  what  then  ? 

Tea.  Upon  my  ftioul,  I  fliall  laugh  upon  her  face,  for 
all  I  would  not  have  a  mind  to  do  it. 

Car.  Not  for  a  hundred  pounds,  Teague  ;  you  muft  be 
fure  to  fet  your  countenance,  and  look  very  foberly,  be 
fore  you  begin. 

Tea.  \i  I  fliould  think  then  of  any  kettles,  or  fpits,  or 

an/ 
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any  thing  that  will  put  a  mind  into  my  head  of  a  kitchen, 
I  fliould  laugh  then,  fliould  I  not  ? 

Car.  Not  for  a  thoufand  pounds,  Teague;  thoii 
mayeft  undo  us  all. 

Tea.  Well,  I  will  hope  I  will  not  laugh  then  :  I  will 
keep  my  mouth  if  I  can,  that  I  will,  from  running  to 
one  fide,  and  t'other  fide.  Well  now,  where  does  this 
Mrs.  Tay  live. 

Lieu.  Come,  Teague,  I'll  walk  along  with  thee,  and 
Ihcw  thee  the  houfe,  that  thou  mayeft  not  miftake  that, 
however. 

Tea.  Shew  me  the  door  and  I'll  find  the  houfe  myfelf. 

Car.  Pr'ythee  do,  Lieutenant. 

Tea.  O,  Sir,  what  is  Mrs.  Tay's  name  ? 

'•''Car.  Have  a  care,  Teague  ;  thou  flialt  find  us  in  the 
'  Temple.'  [Exeunt  Lieutenant  and  Teague.  j  Now, 

*  Blunt,  have  I  another  defign. 

Blunt.  What  further  delign  canft  thou  have  ? 
Car.  Why,  by  this  means  I  may  chance  to  fee  thefe 
\'omen  again,  and  get  into  their  acquaintance. 
Blunt.  With  both,  man  ? 

Car.  'Slife,  thou  art  jealous ;  doft  love  either  of 'em  ? 
Blunt.  Nay,  I  can't  tell ;  all  is  not  as  'twas. 
Car.  Like  a  man  that  is  not  well,  and  yet  knows  not 

*  what  ails  him. 

*  Blunt.  Thou  art  fomething  near  the  matter  ;  but  I'll 

*  cure  myfelf  with  confidering,  that  no  woman  can  ever 
4  care  for  me. 

*  Car.  And  why,  pr'ythee  ? 

*  Blunt.  Becaufe  I  can  fay  nothing  to  them. 

*  Car.  The  lefs  thou  canft  fay,  they'll  like  thee  better ; 

*  '{he'll  think  'tis  love  that  has  ham-ftring'd  thy  tongue. 
'  Befides,  man,  a  woman  can't  abide  any  thing  in  the 

*  houfe  fhould  talk,  but  fhe  and  her  parrot.     What,  is  it 

*  the  cavalier  girl  thou  lik'ft  ? 

*  Blunt.  Canft  thou  love  any  of  the  other  breed  ? 

*  Car.  Not  honeftly — yet  I  confefs  that  ill  begotten, 
'  pretty  rafcal  never  look'd  towards  me,  but  fhe  fcatrer'd 

*  fpaiks  as  faft  as  kindling  charcoal ;  thine's  grown  alrea- 
'  dy  to  an  honeft  flame.     Come,  Blunt,  when  Teague 
'  comes  we  will  refolve  on  fomething. 

'  \Exemt* 
Enter 
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*  Enter  Arbella  and  Ruth. 

*  Arl.  Come,  now.  a  word    of  our    own    matters. 
'  How  doft  thou  hope  to  get  thy  eftate  again  ? 

*  Ruth.  You  fhalldrinkfii  ft  ;  I  was  ju ft  going  to  afk  you 
'  how  you  would  get  yours  again.     You  are  as  faft,    as 

*  if  you   were  under  covert-baron. 

*  Arb*  But  I  have  more  hopes  than  thou  haft. 

'  Ruth.  Not  a  fcruple  more,  if  there  were  but  fcales 

*  that  could  weigh  hopes  ;  for  thefe  rafcals  muft  be  hang- 

*  ed,  before  either  of  us  fhall  get  our  own.     You  may  eat 

*  and  drink   out  of  yours,  as  I  do,    and  be  a  fojourner 

*  with  Abel. 

4  Arl.  I  am  hamper'd ;  but  I'll  not  entangle  myfelf 
1  with  Mr.  Abel's  conjugal  cords — Nay,  I  am  more 
'  hamper'd  than  thou  thinkeft;  for  if  thou  art  in  as  bad 

*  cafe  as  I,   (you  underfland  me)  hold  up  thy  finger. 

«  Ruth.  Behold  !   Nay,  I'll  ne'er  forfake  thee.  [Ruth 

*  holds  up  her  finger.]  If  I  were  not  fmitten,   I  would  per- 

*  fuade  myfelf  to  be  in  love,  if  'twere  but  to  bear  thee 

*  company. 

*  Arl.  Dear  girl !  Hark  ye,  Ruth,  the  conapofidon 
4  day  made  an  end  of  all ;  all's  gone. 

4  Ruth.  Nay,  that  fatal  day  put  me  in  the  condition  of 

*  acompounder  too;  there  was  my  heart  brought  under 
'  fequeftration. 

4  Arl.  That  day,  wench  ! 

4  Ruib.  Yes,  that  very  day,  with  two  or  three  forcible 
1  looks,  'twas  driven  an  inch,  at  leaft,  out  of  its  old  place. 

*  Senfe  or  reafon  can't  find  the  way  to't  now; 

*  Arl.  That  day,  that  very  day  !  If  you  and  I  fhould 

*  like  the  fame  man  ? 

4  Ruth,  Fie  upon't !  as  I  live  thou  makeft  me  ftart. 
4  Now  dare  not  I  alk  which  thou  likeft. 

*  Arl.  Would  they  were  now  to  come  in,  that  we 
'  might  watch  one  anothers  eyes,  and  difcover  by  figns. 
4  I  am  not  able  to  alk  thee,  neither. 

4  Ruth.  Nor  I  to  tell  thee.  Shall  we  go  aft.  Lilly 
'  which  it  is  ? 

4  Arl.  Out  upon  him  !  Nay,  there's  no  need  of  ftars ; 

*  we  know  ourfelves,  if  we  durft  fpeak. 

4  Ruth,  Pilh  !  I'll  fpeak  j  if  it  be  the  fame,  we'll  draw 

*  cuts. 
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*  Arl.  No;  hark  ye,  Ruth,  do  you  aft  them  both, 
for  you  faw  their  feveral  humours,  and  then  watch  my 
my  eyes  where  I  appear  moft  concern'd.     I  can't  dil- 
femble,  tor  my  heart. 

*  Ruth.  I  dare  fwear  that  will  hinder  thee  to  diflemble, 
indeed — Come,  have  at  you,   then  ;  I'll  fpeak  as  if  I 
were  before  the  honourable  rafcals.     And  firlt,  for  my 
brave,  blunt  colonel,  who,  hating  to  take  the  oath, 
cry'd  out,  with  a  brave  fcorn  (fuch  as  nude  thee  i  n  love 
I  hope)  hang  yourfelves,  rafcals  ;  the  time  will  come, 
when   thofe   that  dare   be  honeft,  will   be   rewarded. 
Don't  I  aft  him  bravely  ?   Don't  I  aft  him  bravely? 

*  Arl.  Oh,  admirably  well !  Dear  wench,  do  it  once 

*  more. 

*  Ruth.  Nay,  nay,  I  muft  do  the  other  now. 

*  Arb.  No,   no  ;  this  once  more,  dear  girl,  and  I '1C 
'  aft  the  other  for  thee. 

*  Ruth.  No,  forfooth,  I'll  fpare  your  pains ;  we  are 

*  right ;   no  need  of  cuts  ;  lend  thee  good  luck  with  him 
'  I  afted  ;  and  wifn  me  well  with  my  merry  colonel, 

*  that  (lull  aft  his  own  part. 

*  Arb.  And  a  thoufand  good  lucks  attend  thee.     We 
'  have  fav'd  our  blu(hes  admirably  well,  and  reliev'd  our 

*  hearts  from  hard  duty — But  mum,  lee  where  the  mo- 

*  ther  comes,  and  with  her,  her  fon,   a  true  exempHfi- 

*  cation  or  duplicate  of  the  original  Day.     Now  tor  a 

*  charge.' 

Enter  Mrs.  Day  and  Abel. 

'  Ruth.  Stand  fair  ;    the  enemy  draws  up.' 

Mrs.  Day.  Well,  Mrs.  Arbella,  I  hope  you  have  con- 
fider'd  enough  by  this  time;  you  need  not  ufe  fo  much 
confideration  for  your  own  good  j  you  may  have  your 
eflate,  and  you  may  have  Abel,  and  you  may  be  worfe 
offer' d — Abel,  tell  her  your  mind  ;  ne'er  ftand,  fhi!ly, 
fhally — Ruth,  does  flie  incline,  or  is  (lie  wilful  ? 

Ruth.  I  was  juft  about  the  point,  when  your  honour 
interrupted  us.  One  word  in  your  Ladyfhip's  ear. 

Abel.  You  fee,  forfooth,  that  I  am  Ibmebody,  though 
you  make  nobody  of  me  ;  you  fee  I  can  prevail ;  there 
fore,  pryy,  fay  what  I  fhall  truft  to  ;  for  1  mult  not  itand 
fhilly.  fliaily. 

Arb.  You  are  hafty.  Sir. 

D  AU. 
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Abel.  I  am  called  upon  by  important  affairs  ;  and  thero- 
fore  I  muft  be  bold,  in  a  fair  way,  to  tell  you,  that  it 
lies  upon  my  fpirit  exceedingly. 

sJrb.  Saffron-poflet-drink  is  very  good  againft  the  hea- 
vinefs  of  the  fpirit. 

Abel.  Nay,  forfooth,  you  do  not  underftand  my  mean 
ing. 

Arb.  You  do,  I  hope,  Sir ;  and  'tis  no  matter,  Sir,  i 
one  of  us  know  it. 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  Well,  now,  who  are  all  you? 

Arb.  What's  here,  an  Irifli  elder  come  to  examine  u 
all  ?  • 

Tea,  Well,  now,  what  is  your  names,  everyone? 

Ruth.  Arbella,  this  is  a  (ervant  to  one  of  the  colonels 
upon  my  life,  'tis  the  IriQiman  that  took  the  covenan 
the  right  way. 

Arb.  Peace,  what  mould  it  mean  ? 

Tea.  Well,  caunnot  fome  of"  you  all  fay  nothing 
without  fpeaking  ? 

Afrj.  Day.  Why,  how  now,  faucebox  !  what  wou'i 
you  have?  What,  have  you  left  your  manners  without 
Go  out,  and  fetch  'em  in. 

Tea.  What  fhould  I  fetch  now  ? 

Mrs  Day.  D'you  know  who  you  fpeak  to,   firrah  ? 

Tea.  Yes,  I  do ;  and  it  is  little,  my  own  mother  though 
I  fliou'd  fpeak  to  the  like  of  you. 

Abel.  You  muft  not  be  faucy  to  her  Honour. 

Tea.  Well,  I  will  knock  you  down,  if  you  be  faucy 
with  my  hammer. 

Rutb.  This  is  miraculous  ! 

Tea.  Is  there  none  of  you  that  I  muft  fpeak  to,  now  ? 

Arb.  Now,  wench,  if  he  fhould  be  fent  to  us  !    [Ajide 

Tea.  Well,  I  wou'd  have  one  Mrs.  Tay  fpeak  unto 
me? 

Mrs.  Day.  Well,  firrah,  I  am  me ;  what's  your  bufi- 
nefs  ? 

Tea.  O,  are  you  there  ?  With  yourfelf,  Mrs.  Tay — 
Well,  I  will  look  well  firft,  and  I  will  let  my  face,  anc 
tell  her  my  meflage.  [Afide 

*  Ruth.  How  the  fellow  begins  to  mould  himfelf  f 

Arb 
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*  Arb.  And  tempers  his  chops,  like  a  hound  that  has 
1  lapp'd  before  his  meat  was  cold  enough. 

*  Ruth.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  fome  girts  to  pour  forth  ; 

*  thoie  are  Mr.  Day's  own  white  eyes,  before  he  begins 

*  to  lay  grace.     Now  for  a  fpeech  rattling  in  his  keener, 
4  if  his  words  {tumbled  in  their  way. 

Tea.  '  Well,  now  I  will  tellthee,  i'fairh.'  My  maf- 
ter,  the  good  colonel  Careleis,  bid  me  afk  thy  good  L;:dy- 

fliip Upon  my  foul,  now,   the  laugh' will  come  upon 

jny  mouth,  in  fpite  of  me. 

{He  laxgls  always  cv/>f«  bef<ys  Lady  flip  or  Honour. 
Mn.  Day.  Sirrah,   firrah  !    What   were  you  fent  to 
abufe  me  ? 

Ruth.  As  fu re  as  can  be.  \_.':JJJt'. 

Tea.  I  do  not  abufe  thy  good  honour — I  cannot  help 
my  laugh  now.  I  will  try  again,  now  ;  I  will  not  think 
of  a  kitchen,  nor  a  dripping-pan,  nor  a  muftard-pot — 
My  mailer  would  know  of  your  ladyfhip 

Mrs.  Day.  Did  your  matter  fend  you  to  abufe  me,  you 
rafcal  ?  By  my  honour,  firrah 

Tea.  Why  do  you  abufe  yourfelf,  now,  joy  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  How,  firrah  I  Do  I  mock  myfelf  ?  This  is 
Tome  Irifh  traitor. 

Tea.  I  am  no  traitor,  that  I  am  not ;  I  am  an  Irifh  re 
bel.  You  are  cozen'd  now. 

Mrs.  Day.  Sirrah,  firrah,  I  will  make  ypu  know  who 
[  am — An  impudent  Irifli  rafcal ! 

Abel.  He  feemeth  a  dangerous  fellow,  and  of  a  bold, 
"editions  fpirit. 

Mrs.  Day.  You  are  a  bloody  rafcal,   I  warrant  ye. 

Tea.  You  are  a  foolifli,  brabble-bribble  woman,  that 
you  are.  , 

Aid.  Sirrah,  we,  that  are  at  the  head  of  affairs,  muft 
junifli  your  faucinefs. 

Tea.  And  we  that  are  at  the  tail  of  affairs,  will  puniflfc 
rour  faucinefs. 

Mrs.  Dfiy.   Ye  rafcally  varlet,  get  out  of  my  doors* 

Tea.  Will  not  I  give  you  my  mdrage,  then  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  Get  you  out,  rafcal. 

Tea.  I  pr'ythee  let  me  tell  my  meffage. 

Mrs.  Day.  Get  you  out,   I  fay.. 

D   *  7e*. 
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Tta.  The  devil  burn  your  ladyfhip,  and  honourfhip, 
and  kitchenflrip.  [Exit. 

*  drb.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fcene  ?  'Tis  impoffible 
'  toguefs  any  thing. 

*  Ruth.  Our  colonels  have  don't,  as  fure  ns  thou  liveft, 

*  fo  make  themfelves  fport ;  being  al!  the  revenge  that 

*  is  in  'their  power.     Look,  look,   how  her  honour  trots 

*  about,  like  a  beaft  Hung  with  flies.' 

Mrs.  Day.  How  the  villain  has  diitemper'd  me  !  Out 
upon't  too,  that  I  have  let  the  rafcal  go  unpunifh'd.  And 
you  [Ta  Abel. Jean  ftand  by,  like  a  flietp  ;  run  after  him, 
then,  and  itop  him.  I'll  have  him  laid  by  the  heels,  and 
make  him  ccnfefs  who  fent  him  to  abufe  me.  Call  help, 
as  you  go.  Make  hafle,  I  fay.  [Exit  Abel. 

Ruth.  'Slid,  Arbella,  run  after  him,  and  fave  the  poor 
fellow  for  fake's  fake ;  ftop  Abel,  by  any  means,  that  he 
jnay  'fcape. 

Arl.  Keep  his  dam  off,  and  let  me  alone  with  the 
puppy.  [Exit. 

Rutl.  Fear  not. 

Mrs.  Day.  'Uols  my  life,  the  rafcnl  has  heated  me  !  — 

Now  I  think  on't,  I'll  go  myfelf,  and  fee  it  done A 

liiucy  villain  ! 

Ruth.  But  I  mud  needs  acquaint  your  honour  with  one 
thing  fuft,  concerning  Mrs.  Arbella. 

JI//-J.  Day.  As  foou  as  ever  I  have  done.  Is't  good 
news,  wench  ? 

Ruth.  Mofl  excellent !  If  you  go  out,  you  may  fpoil 
a!l.  Such  a  difcovery  I  have  made,  that  you  will  blefs 
the  accident  that  angered  you. 

Mrs.  Dfy.  Quickly  then,  girl. 

Ruth.  When  you  fent  Abel  after  the  Irifhman,  Mrs. 
Arbella's  colour  came  and  went  in  her  face;  and  at  laft, 
rot  able  to  flay,  fl)e  flunk  away  after  him,  for  fear  the 
Iriflmian  fhould  hurt  him  ;  flie  flole  away,  and  blufhed 
the  prettieft. 

Mrs.  Day.  I  proteft  he  may  be  hurt,  indeed.  I'll  run 
wyfelf,  too. 

Ruth.  By  no  means,  forfooth,  '  nor  is  there  any  need 
4  on't,  for  flie  refolved  to  flop  him  before  he  could  get 
4  near  the  Irifhman.  She  has  done  it,  upon  my  life  ; 

'  and 
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'"  and  if  you  fliould  goout,    you  might  fpoil  the  kindeft 
'  encounter  that  the  loving  Abel  is  ever  like  to  have. 

*  Mrs.  Day.  Art  lure  of  this  ?' 

Ruth.  If  you  do  not  find  (he  has  ftopt  him,  let  me 
ever  have  your  hatred.  Pray,  credit  me. 

4  Mrs.  Day.  I  do,N  I  do  believe  thee.  Come,  we'll  go- 
in,  where  I  ule  to  read ;  there  thou  (halt  tell  me  all 
the  particulars,  and  the  manner  of  it.  I  warrant  'twas 
pretty  to  obferve. 

*  Ruth.  Oh,  'twas  a  thoufand  pities  you  did  not  fee  it  t 
when  Abel  walk'd  away  fo  bravely,  and  foolifhly,  after 
this  wild  Irifliman,  ihe  ftole  fuch  kind  looks  from  her 
own  eyes;  and  having  robbed  hcrfelf,   fent  them  after 
her  own  Abel  ;   and  then ' 

Mrs.  Day.  Come,  good  wench ;  I'll  go  in,  and  hear 
all  at  large.  It  lhall  be  the  beft  tale  thou  halt  told  thefe 
two  days.  Come,  come,  I  long  to  hear  all.  Abel,  for 
his  parr,  needs  no  help  by  this  time.  Come,  good  wench. 

[Exit. 

*  Ruth.  So  far  I  am  right.     Fortune,  take  care  for  fu- 
*  ture  things.'  [Exit* 

Enter  Colonel  Blunt,  as  taken  ly  laiUJfs* 

Blunt.  At  whofe  fuit,  rafcals  ? 

i  Bail.  You  fhall  know  that  time  enough. 

Blunt.  Time  enough,  dugs  !  Muft  I  wait  yourleifures  ? 

i  Ball.  Oh,  you.  are  a  dangerous  man  !  'Tis  fuch  trai 
tors  as  you  thatdUlurb  the  peace  of  the  nation. 

Blunt.  Take  that,  rafcal.  [Kicking  him.']  If  I  had  any 
thing  at  liberty,  befides  my  toot,  I  would  beftoiv  it  on 
you. 

i  Bail.  You  fli;ill  pay  dearly  for  this  kiek,  before  you 
are  letloofe,  and  give  good  fpecial  bail.  Mark  that,  my 
iurly  companion  ;  we  have  you  fail. 

Blunt.  'Tis  well,  rogues,  you  caught  me  conveniently  ; 
had  I  been  awr.re,  I  fliould  have  made  fume  of  your  fcur- 
vy  fouls  my  fpecial  bail. 

*  i  Bail.  Oh,  'tis  a  bloody-minded  man  !   I'll  warrant 
'  ye,  this  vile  cavalier  has  eat  many  a  child. 

4  Blunt.  I  could  graw  a  piece  or  two-  of  you,  rafcals.* 

Enter  Colonel  Carelefs. 

•  Gar.    How  is  this  !  Blunt  iu  hold  !   You  cai-dipole, 
let  go  your  prey,  or— — 

[Car, 
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[Car.  draws,  and  Blunt,    In  the  fcujfle,   throws  up  one  of 
their  heels,  gets  a  fiver  d,  and  helps  to  drive  them  off. 
I  Sail.  Murder,  murder  ! 

Blunt.  Faith,  Carelefs,  this  was  worth  thanks.  I  was 
fairly  going. 

Car.  \\  hat  was  the  matter,  man  ? 
Blunt.  Why,  an  action  or  two  for  free  quarter,  now 
made  trover  and  convernon.  Nay,  I  believe  we  (hall  be 
fued  with  an  a£Uon  of  trefpafs,  tor  every  field  we  have 
marched  over ;  and  be  indicted  for  riots,  for  going  at 
unfeafonable  hours,  above  two  in  a  company. 

Rnter  Teague,   running. 
Car.  Well,  come,  let's  away. 

Tea.  Now,  upon  my  fl-.oul,  run  as  I  do ;  the  men  in 
red  coatk  are  running  too,  and  they  cry,  murder,  murder  ! 
I  never  heard  fuch  anoife  in  Ireland  in  all  my  life. 

Car.  'blife,  we  muft  (hi ft  feveral  ways.     Farewel.     If 
we  Vcape,  we  meet  at  night ;   I  fhall  take  heed  now. 
Tea.  Shall  I  tell  Mrs.  Tay's  mortage. 
Car.  Oh,  good  Teague,  no  time  for  meflages. 

[Excuutfiveral  ivays. 

A  nnife  within.     Enter  bailiff's  and  foldiers. 
i  Ba-l.  This  way,  this  way  !  Oh,  villains  !  My  neigh 
bour  Swafh,  is  hurt  dangeroufly.     Come,  good  foldiers, 
follow,  follow. 

Enter  Carelefs  and  Teague  again. 
Car.  I  am  quite  out  of  breath,  and  the  blood-hounds 
are  in  a  full  cry  upon  a  burning  fcent :  plague  on  'em, 
what  a  noife  the  kennels  make  f  What  door's  this,  that 
gracioufly  ftands  a  little  oprn  ?  What  an  afs  am  I  to  aft  I 
Teague,  fcout  abroad ;  if  any  thing  happens  extraordi 
nary,  obferve  this  door,  there  you  fhall  find  me.  Now, 
by  your  favour,  landlord,  as  unknown. 

[Exeunt  fevc  ra  Ay. 
Enter  Mrs.  Day,  and  Obadiah. 

Mrs.  Day.  It  was  well  obferved,  Obadiah,  to  bring 
the  parties  to  me,  firft.  'Tis  your  matter's  will  that  I 
fhou'd,  as  1  may  fay,  prepare  matters  for  him.  In  truth, 
in  truth,  I  have  too  great  a  burthen  upon  me;  yet  for 
the  public  good,  I  am  content  to  undergo  it. 

Obad.  I  fhall,  with  fincere  care,  prefent  unto  your 
honour,  from  time  to  time,  fuch  negotiations  as  I  may 

difcreetly 
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difcreetly  prefumc  may  be  material  for  your  honour's 
infpeclion. 

Mrs.  Day.  It  will  become  you  fo  to  do.  You  have  the 
prefent  that  came  laft  ? 

Obad.  Yes,  and  pleafe  your  honour,  the  gentlewo 
man,  concerning  her  brother's  releafe,  hath  alfo  fent  in 
a  piece  of  plate. 

Mrs.  Day.   It's  very  well. 

Obad.  But  the  man  without,  about  a  bargain  of  the 
king's  land,  is  come  empty. 

Mrs.  Day.  Bid  him  begone  ;  1*11  not  fpeak  with  him. 
He  does  not  underftand  himfelf. 

Obad.  I  fliall  intimate  fo  much  to  him. 

[As  Obadiah  gees  out  C.  Carelefs  meets  hlm^    and 
tumbles  hint  bac£.~\ 

Mrs.  Day.  Why,  how  now  ?  What  rude  companion's 
this  ?  What  wou'd  you  have  ?  What's  your  bufinefs ; 
What's  the  matter  ?  Who  fent  you  ?  W7ho  d'you  belong: 
to?  Who 

Car.  Hold,  hold,  if  you  mean  to  be  anfwer'd  to  all 
thefe  interrogatories.  You  fee  I  refolve  to  be  your  com 
panion.  I  am  a  man  ;  there's  no  great  matter  :  nobody- 
lent  me  ;  nor  I  belong  to  nobody.  1  think  I  have  anfwer'ct 
to  the  chief  heads. 

Mrs.  Day.  Thou  haft  committed  murder,  for  ought  I 
know.  Mow  is't  Obadiah? 

Car.  Ha  !  What  luck  have  I,  to-  fall  into  the  territo 
ries  of  my  old  kitchen  acquaintance.  I'll  proceed  upon 
the  flrenghth  of  Teague's  mefiage,  tho'  I  had  no  anfwer. 

[A/Me. 

Obad.  Truly  he  eame  forceably  upon  me,  and  I  fear 
has  bruifcd  fome  intellectuals  within  my  ftomach. 

Mrs.  Day.  Go  in,  and  take  fome  Irilh  flat,  by  way  of 
prevention,  and  keep  yourfelf  warm.  [Ex.  Obad. 

Now,  Sir,  have  you  any  bufinefs,  that  you  came  in  fo 
rudely,  as  if  you  did  not  know  who  you  came  to  ?  How 
came  you  in,  Sir  Royfter?  Was  not  the  porter  at  the 
gate  ? 

Car.  No,  truly ;  the  gate  kept  itfelf,  and  flood  ga 
ping,  as  if  it  had  a  mind  to  fpeak,  and  fay,  I  pray, 
come  in. 

Mrs.  Day.  D5<1  it  fo,  Sir  ?  And  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 

Or,  Ay,  there's  the  point.    Either  Ihe  does  not,  or 
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will  not  know  inc.  What  fhou'd  I  fay  ?  How  dull  ant 
I !  Pox  on't,  this  wit  is  like  a  common  friend,  when 
one  has  need  of  him,  he  won't  come  near  one.  [Ajide. 

Mrs.  Day.  Sir,  are  you  ftudying  for  an  invention  ? 
For  ought  I  know,  you  have  done  fome  mifchief,  and 
'twere  fit  to  fecure  you. 

Car.  So,  that's  well ;  'twas  pretty  to  fall  into  the  head 
quarters  of  the  enemy.  \_Afide* 

Mrs.  Day.  Nay,  'tis  e'en  fo  j  I'll  fetch  thoie  that 
fhall  examine  you. 

Car.  Stay,  thou  mighty  ftates-woman  ;  I  did  but  give 
you  time  to  fee  if  your  memory  would  but  be  fo  hooeft, 
as  to  tell  you  who  I  am. 

Mrs.  Day.  What  do  you  mean,  fauce-box  ? 

Car.  There's  a  word  yet  of  thy  former  employments  : 
that  fuuce.  You  and  I  have  been  acquainted. 

Mrs.  Day.  I  do  not  ufe  to  have  acquaintance  with 
cavaliers. 

Car.  Nor  I  with  committee-men's  utenfils  ;  *  but  in 

*  dielus  illiS)  you  were  not  honourable,  nor  I  malignant/ 
Lord,  Lord,  you  are  horridly  forgetful.     *  Pride  comes 

*  with  godlinefs,  and  good  cloaths.'    What,  you  think  I 
fhould  not  know  you,  becaufe  you  are  difguiftd  with 
curled  hair,-  and  white  gloves  ?    Alas  !    I  know  you  as 
well  as  if  you  were  in  your  fabbath-day's  cinnamon  waift- 
coat,  *  with  a  filver  edging  round  the  Ikirt,' 

Mrs.  Day.  How,  firrah  ! 

Car.  And  with  your  fair  hands  bnth'd  in  lather ;  or 
with^your  fragrant  breath  driving  the  fleeting  ambergreafe 
off  from  the  waving  kitchen-fluff. 

Mrs.  Day.  Oh,  you  are  an  impudent  cavalier !  I  re 
member  you  now,  indeed;  but  I'll 

Car.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  the  now  honourable,  non 
olijlante  paft  conditions;  did  I  not  fend  my  footman,  an 
Irifhman,  with  a  civil  meflage  to  you  ?  Why  all  this 
flrangenefs,  then  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  How,  how,  how's  this !  Was't  you  that 
fent  that  rafcal  to  abufe  me,  was't  fo  ? 

Car.  How  now !  What,  matters  grow  worfe,  and 
worfe  ! 

Mrs.  Day.  I'll  teach  you  to  abufe  thofe  that  are  in 
authority.  Within  there,  who's  within  ? 

Car. 
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Car.  'Slite  I'll  flop  your  mouth,  if  you  raife  an  alarm. 
[She  cries  out,  be  flops  her  mouth* 

filrs.  Day.  Stop  my  mouth,  firrah  !  whoo,  whoo,  ho! 

Car.  Yes,  flop  your  mouth.  What,  are  you  good 
at  a  who- bub,  ha  ? 

Enter  Ruth. 

Ruth.  What's  the  matter,  forfooth  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  The  rrutter  !  Why  here's  a  rude  cavalier 
has  broke  into  my  houfe ;  'twas  he  too,  that  fent  the 
Irifli  rafcal  to  abufe  me,  too,  within  my  own  walls.  Call 
your  fathtr,  that  he  may  grant  an  order  to  iecure  him. 
'Tis  a  dangerous  fellow. 

Car.  Nay,  good,  pretty  gentlewoman,  fpare  your 
motion. — What  muft  become  of  me  ?  Teague  has  made 
fome  ft  range  miftake.  \_Afide* 

Ruth.  'Tis  he  !  What  (hall  I  do  ?  Now,  invention,, 
be  equal  to  my  love.  \_Afide.]  Why,  your  ladyfliip  will 
fpoil  all.  I  lent  for  this  gentleman,  and  enjoin'd  him 
fecrecy,  even  to  you  yourfelf,  till  I  had  made  his  way. 
Oh,  fie  upon't,  I  am  to  blame  ;  but,  in  truth,  I  did  not 
think  he  would  have  come  thefe  two  hours. 

Car.  I  dare  fwear  (he  did  not ;  I  might  very  probably 
not  have  come  at  all. 

Ruth.  How  came  you  to  come  fo  foon,  Sir  ?  'Twaa 
three  hours  before  you  appointed. 

Car.  Hey-day  !  I  (hall  be  made  believe  I  came  hither 
on  purpofe,  prefently.  \_Ajlde. 

Ruth.  'Twas  upon  a  meflage  of  his  to  ine,  and  pleafe 
your  honour,  to  make  his  defires  known  to  your  lady- 
fiiip,  that  he  had  confider'd  on't,  and  was  refolv'd  to 
take  the  covenant,  and  give  you  five  hundred  pounds,  ta 
make  his  peace,  and  bring  his  bufinefs  about  again,  that 
he  may  be  admitted  in  his  firlt  condition. 

Car.  What's  this  ? — D'ye  hear  pretty  gentlewoman  ? 

Ruth.  Well,  well,  I  know  your  mind;  I  have  done 
your  bufinefs. 

Mrs.  Day.  Oh,  his  ftc  mach's  come  down. 

Ruth.  Sweeten  him  again,  and  leave  him  to  me;  I 
warrant  the  five  hundred  pounds,  and— —  [W^i/pers. 

Car.  Now  I  have  found  it ;  this  pretty  wench  has  a 
mind  to  be  left  alone  with  me,  at  her  peril.  \Afide. 

Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Day.  I  underfiand  thee — Well,  .Sir,  I  can  pafs 
by  rudenels,  when  I  am  inform'd  there  was  no  intention 
or  ir.  I  leave  you  and  my  daughter  to  beget  a  right 
underftanding.  [£.v.  Mrs,  Day. 

Car.  We  (hoilld  beget  fons  and  daughters  i'ooncr. 
What  does  all  this  mean  ?  [dfiJe. 

Ruth.  I  am  forry,  Sir,  that  your  love  for  me  fhou'd 
jr.uke  you  thus  rafti. 

Car.  That's  more  than  you  know ;  but  you  had  a 
mind  to  be  left  alone  with  me,  that's  certain. 

Rutb.  'Tis  too  plain,  Sir;  you'd  ne'er  have  run  your- 
felt  into  this  danger  elfe. 

Car.  Nay,  now  you're  out ;  the  danger  run  after  me. 

Rutb,  You  may  diflemble. 

Car.  Why,  'tis  the  proper  bufinefs  here  ;  but  we  lofe 
time;  you  and  I  are  left  to  begtt  a  right  underilanding. 
Come,  which  way  ? 

Rutb.  Whither; 

Car.  To  your  chamber  or  clofet. 

Rutb.  But  I'm  engaged  you  flwll  taVe  the  covenant, 

Car.  No,   I  never  fwear  when  I  am  bid. 

Rutb.  But  you  wou'd  do  as  bad. 

Car.  That's  not  againft  my  principles. 

Rutb.  Thank  you  for  your  fair  opinion,  good  Signor 
Principle.  There  lies  your  way,  Sir.  However,  I  will 
own  fo  much  kindnefs  for  you,  that  I  repent  not  the 
civility  I  have  done,  to  free  you  from  the  trouble  you 
were  like  to  fall  into.  Make  me  a  leg,  if  you  pleafe, 
and  cry,  thank  you.  And  fo  the  gentlewoman  that  de- 
Hred  to  be  left  alone  with  you,  defires  to  be  left  alone 
\vith  herfelf,  fhe  being  taught  a  right  underflanding  of 
you. 

Car.  No :  I  am  rivetted ;  nor  fhall  you  march  off 
thus  with  flying  colours.  My  pretty  commander  in  chief, ' 
let  us  parley  a  little  farther,  and  but  lay  down  ingenu- 
oufly  the  true  ftate  of  our  treaty.  The  bufinefs  in  fliort 
is  this :  we  differ  feemingly  upon  two  evils,  and  mine 
the  leaft ;  and  therefore  to  be  chofen.  You  had  better 
lake  me,  than  I  take  the  covenant. 

Rutb.  We'll  excufe  one  another. 

Car.  You  would  not  have  me  take  the  covenant  then  ? 

Ruth.  No;  I  did  but  try  you.     I  forgive  your  idle 

loofe- 
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loofenefs,   for  that  firm  virtue.     Be  conftant  to  your  fair 
principles,  in  fpite  of  fortune. 

Car.  What's  this  got  into  petticoats ! — *  Bur,    d'ye 

*  hear :  I'll  not  excuie  you  from  my  proportion,  not- 
'  withftanding  my  releafe.     Come,  we  are  half  way  to  a 

*  right  underitanding Nay,   I  do  love  thee. 

*  Ruth.  Love  virtue  :  you  have  but  here  and  there  a 
'  patch  of  it ;  y'are  ragged  uill. 

*  Car.  Areyou  not  the  committee  Day's  daughter  r* 
Ruth.  Yes.  What  then  > 

Car.  Then  am  I  thankful.  I  had  no  defence  againft 
thce  and  matrimony,  but  thy  own  father  and  mother, 
which  are  a  perfect  committee  to  my  own  nature. 

*  Ruth.  Why,  are  you  fure  I  would  have  matched 
'  with  a  malignant,    not  a  compounder  neither  ? 

*  Car.  Nay,  I  have  made  thee  a  jointure  again  ft  my 
c  will.    Mtthinks  it  were  but  as  reafonable,  that  I  flioufd 

*  do  fomething  for  my  jointure  ;   but  by  the  way  of  ma- 

*  trimony,  honeftly  to  encreafe  your  generation,  this, 
'  to  tell  you  truth,  is  againit  my  confcience. 

*  Ruth,  Yet  you  would  beget  right  understandings. 
'  Car.  Yes,  I  would  have  them  all  baftards. 

'  Ruth.  And  me  a  whore. 

*  Car.  Thai's  a  coarfe  name ;  but  'tis  not  fit  a  com« 
'  mittee-man's  daughter  fhould  be  too  honeft,  to  the  re- 
'  proachof  her  father  and  mother.' 

Ruth.  When  the  quarrel  of  the  nation  ;s  reconciled, 

you  and  I  fliall  agree  :  'till  when,  Sir 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  Are  you  here  then  ?  Upon  my  flioul,  the  good 
colonel  Blunt  is  over-taken  again  now,  and  carried  to  the 
devil,  '  that  he  is,  i'faith  aow.' 

far.  How,  taken  and  carried  to  the  devil ! 

Tea.  He  defired  to  go  to  the  devil ;  I  wonder  of  my 
fhoul  he  was  not  afraid. 

Car.  I  underftand  it  now.     What  mifchiePs  this  ? 

Ruth.  You  feem  troubled,  Sir. 

Car.  I  have  but  a  life  to  lofe,  that  I  am  weary  of. 
Come,  Teague. 

Ruth.  Hold,  you  {han't  go  before  I  know  the  bufinefs, 
What  d'ye  talk  of? 

Car.  My  friend,  my  deareft  friend,  is  caught  up  by 
i  rafcally 
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rafcally  bailiffs,  and  carried  to  the  Devil-tavern.     Pr.iy 
let  me  go. 

Ruth.  Stay  but  a  minute,  if  you  have  any  kindncfs  for 
me. 

Car.  Yes,  I  do  love  you. 

Ruth.  Perhaps  I  may  ferve  your  friend. 

Enter  Arbella. 
O  Arbella,  I  was  going  to  feek  you. 

Arb.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ruth.  The  Colonel  which  thou  likeft,  is  taken  by  bai 
liffs  ;  there's  his  friend  too,  almoft  diitraded.  You'knovr 
the  mercy  of  thefe  times. 

Arb.  What  doft  thou  tell  me  ?  I  am  ready  to  fink 
down ! 

Ruth.  Compofe  yourfelf,  and  help  him  nobly  ;  you 
have  no  way,  but  to  fmile  upon  Abel,  and  get  him  to 
bail  him. 

Enter  Abel  and  Obadiah. 

Arb.  Look,  where  he  and  Obadiah  corns  ;   fent  hither 

by  Providence Oh,  Mr.  Abel,  where  have  you  been 

this  long  time  ?  Can  you  find  of  your  heart  to  keep  thus 
out  of  my  fight  ? 

Abel.  Afluredly  fome  important  affairs  conflrained  my 
abfence,  as-  Obadiah  can  teflify,  bonafde. 

Tea.  The  devil  brake  your  bones  a  Friday. 

Obad.  I  can  do  fo,  verily,  myfelf  being  a  material 
party. 

Car.  Pox  on  'em,  how  flow  they  fpeak. 

Tea.  Speak  fafter. 

Arb.  Well,  well,  you  (hall  go  no  more  out  of  my 
fight  ;  I'll  not  be  fatisfied  with  you  bona fiJc'-,.  I  have 
fome  occafions  that  call  me  to  go  a  little  way  ?  you  (hall 
e'en  go  with  me,  and  good  Obadiah  too.  You  fliall  not 
deny  me  any  thing. 

Abel.  It  is  not  meet  I  ftiould.  I  am  exceedingly  ex 
alted.  Obadiah,  thou  (halt  have  the  beft  bargain  of  all 
my  tenants. 

Obad.  I  am  thankful. 

4  Car.   What  may  this  mean  ?'  \Afide* 

Arb.  Ruth,  how  fliall  we  do,  to  keep  thy  fwitt  mo 
ther  from  purfuing  us  ? 

Ruth.  Let  me  alone :  as  I  goby  the  parlour,    where 

(lit 
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(he  fits,  big  with  expectation,  I'll  give  her  a  whifper,  that 
we  are  going  to  fetch  the  very  five  hundred  pounds. 

Arb.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ruth.  No  queftion  now.     Will  you  march,  Sir? 

Car.  Whither? 

Ruth.  Lord,  how  dull  thefe  men  in  love  are !— Why, 
•to  your  friend.  No  more  words, 

'  Car.   Iwillftare  upon  thee,   though,' 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


A    C    T        IV. 

Colonel  Blunt  brouglt  In  by  Bailiffs. 

i  BAILIFF. 

A^f,  ay,  we  thought  how  well  you'd  get  bail. 
Blunt.  Why,   you  unconfcionable  rafcal,  are  you 
angry  that  I  am  unlucky,  .ordoyou  wantibme  fees  ?  I'll 
;j»erifh  in  a  dungeon,  before  I'll  give  you  a  farthing. 
i  Bail.  Chuie,  chufe.     Come,  along  with  him. 
Blunt.  I'll  not  go  your  pace  neither,  rafcals ;  I'll  go 
foftly,  if  it  be  but  to  hinder  you  from  taking  up  fomc 
other  honeft  gentleman. 

*  i  Bail.    Very  well>  Curly  Sir ;  we  will  carry  you 
*  where  you  fliall  not  be  troubled  what  pace  to  walk  ; 
'  you'll  find  a  large  bill.     Blood  is  dear. 

*  Blttnt.  Not  yours,  is  it  ? — A  farthing  a  pint  were 
'  very  dear  for  the  beft  blood  you  have.' 

.Enter  Arbella,  Ruth,  Abel,  Col.  Carelefs  attfl  Obadiah 

*  Bail.  How  now  !    are  thefe  any  of  your  friends  ? 
Blunt.  Never,  if  you  fee  women  ;   that's  a  rule. 
Arb.  [To  Abel.]  Nay,  you  need  have  no  fcruple,  'tis 

a   near  kinfman   of  mine.     You  do  not  think,   I   hope 

that  I  would  let  you  fuffer You — thnt  muft  be  nearer 

than  a  kinfman  to  me. 

Abel.  But  my  mother  doth  not  know  it. 

Arb.  If  that  be  all,  leave  it  to  me  and  Ruth  ;  we'll  fare 
you  harmlefs  :  befides,  I  cannot  marry,  if  my  kinfman  be 
in  prifon ;  he  muft  convey  my  eftate,  as  you  appoint ;  fcr 
'tie  all  in  him,  We  muft  pleafe  him. 

E  Abtl. 
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l.  The  confidcration  of  that  doth  convince  me,  Oba 
diah,  'tis  neceflhry  for  us  to  fet  at  liberty  this  gentleman, 
being  at  ruflee  for  Mrs.  Arbella's  ellate.  Tell  'em  there- 
tore:  that  you  am!  I  will  bail  this  gentleman  — and — d'ye 
hear,  tell  them  who  I  am. 

•Obatl.'l  fliall. — Gentlemen,  this  is  the  honourable  Mr. 
Abel  Day,  the  firft-born  of  the  honourable  Mr.  Day, 
chairman  of  the  committee  ot Tequeftrations  ;  and  I  my- 
ieU,  by  name  Obadiah,  and  clerk  to  the  faid  honourable 
committee.  , 

i  Bail.  Well,  Sir,  we  know  Mr.  Day,  and  Mr.  Abel. 
•  Abel.  Yes  that's  I  ;   and  I  will  bail  this  gentleman.     I 
believe  you  dare  not  except  againft  the  bail:  nay,  you 
lhall  have  Obadiah's  too,  one  mat  the  ftate  trufts. 

i  Pail.  With  all  our  hearts,  Sir. But  there  are 

charges  to  be  paid. 

Arb.  Here,  Obadiah,  take  this  purfe  and  difcharge 
them,  and  give  the  bailiffs  twenty  {hillings  to -drink. 
Car.  This  is  miraculous  ! 

i  Sail.  A  brave  Lady  ! — I'/aith,  miftrefs,  we'll  drink 
your  health. 

Aid.  She's  to  be  my  wife,  as  fure  as  you  are  here  : 
what  fay  you  to  that  now  ? 

i  Kail.  [AJide.]  That's  impoffible:  here's  fomething 
more  in  this. — Honourable  Mr.  Abel,  the  flierifPs  deputy 
is  hard  by  in  another  room,  if  you  pleaie  to  go  thither, 
and  give  your  bail,  Sir. 

Abel.  Well,  (hew  us  the  way,  and  let  him  know  who 
I  am.  [Exeunt  Abel,  Obadiah,  and  Bailiffs. 

Car.  Hark  ye,  pretty  Mrs.  Ruth,  if  you  were  not  a 
committee-maji's  daughter,  and  fo  confequently  againtt 
monarchy,  two  princes  mould  have  you  and  that  gentle 
woman. 

Ruth.  No,  no,  you'll  ferve  my  tuna  ;  I  am  not  ambi 
tious. 

Car.  Do  but  fwear  then  that  thou  art  not  the  iflue  of 
Mr.  Day  ;  and,  though  I  know  'tis  a  lie,  I'll  be  content 
to  be  cozened,  and  believe. 

Ruth.  Fie,  fie ;  you  can't  abide  taking  of  oaths. 
Look,  look,  how  your  friend  and  mine  take  aim  at  one 
another.  Is  he  fmitten  ? 

Car.  Cupid   has  not  fuch  another  wounded  fubjeft ; 

nay, 
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nay,  and  is  vex'd  he  is  in  love  too.     Troth,  'tis  partly 
my  own  cafe. 

Ruth.  Peace !  (he  begins,  as  need  requires.- 

Arb.  You  are  free,  Sir, 

H!.   Not  fo  free  as  you  think. 

Arb.   What  hinders- it? 

El.  Nothing,  that  I'll  tell  you»- 

Arb.  -Why,  Sir? 

7£/.  You'll  la-u  gh- at  me. 

Arb.  Have  you  perceived  me  apt  to  commit  fuch  a1 
nidenefs  ?  Pray  let  me  know  it. 

J)L  Upon  two  conditions  you  (hall  know  it. 

Arb.  Well,  make  your  own  laws.- 

7>V.  F:rfr,  I  tha«k  ye,  y'have  freed  me  nobly  :  pray 
believe  it;  you  have  this  acknowledgement  from  aw 
honeil  heart,  one  that  would  crack  a  firing  for  you  ;• 
that's  one  thing; 

Arl,  Well,  the  other. 

Bl.  The  other  is  only,  that  I  may-  ftand  Co  ready,  that1 
I  may  be  gone  jull  as  I  have  told  it  you  ;  together  with 
your  promife  not  to  call  me  back  :  and  upon  thefe  terms,- 
I-  give  you  leave  to  laugh  when  I  am  gone.  Carelefs, 
come,  itand  ready,,  that,  at  the  fign  given,  we  may  va- 
nifh  together.- 

Ruth.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir,-  when  you  are  ready  to 
flart,  I'll  cry  one,  two,  three,  and  away. 

Bl.  Be  pleafed  to  forbear,  good  fmart  gentlewoman  ? 
you  have  leave  to  jeer  when  I  am  gone,  and  I  am  jufl 
going  ;.  by  your  fpleen's  leave,  a  little  patience. 

Arb.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Ruth.  I  (hall  contain,  Sir. 

111.  That's  much  for  a  woman  to  do. 

Arb.  Now,  Sir,  perform  your  promife. 

BL  Ciirelefs,  have  you  done  with  your  woman  ? 

Car.    M-.iJam 

1>1.  Nay,  I  have  thanked  her  already  ;  pr'ythee  no 
more  of  that  dull  way  of  graiitude.  Stand  ready,  man  ; 
yet  nearer  the  door.  So,  now  my  misfortune  that  I 
ptomiied  to  difcover,  is,  that  I  love  you  above  my  fenle 
or  reaibn.  So  farewel,  and  laugh.  Come,  Careiefs. 

£  2  Car.' 
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Car.  Ladies,  our  lives  are  yours  ;  *  be  but  fo  kind 
'  as  to  believe  it,  till  you- have  Ibmething  to  command.' 

[Exeunt* 

Ruth.  Was  there  ever  fuch  humour  > 

Arb.   As  I  live  his  confeffion  fliews  nobly. 

Rntb.  It  (hews  madly,  1  am  fure.  An  ill-bred  fellow  ! 
not  injure  a  woman  to  laugh  at  him  !  x 

Ar!>.  He's  honed,  I  dare  fwear. 

Rntb.  That's  more  than  I  dare  fwear  f«r  my  colonel. 

Arb.  Out  upon  him. 

Ruth.  Nay,  'tis  but  want  of  a  good  example-;  I'll 
make  him  fo. 

Arl.  But  d'ye  hear,  Ruth,  we  were  horribly  to-blame 
that  we  did  not  enquire  where  they  lodged,  under  pre 
tence  of  fending  to  them  about  their  own  bulinefs- 

Ruth.  *  Why,  thy  whimfical  colonel  discharged  him- 
'  felf  off  like  a  gun  r  there  was  no  time  between  the 

*  ftafhing  in  the  pan  and  the  going  off,  to  afk  a  queftion. 
'  But  hark  ye,'  I  have  an  invention  upon  the  old  account 
of  the  five  hundred  pounds,  which  fhall  make  Abel  fend 
O  bad;  ah,  to  lock  'em. 

Arb.  Excellent !  the  trout  Abel  will  bite  immediately 
at  that  bait.  *  The  ineflage  fhall  be  as  from  his  matter, 

*  Day,  fenior,  to   come  and  fpeak  with   him  j    they'll 

*  think  prefently,  'tis  about  their  com pofition,  and  come 

*  certainly.      In   the  mean   time,    we'll  prepare  them. 

*  with  counter  expectations.' 

Enter  Abel  and  Obadiah. 

Ruth.  Peace  !  fee  where  Abel  and  the  gentle  fquire  of 
low  degree,  Obadiah,  approach,  having  newly  entered 
themfelves  into  bonds. 

Arl.  Which  I'll  be  fure  to  tell  his  mother,  if  he  be- 
ever  more  troublefome. 

Ruth.  And  that  he's  turned  an  arrant  cavalier,  by 
bailing  one  of  the  brood. 

Abel.  I  have,  according  to  your  defires,  given  freedom 
to  your  kinfman  and  truftee.  I  fuppofe  he  doth  perceive 
that  you  may  have  power  in  right  or  me. 

Arb.  Good,  Mr.  Abel,  1  am  fincerely  beholden  to 
you,  and  your  authority. 

Ruth*  O,  fie  uport't,  brother,  I  did  forget  to  acquaint 
you  with  a  bufmefs  before  the  gentlemen  weut.  O  me, 

what 
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what  a  fieve-like  memory  have  I!  'Twas  an  ^ important 
affair  too. 

Abel.  If  you  Jifcover  it  to  me,  I  fhall  render  you  my 
opinion  upon  the  whole. 

Ruth.  The  two  gentlemen  have  repented  of  their  ob- 
ftinacy,  and  would  now  prelent  five  hundred  pounds  to 
your  good  honourable  mother,  to  ftand  their  friend, 
that  they  may  be  permitted  to  take  the  covenant ;  and 
we,  negligent  we,  have  let  them  go  before 'we  knew 
where  to  lend  to  them. 

A'id.  That  was  the  want  of  being  us'd  to  important 
affairs.  If  is  ill  to  neglect  the  accepting  of  their  coa- 
verfion,  together  with  their  money. 

Ruth.  Well,  there  is   but  one  way;  *  do  you  feint 
Obudiah,  in  your  father's  name,  to  defire  them  botli 
to  come  to  his  houle  about  fome   bufinefs-  that  will  be 
for  rheir   good,  .but.  no  more,  for  then  they'll  take  ic 
511 :  for  they  enjoin'd  us  lecreey  ;  and  when  they  come 
-let  us  alone  :'  Obadiah  may  enquire  them  out. 
Olad.  The-  bailiffs  did  fay  they  were   gone   to  the 
Devil. 

did.  Hrfflen  thither,  good  Obadiah,  as  if  you  had 
met  my  honourable  father,  and  defire  them  to.come  un 
to  his  houfe,  about  an  important  affair,  that  is  for  their 
good. 

Olnij.  I  fliall'uie  expedition.  [Ex/f. 

Abel.  And  we  vyill.haften  'home,  left  the  gentlemen 

*  fhould  be  before  usj  and  not  know  ho\v  to  adJrefs  their 

*  offers  ;  and   then  we  will  hailen'  our  being  united  in  : 
the  bonds  of  matrimony* 

Arb.  Soft,  and  fair  goes  far.  -  [E#eu»f.- 

Enter    the  t~iva   Colnnck,  and  Teaguer  as  at   the  f<t-uier>i. 

Car.  Did  ever  man  get  a;vay.  fo  craftily  from  the  thine 
he  lik'd  \  Terrible  bufinefs  !  afraid  to  tell  a  woman  what  ' 
fiie  defired  to  hear.     '  I  pray  .  heartily   that  the  boys  do 
'  -not  corns  to  the  knowledge  of  thy  famous  retreat  :  we 
4  flrall  be  followed  by  thofefmall  birds,  as  you  have  feeiv.- 

*  *an  o\vl  purfued. 

*  EL  I  (hall  break  fome  of  their  wings  then.' 
Car.  To   leave  a   handfome  woman  ;    a  woman  that 
came  to  be  bound  body  for  body  for  thee,  one  that  do«s 
that  which  119  woman  will  hardly  do  again,  . 
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El.  What's  that  ? 

Car.    Love  thee,    and  thy  blunt  humour ;    a  meer 
chance,  man.     Come,  Teague,  give  us  a  fong. 
lea.  I  am  a  cup  too  low. 

Car.  Here  then.  [Gives  him  a  GIafs» 

Tea.  I  (ho  u  Id  like  to  wet  t'other  eye. 
Car.  Here. 

S  O  N  G  ly  Teague. 

Laft  Patrick-mafs  night  'bove  all  days  in  the  year,. 
I  fet  out  for  London  before  I  got  there  : 
But  when  I  took  leave  of  my  own  natural  ftore.       / 
O,  whilil-a-lu,  I  did  fcreech,  bawl,  and  roar. 

I  did  wake  in  the  morning,  while  yet  it  was  night, 
And  could  not  fee  one  bit  of  land  but  was  quite  out  of 

fight  ; 

So,  with  tumbling  and  toffing,  and  jolting  poor  Teague,^ 
My  itomach  was  fea-iick  in  lefs  than  a  league.  ~* 

,At  Chefter,  to  fhew  my  high  birth  and  great  mind, 
1  took  a  place  in  the  coach,  but  walk'd  in  it  behind  ; 
The  feas  they  did  roar,  and  the  winds  were  uncivil, 
And,  upon  my  foul,  I  thought  we  were  all  blown  to  the 
devil. 

At  Coventry  next,  where  you  fee  Peeping  Tom, 
Who  was  killed  for  a  look  at  the  Duchefs*s  bum  j 
But  when  her  grace  rid  on  her  faddle  all  bare, 
Devil  burn  me,  no  wonder  that  old  Snob  did  flare. 

*  Bl.  You  praftife  your  wit  to  no  purpofe  ;    I  am  not 

*  to  be  perfuaded  to  lie  ilill,  like  a  jack-a-lent,  to  be  call 
'  at ;  I  had  rather  be  a  wifp  hung  up  for  a  woman  to 

*  fcold  at,  than  a  fix'd  lover  tor  'em  to  point  at.     Your 

*  fquib  began  to  hifs.' 

Enter  Obadiah. 

Car.  Peace  ,  man,  here's  Jupiter's  Mercury.     Is  his 
meflage  to  us,  trow  ? 

Obad.   Gentlemen,  you  are    opportunely  over- taken 
and  found  out. 
BL  How's  this  ? 

Obad,  1  come  unto  you  in  the  name  of  the  honoura 
ble 
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ble  Mr»  Day,  who  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both  about- 
fome  important  affair,  which  is  conducing  icr  your  good, 

JBl.  What  train  is  this  ? 

Car.  Peace,  let  us  not  be  raflt.  Teague* 

Tea.  Eh  ! 

Car,  Were  it  not  poffible  that  you  could  entertain  this 
fellow  in  the  next  room,  till  he  were  pretty  drunk?  \_Afide. 

Tea^  I  warrant  you,  I  will  make  him  aad  myfelf  too 
drunk,  for  thy  fweet  fake. 

Car.  Be  fure,  Teague. Some  bufinefs,    that  will 

take  us  up  a  very  little  time  to  finifh,  makes  us  defire 
your  patience  till  we  difpatch  it.  In  the  mean  time, 
Sir,  do  us  the  favour  to  call  for  a  glafs  of  fack,  in  the 
nest  room  ;  Teague  (hall  wait  upon  you,  and  drink  your 
mailer's  health. 

Obad.  It  needeth  not ;  nor  do  I  ufe  to  drink  healths. 

Car.  None  but  your  matter's,  Sir,  and  that  byway 
of  remembrance. 

Olad.  We  that  have  the  affairs  of  ftate  under  o'l  P 
tuition  cannot  long  delay  ;  my  prefence  may  be  requi» 
red  for  carrying  on  the  work. 

Car.  Nay,  Sir,  it  mall  not  exceed  above  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  ;  perhaps  we'll  wait  upon  you  to  Mr.  Day  pre- 
fently.  Pray,  Sir,  drink  but  one  glafs  or  two  ;  we 
would  wait  upon  you  ourfelves,  but  that  would  hiruklt 
us  from  going  with  you. 

Olad.  Upon,  that  confideration  I- (hall  attend  a  little. 

Car.   Go,   wait   upon   him  Now,  Teague,    or 

never. 

Tea.  I  will  make  him  fo  drunk  as-  can  be,  upon  my 
flioul*  [Exeunt  Teague  and  Obadiah. 

SI.  What  a  devil  fhould  this  meflage   mean  ? 

Car.  'Tis  too  plain  j,  this  cream  of  committee  rafcals, 
who  has  better  intelligence  than  a  flate-feeretary,  has 
heard  of  his  fon  Abel's  being  hainper'd  in  the  caufe  of 
the  wicked,  and  in  revenge  would  intice  us  to  perdition. 

BL  If  Teague  could  be  fo  fortunate  as  to  make  him 
drunk,  we  might  know  all. 

4  Car.  If  the  clofe. hearted  rogue  will  not  be  open- 

*  mouth'^,    we'll  leave  him  pawned  for  all  our  fcores, 

*  and  fhiff  his  pockets  with  blank  commiffions. 

*-  jBhtnt»  Only  fill  up  one  with  his  matter's  name. 

•  Carl 
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*•  Car.  And-another  with.his  wife's  name  for  adjutant 

*  general,  together  with  a  bill  of  ammunition  hid  under 

*  Day's  houfe,  and  make  it  be  digged  down,  with  fean- 
'  dal  of  .  delinquency.     Arafcal,   to  think  to  invite  us  in- 

*  to  Newgate  ! 

4  niunt.  Well,  we  mull  refolve  what  to  do. 

*  Car.  I  have  a  fancy  come  into  my  headr  that  may 
4  -produce  an  admirable  fcene. 

*  Slant.  Come,  let's  hear. 

*  Car.  '  Tis  upon  fuppofirion,  .  that  Teague  makes  him 
drunk  ;  and,  by  the  way,  'tis  a  good  omen  that  we 
have  no  fober  apparition  in   that  wavering  pofture  of 
frailty  ;  we'll  fend  him  home  in  a  fedan,  and  caufe  him 
to  be  delivered  in  that  good-natured  condition,  to  the 
ill-natured  rafcal  his  matter. 

«  Blunt.  It  will  be  excellent.    How.  I  pray  for  Teaguc. 

*  to  be  victorious  !* 

Enter  Mujiciafi* 

Muf.  Gentleman,  will  you  have  any  mufick  ? 
"Biunt.  Pr'ythee  no,  we  are  out  of  tune. 
Cart,  P»fli,  we  will  never  be  out  humour. 

Enter  Teague  and  Obadiah  drunk*  . 
4  See  and  rejoice  where  Teague  with  laurel  comes.* 


And  the  vanquiGied  Obadiah,  ,wuh  nothing  fix-r 
ed  about  him  but  his  eyes.  . 

Tea.  Well  no-.w,  upon  my  ftioul,  Mr.  .Obadwh  fings  - 
as  well  as  the  man  now.  Come  then,  will  you  ling  an. 
Itifli  fong  after  me  ; 

Ol>ad.  I  will  ling  IriQi  for  the  king  now. 

Tea.  I  will  fing  For  the  king,  as  well  as  .  you..    Hark 
you  now  !  \He  Jings  an  Irifii  f.ong^  a/ul  Ob;»dkih  tries,., 

S    O     N  .  G,  . 

Oh,  Teady-foley,  you-are  my  darling,- 

You  are  my  lookiiig-glals,  both  -night  -and  'morning;  • 

I  had  rather  have  you  without  a  farthing, 

Than  Bryan  Gatilichar.,  with  his  houfe  and  garden. 

Labial,  lidy,  . 


O  Norah,  agra,  I  do  not  doubt  you, 
And  tor  that  reafon  I  kifs  a-.d  mouth  you  j 
And  if  there  was  ten  and  twenty  about  youy 
Devil  burn  me,  if  I  would  go  without  you- 

La,  ral,  lidyv 

•  Obad*  That  is  too  hard  fluff;  I  cannot  do  thefe  and 
thefe  material  matters. 

Tea,    Here,   now,   we  will  take  fome  fnuff  for   the 

king So,  there,  lay  it  upon  your  hand  ;  put  one  of 

your  nofes  to  it  now  ;  fo,  fnuff  now.  Upon  my  fhoul, 
Mr.  Obad.  Commit,  will  make  a  brare  Irilhman.  Put 
this  in  your  other  nofe. 

Obad.  I  will  fnuff  for  the  king  no  more.  Good  Mr. 
Teague,  give  me  fome  more  feck,  and  fing  Englifh,  for 
my  money. 

Tea.  I  will  tell  you  that  Irifh  is  as  good  and  better  too* 
Come,  now,  we  wilt  dance.  Can  you  play  an  Irifh 
tune?  [Dance,  O'badiah  tumbles  do*vjn». 

Tea.  Obid,  Obid  !   upon  my  foul  I  believe  he's  dead, 

Car.  Dead  ! 

Tea.  Dead  drunk.     Poor  Obid  is  fick,  and  I  will  mult 
hiim  fome  wine — I  will  put  fome  fpice  in't.     [Puts  fome 
fnwffinto  tbefunnell.}  Now  I  will  howl  over  him  as  they 
do  in  Ireland:  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Car.  Peace,  Teague,  you'll  alarm  the  enemy.  Here's 
a  (hilling,  call  a  chair,  and  let  them  carry  him  in  this 
condition  to  his  kind  mafter.  If  you  meet  the  ladies,  fay, 
we  would  fpeak  with  them  at  the  Lieutenant's. 

Tea.  Give  me  the  thirteen,  and  I  will  give  him  aa 
Irifh  fedan. 

Col.  How's  that  ? 

Tea.  This  way.  [Takes  bim  by  the  hcels^  and  draws  him- 
fff.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Day  and  Afn.Day. 

Mrs.  Day.  Dil'patch  quickly  I  fay,  and  fay  1  faid  it  ; 
many  things  fall  between  the  lip  and  the  cup. 

Mr.  Dfiy.  Nay,  duck,  let  thee  alone  for  counfel.  Ah, 
if  thou  hiidit  been  a  man  ! 

Mrs.  Day.  Why  then  you,  would  have  wanted  a  wo 
man,  and  a  helper  too. 

Mr. 
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Mr,  Day.  I  profefs  fo  I  fliould,  and  a  notable  oire 
though  I  lay  it  before  thy  face,  and  that's  no  ill  one. 

Mr.'.  Day.  Come,  come,  you  are  wand'ring  from  the 
matter;  difpatch  the  marriage,  I  lay,  whilft  l"hc  is  thu* 
taken  with  our  Abel.     Women  are  uncertain. 
Mr.  Day.  How  if  fl  e  fhould  be  coy  ? 
Mrs.  Day.  You  are  at  your  //}  again  ;   if  flie  be  foolifli, 
tell  her  plainly  what  (he  mull  trull  to  :.  no  Abel,  no  land, 
Plain-dealing's  a  jeweli     Have  you  the  writings   drawn, 
as  I'advifedyou,  which  flie  mull  fign  ? 

Mr.  Dnv.  Ay,  I  warrant  you,  duck ;  here,  here  they 
be.     Oh,  (he  hat  a  brave  eltate ! 
Mrs.  Day.  What  news  you  have  ! 
Mr,  Day.  Look  you,  wife' 

[Day  pulh  nut  writings,  ami  lays  out  bis  ket*. 
Mrs,  Day.  Pifh,  teach  your  grannum  to  fpin ;  let  me 
fee. 

Enttr  a  Servant. 

Serv.  May  it  plcafe  your  honour,  your  good  neighbour 
Zachariah  is  departing  this  troublefome  life  :  he  has  made 
your  honour  his  executor,  but  cannot  depart  till,  he  has- 
feen  your  honours. 

Mr.  Day.  Alas !  alas !  a  good  man  will  leave  us.— • 
Come,  good  duck,  let  us  hailen.  Where  is  Obadiah,. 
to  ufher  you  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  Why,  Obadiah  ! — A  varlet,  to  be  out  of 
the  way  at  fuch  a-,  time;  truly  he-  moveth  my  wrath. 
Come,  hufoand,  along  ;  I'll  take  Abel  in. his  place. 

[  Exeunt V 

Enter  Ruth  ami  Arbella. 

Ruth.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  alarm  ?  There's; 
foine  carrion  dilcover'd;  the  crows  are  all  gone  upon  a. 
Iwdden. 

Ariel.  The  flie  Day  call'd'  moft  fiercely  for  Obadiah... 
Look  here,  Ruth,  what  have  they  k-it  bcliind  ? 

Ruth.  As  I  live,  it  is  the  Day's  hunch  of  keys,  which 

he  alwa\  s  keeps  Ibclofelyii well it.  thou  hail*. 

any  (nettle  now's  the  time. 
Arid.  To  do  what  ? 
Ruth..  To.  fly  out  of  Egypt.. 

Enter 
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Enter  Abel. 
Arid,  Peace,  we  are  betray'd  elfe  ;  as  fure  as  can  be, 

ivench,  he's  come  back  for  the  keys. 

Rut/.'.   We'll  forfwear  'em  in  confident  words,  and  no 

!efs  confident  countenances. 

Aid,  An  important  affair  hath  call'd  my   honourable 

father  and  mother  forth,  and  in  the  abfence  of  Obadiah, 

1  am  enforced  to  attend  their  honours;   '  and  therefore, 
I  conceived  it  right  and  meet  to  acquaint  you  with  it; 

1  left  in  my  abfence  you  might  have  apprehended  that 

1  fome  iTiifchance  had  befallen  my  perfon  :  therefore  I  de- 
fire  you  to  receive  coniblation  :'  and  fo  -I  bid  you  hear- 

ily  farewel.  {Exit* 

Ariel.  Given  from  his  mouth,  this  tenth  of  April- 
He  put  me  in  a  cruel  fright 

•*  Ruth.  As  I  live  I'm  all  over  in  fuch  a  dew  as  hangs 
about  a  itill,  -when  'tis  firft  fet  a  going ;  but  this  is  bet 
ter  and  better  :  there  never  was  fuch  an  opportunity  to 
break  priibn.  I  know  the  very  places,  the  holes  in 
his  clofet,  where  the  compofition  of  your  eftate  lies* 
and  where  the  deeds  of  my  own  eftate  lie.  I  have  caft 
my  eye  upon  them  often,  when  I  have  gone  up  to  him 
on  errands,  and  to-call  him  to  dinner.'— If  I  mils,  hang 

ne. 

Ariel.  But  whither  fliall  we  go? 
Ruth.  To  a  friend  of  mine,  and  of  my  father's,  that 

Ives  jiear  the  Temple,  and  will  harbour  us,  fear  not; 

cd  fo  fet  up  for  ourfelves,  and  get  our  colonels. 
Ariel.  Nay,  the  mifchief  that  I  have  done,  and  the 

ondition  we  are  in,  makes  me  as  ready  as  thou  art. 
>me,  let's  about  it. 
Ruth.  Stay  ;  do  you  itand  centinel  here.     That's  the 

lofet-window .;  I'll  call  for  ilvee,   if  I  need  thee  ;  and 

)e  fure  to  give  notice  of  any  news  of  the  enemy.  [Exit. 
Ariel.  I  warrant  thee- — '  May  but  this  departing  bro 
ther  have  fo  much  firing  of  life  left  him,  as  may  tie 
.this  expedYmg  Day  to  his  bedfide,  till  we  have  com 
mitted  this  honeft  robbery' Hark  !  what's  that 

iis  appreheniion  can  make  a  noife  when  there  is  none. 
Ruth.  I  have  'em,  I  have 'em  ;  nay  the  whole  covey, 

nd  his  feal  at  arms  bearing  a  dog's  leg*  [Above. 

Ariel.  Come,  make  hafte  then. 

*  «  Ruth* 
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*  Ruth.  As  I  live,    here's  a  letter  counterfeited,  from 
•*  the  king,  to  the  rafcal  his  rebellious  fubjed  Day  ;  with 
•*  a  remembrance  to  his  ditcreet  wife.     Nay,  what  dolt 
•*  thou  think  thefe  are?  I'll  but  caft  my  eye  upon   thefe 

*  papers,  that  were  fchifmatical,  and  lay  in  feparatioa  ; 
•*  what  do'ft  thou  think  they  are  ? 

«  Arbcl.  I  can't  tell.     Nay,  pr'ythee  come  away. 
•«  Ruth.  Out  upon  the  precife  baboon  !  they  are  letters 

*  from  two  wenches ;  one  for   an   encreafe  of  falary    to 

*  maintain  his    unlawful   iflue ;  another  from  a   wench 
«  thnt  had  more  conscience  than  he,  and  refused  to  take 

*  the  phyfic  that  he  prefcrib'd  to  take  away  a   natural 

*  tympany. 

«  Arbd.  Nay,  pr'ythee  difpatch; 

*  Ruth.  Here  be  abundance  more.    Come,  run  up, 

*  and  help  me  carry  'enr.     We'll  take  the  whole  index  of 
••  his  rogueries:  we  fhall  be   furnifh'd  with  fuch  aims, 
•*  offenfive  and  defensive,  that  we  (hall  never  need  fue  to 

*  him  for  a  league.     Come,  make  hafte. 

*  Ariel.  I  come. 

Enter  Teague,  with  Obadiah  on  his  back. 

Tea.  Long  life  to  you,  Madam;  my  mafter  is  at  Lieu 
tenant  Story's  and  wants  to  fpeak  to  you,  and  that  dear 
creature  too. 

Arbel.  and  Ruth.  Conduct  us  to  him. 

Yea.  Oh,'  that  I  will— Come  along  and  I  will  follow 
you.  \JExcvnt  all  but  Obadiah. 

Obaa.  Some  fmall  beer,  good  Mr.  Teague. 

Enter  as  refurn'd,  Mr.  Day,  Mrs.  Day,  and  Abel. 

Mr.  Day.  He  made  a  good  end,  and  departed  as  unto 
Ueep. 

Mrs.  Day.  I'll  aflure  you  his  wife  took  on  grievoufly  ; 
I  do  not  believe  (he'll  marry  this  half  year. 

Mr.  Day.  He  died  full  of  exhortation.  Ha,  duck, 
fhou'dft  be  forry  to  lofe  me  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  Lofe  you  J  I  warrant  you  you'll  live   as 

long  as  a  better  thing Ah,  Lord  !  what's  that  ? 

[Obadiah  fings* 

Mr.  Day:  How  now  !  what's  this  ? — How  !  Obadiah — 
and  in  a  drunken  diftemper  afluredly  ! 

Mrs.  Day.  O  fie  upon't,  who  vvou'd  hare  believ'd  that 

we 
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we  fliouldhave  liv'd  to  have  feen  Obadiah  overcome  with 
the  creature  ? — Where  have  you  been,  firrah  ? 

Obad.  D — d— drinking  the  ki — ki — king's  health. 

Mr.  Day.  O  terrible  !  tome  di (grace  put  upon  us,  and 
(haine  brought  within  our  walls.  I'll  go  lock  up  my 
neighbour's  will,  and  come  down  and  {hew  him  a  reproof. 

How how 1  cannot  feel  my  keys nor— 

[He  feels  in  bis  pockets,  and  leaps  uj>,]  hear  'em  gingte.— 
Didft  thou  fee  my  keys,  duck  ? 

Mrs.  Day.  Duck  me  no  ducks.  I  fee  your  keys !  fee  a 
fool's  head  of  your  own  !  Had  I  kept  them,  I  warrant 
they  had  been  forth-coming.  You  are  fo  flapphh,  you. 
throw  'em  up  and  down  at  your  tail.  Why  don't  you 
go  look  if  you  have  not  left  them  in  the  door  ? 

Mr.  Day.  1  go,   I  go,  duck.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Day.  Here,  Abel,  take  up  this  fallen  creature, 
who  has  left  his  uprightnefs ;  carry  him  to  a  bed,  and 
when  he  is  return'd  to  himfelf,  I  will  exhort  him. 

Abel.  He  is  exceedingly  overwhelmed. 

[He goes  to  lift  bun  up. 

Obad.  Stand  away,  I  fay,  and  give  me  fume  more  fack, 
that  I   may  drink  a  health  to  the  king.  [Obadiah^/^s 
Teady  Folcy.]  Where's  Mr.  Teague  ? 
Enter  Mr.  Day. 

Mr.  Day.  Undone,  undone!  robb'd,  robbM!  the 
doors  left  open,  and  all  my  writings  and  papers  ftolen  ! 
"Undone,  undone! — Tluth,  Ruth! 

Mrs.  Day.  Why,  Ruth,  I  fay  !  Thieves,  thieves ! 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  What's  the  matter,  forfooth  !  Here  has  been  no 
thieves  :  I  have  not  been  a  minute  out  of  the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Day.  Where's  Ruth,  and  Mrs.  Arbella? 

Serv.  I  have  not  feen  them  a  pretty  while. 

Mr.  Day.  'Tis  they  have  robb'd  me,  and  taken  aw<iy 
the  writings  of  both  their  eftates.  Undone,  undone! 

Mrs.  Day.  This  came  with  ftaying  for  you,  [To  Abel.] 
coxcomb,  we  had  come  back  fooner  elfe  :  you  flow  drone, 
we  muft  be  undone  for  your  dullnefs. 

Obad.  Be  not  in  wrath. 

Mrs.  Day.  I'll  wrath  you,  ye  rafcal  you.     I'll  teach 
you,  you  drunken  rafcal,  and  you,  fober  dull  man. 
F 
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ObaiL  Your  feet  are  fwift  and  violent ;  their  motion 
will  make  them  fume. 

Mrs.  Day.  D'you  lie  too,  ye  drunken  rafcal  ? 
Mr.  Day.  Nay,  patience,  good  duck,  and  let's  lay  out 
for  thefe  women  ;  they  are  the  thieves. 

Mrt.  D.iy.  'Twas  you  that  left  your  keys  upon  the  ta 
ble  to  tempt  them  :  ye  need  cry,  good  duck,  be  patient. 
Bring  in  the  drunken  rafcal,  ye  booby  :  when  he  is  fober, 
he  may  difcover  fomething.  Come,  take  him  up  ;  I'll 
hare  'em  hunted.  [Exeunt  Mr.  Day  and  Mrs.  Day. 

Aid.  I  rejoice  yet,  in  the  midft  of  my  fufferings,  that 
my  miftrefs  faw  not  my  rebukes.  Come,  Obadiah,  I 
pray,  raife  yourfelf  upon  your  feet,  and  walk. 

Obad,  Have  you  taktn  the  covenant  ?  That's  the  quef- 
tion. 

Abel  Yea. 

Obad.  And  will  you  drink  a  health  to  the  king?  That's 
t'other  queftion. 

Abel*  Make  not  thyfelf  a  fcorn. 
Obad.  Scorn  in  my  face  !  Void,  youn  g  Satan. 
Abel,  I  pray  you,  walk  in,  I  (hall  beaffifting. 
Obad.  Stand  off,  and  you  (hall  perceive,  by  my  fteadfaft 
going,  that  I  am  not  drunk.     Look  ye  now— fo,  foftly, 
foftly  ;  gently,  good  Obadiah,  gently  and  fteadily,  for 
fear  it  fhould  be  faid  that  thou  art  in  drink.     So,  gently 
and  uprightly,  Obadiah. 

[He  moves  bis  legs,  bnt  Jlandsjlill, 
Abel.  You  do  not  move. 
Obad*  Then  do  I  ftand  ftill,  as  faft  as  you  go. 

Enter  Mrs,  Day. 

Mrs.  Day.  What,  flay  all  day  !  There's  for  you,  Sir ; 
[To  Abel.]  you  are  a  fweet  youth  to  leave  in  truft. 
Along,  you  drunken  rafcal ;  [To  Obadiah.]  I'll  fet  you 
both  forward. 

Obad.  The  Philiflines  are  upon  us,  and  Day  has  broke 
loofe  from  darknefs ;  high  keeping  has  made  her  fierce. 

[She  beats  them  off* 

Mrs.  Day.  Out,  you  drunken  rafcal !  I'll  make  you 
move,  you  beaft.  [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT        V. 

'  Enter  Bookfdkr  and  Bailiffs,    laving    laid    hold    oft 
4  Teague. 

•  BOOKSELLER. 

'    /^<OME  along,  Sir;   I'll  teach  you  to  take  covenants. 
\^jt     *  Tea.  Will  you  teach  me  then  ?  Did  not  I  take 

•  it  then?  Why  will  you  teach  me  now  ? 

*  Book.  You  fliall  pay  dearly  for  the  blows  you  ftruck 
'  me,  my  wild  Irifh  ;  by  St.  Patrick,  you  fliall. 

'  Tea.  What  have  you  now  to  do  with  St.  Patrick  ?  he 
'  will  fcorn  your  covenant. 

*  Book.  I'll   put  you,    Sir,    where    you    (hall  have 
'  worfe  liquour  than  your  bonny-clabber. 

*  Tea.  Bonny-clabber!  By  mygollip's  hand  now,  you 
'  are  a  rafcal  if  you  do  not   love   bonny-clabber;  and  I 

•  will  break  your  pate  if  you  will  not  let  me  go  to  my 

•  mafter. 

'  Book.   O,    you    are    an    impudent  rafcal.     Come, 
'  away  with  him. 


*  Car.  How   now  !  —  hold,  my    friend;  whither    dv> 

*  you  carry  my  fervant  ? 

*  Book.  I   have  arrefted  him,    Sir,  for  flriking  me, 
'  and  taking  away  my  books. 

*  Car.  What  has  he  taken  away  ? 

*  Book.  Nay,  the  value  of  the  thing  is  not  much  ; 
'  'twas  the  covenant,  Sir. 

*  Tea.  Well,  I  d  d  take  the  covenant,  and  my  mafter 

*  took  it  from  me;  and  we  have  taken  the  covenant  then, 

*  h.ive  we  not  ? 

'  Car.  Here,  honeft  fellow,  here's  more  than  thy  co* 

*  venant's  worth  ;   here,  bailiffs,  here's  for'you  to  drink. 

*  Book.  Well,  Sir,  you  feem  au  honeft  gentleman  ; 

*  for  your  fake,  and  in  hopes  of  your  cuftom,  I  releafe 
'  him. 

*  i  Bail.  Thank  ye,  noble  Sir. 

'  {Exeunt  Book,  and  Bail: 

*Car.  Farewel,  ray  noble  friends  -  fo—  —  d'ye  hear, 
'  Teague,  pray  take  no  more  covenants.'  —  Have  you 
paid  the  money  I  fent  you  with  ? 

F  z  Tea. 
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Tea.  Yes,  but  I  will  carry  no  more,  look  you  there 
now. 

Car.  Why,  Teague  ? 

Tea.  Godfa'my  Ihoul  now,  I  fliall  run  away  with   if. 

Cttr.  Pifh,  thou  ait  too  honeft. 

'Tea.  That  I  am  too,  upon  my  fhoul  now  ;  but  the  de 
vil  is  not  honeft,  that  he  is  not ;  he  would  not  let  me 
alone  when  I  was  going  ;  but  he  made  me  go  to  this  little 
long  place  j  and  t'othei  little  long  place  ;  and,  upon  my 
ihoul,was  carrying  me  into  Ireland,  for  lie  made  me  go  by 
:i  dirty  place  like  a  lough  now  ;  and  therefore  I  know  now 
it  w;.sihe  way  to  Ireland.  Then  I  would  flay  iVill,  and 
then  he  would  make  me  go  on  ;  and  then  I  would  go  tp 
one  fide,  and  he  would  nnike  me  go  to  t'other  lide  ;  and 
ihen  I  got  a  little  farther,  and  did  run  then;  and  upotx 
my  fhoul  the  devi!  could  not  catch  me  ;  and  then  I  did 
p:iy  the  money  :  but  I  will  carry  no  money,  that  I  wiU 
not.  , 

Car.  But  thou  fha't,  Teague,  when  I  have  more  to 
fend  ;  thou  art  proof  now  againft  temptation. 

Tea.  Well  then,  if  you  fend  me  with  money  again, 
and  if  I  do  not  come  to  thee  upon  the  time,  the  devil 
will  make  me  begone  then  with  the  money.  Here's  a 
pap*.',  for  thee,  'tis  a  quit  way  indeed. 

Car.  That's  well  faid,  Teague \Reads. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  Obadiah,  and ScUiers. 

Ql>ad.  See,  Sir,  Providence  hath  directed  us;  there 
is  one  of  them  that  cloa.thed  me  with  fhame,  and  the 
moft  malignant  among  the  wicked. 

Mr.  Day.  Soldiers,  feize  him.  I  charge  him  with 
treafon  i  Here's  a  warrant  to  the  keeper,  as  I  told  you. 

*    i  Sold.  Nay,  no  refinance  now.' 

Car.  What's  the  matter,  rafcals  ? 

Mr.  Day.  You  {hall  know  thar,  to  yourcoft,  hereafter, 
Away  with  him. 

Car.  Teague,  tell  'em  I  fhall  not  come  home  to-nightf 
I  am  engaged. 

Tea.  I  pr'ythee,  be  not  engaged. 

Car.  Gentlemen,  I  am  guilty  of  nothing,  that  I 
know  of. 

Mr.  Day.  That  will  appear,    Sir. — Away  with  him. 

Tea.  What  will  you. do  with  nv.  matter,  now. 
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Be  quiet,  Sir,  or  you  fliall  go  with  him* 

Tea.  That  I  will,  for  all  you,  you  old  fool. 

Car.  Teague,  come  hither* 

Tea.  Sir? 

Car.  Here,  take  this  key,  open  my  bureau,  and  burn 
all  the  papers  you  find  there  ;  and  here,  burn  this  letter. 

Tea.  Pray,  give  me  that  pretty,  clean  lette«,  to  fend 
to  my  mother. 

Car.  No,  no  ;  be  fure  to  do  as  I  tell  you. 

Mr.  Day.  Away  with  him.  We  will  be  avenged  en 
the  fcoruer ;  and  I'll  go  home,  and  tell  my  duck  rhis 
part  of  my  good  fortune.  [Exeunt. 

•  Enter  Chairmen  with/eilans^  Ruth  and  ArbeHa  come  out* 

'  Ruth.  So  far  we  are  right. — Now,  honeft  fellow, 

*  ftep  over,  and   tell  the  two  gentlemen,  that  we  two 
'  women  defire  to  fpeak  with  them. 

Enter  Col.  Blunt,  and  Lieutenant. 

'  Chair.  See,  miftrefs,  here's  one  of  them* 

Ruth.  That's  thy  colonel,  Arbella ;  catch  him  quickly, 
«r  he'll  fly  again. 

Arb.  What  ftiould  I  do  ? 

4  Ruth.  Put  forth  fome  good  words,  *  as  they  ufe  to 
'  fiiake  oats,  when  they  go  to  catch  a  fluttifh  jade.* 
Advance. 

Arb.  Sir. 

Blunt.  Lady? Tis  flie. 

Arb.  I  wifti,  Sir,  that  my  friend  and  I  had  fome  con- 
veniency  of  fpeaking  to  you  ;,  we  now  want  the  affiftance 
of  fome  noble  friend. 

Blunt.  Then  I  am  happy  :  bring  me  but  to  do  fome- 
thing  for  you.  I  would  have  my  actions  talk,  not  I. 
My  friend  will  be  here  immediately  ;  I  dare  fpeak  for 
him  toe — Pardon  my  laft  confufion  ;  but  what  I  told  you 
was  as  true  as  if  I  had  ilaid — 

Ruth.  To  make  affidavit  of  it. 

Blunt.  Good,  overcharged  gentlewoman,  fpare  me 
but  a  little. 

Arb.  Pr'ythee,  peace.  Can 'ft  thou  be  merry,  and  we 
in  this  condition  ?  — Sir,  I  do  believe  you  noble,  truly 
worthy.  If  we  might  withdraw  any  whither  out  of  fight,. 
I  would  acquaint  you  with  the  bufinefs.. 

F  3  Lien.. 
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Li,-n.  My  houle,  ladies,  is  at  that  door,  where  both 
the  colonels  lodge.  Pray,  command  it.  Colonel  Care- 
lei's  will  immediately  be  here. 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  He  will  not  come  :  that  commit  rogue  Day  has 
got  him  with  men  in  red  coats,  and  he  is  gone  to  prifon 
here  below  this  ftreetl"  He  would  not  let  me  go  with  him, 
i'faith,  but  made  me  come  tell  thee  now. 

Ruth.  O,  my  heart ! — Tears,  by  your  leave,  a  while. 
—[Wipes  her  Eyes.']  D'ye  hear,  Arbella,  here,  take  all 
the  trinkets,  only  the  bait  that  I'll  ufe,  *  accept  of  this 

*  gentleman's  houfe,  there  let  me  find  thee,  I'll  try  my 
4  ikill — Nay,  talk  not.  {Exit. 

Blunt.  Carelefs  in  prifon !  Pardon  me,  Madam ;  I 
muft  leave  you  for  a  little  while ;  pray  be  confident ; 
4  this  honeft  friend  of  mine  will  ufe  you  with  all  refpedts 

*  till  I  return.' 

Arl.  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  Sir  ? 

Blunt.  I  cannot  tell ;  yet  I  muft  attempt  fomething. 
You  fhall  have  a  fudden  account  of  all  things.  You  fay 
you  dare  believe  ;  pray  be  as  good  as  your  word  ;  and 
whatever  accident  befals  me,  know  I  love  you  dearly. 
'  Why  do  you  weep  ? 

*  Arb.  Do  not  run  yourfelf  into  a  needlefs  danger. 

*  Blunt.  How  !  D'ye  weep  for  me  ?    Pray  let  me  fee. 
'  Never  woman  did  fo  before,   that  I  know  of.     I  am 

*  ravifh'd  with  it.     The  round  gaping  earth  ne'er  fuck'd 

*  fhowers  fo  greedily  as  my  heart  drinks  thefe.     Pray,  if 
4  you  love  me,  be  but  fo  good  and  kind  as  to  confefs  it. 

*  Arb.  Do  not  alk  what  you  may  tell  yourfelf. 

*  Blunt.  I  mult  go;    honour  and  frieadflrip  call  me. 

*  Here,  dear  lieutenant,   I  never  had  a  jewel  but  this ; 
4  ufe  it  as  right  ones  fhould  be  ufed  ;  do  not  breathe  up. 

*  on  it,  but  gaze  as  I  do — Hold — one  word  more.     The 

*  foldier  that  you  often  talk'd  of  to  me,  is  flill  honeil  ?  . 
4  Lieu.  Meft  perfectly. 

*  Blunt.  And  I  may  truft  him  ? 
4  Lieu.  With  your  life. 

4  Blunt.  Enough — Pray  let  me  leave  my  laft  looks 

4  fix'd  upon  you So  ;    I  love  you,  and  am  honeft. 

«  Be  careful,    good   lieutenant,    of  this  treafure— flic 

*  weeps  fall — I  cannot  go,  and  yet  I  muft.'  [Exit. 

Lieu. 
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Lieu.  Madam,  pray  let  my  houfe  be  honoured  with 
you.  Be  confident  ot  all  refpeft  and  faith. 

*  Arb.  What  uncertainties  purfue  rny  love  and  for- 
«  tune!'  [£xit. 

Enter  Ruth  with  a  Soldier. 

Ruth.  Come,  give  me  the  bundle;  fo,  now  the  habit. 
'Tis  well ;  there's  for  your  pains.  Be  fecret,  and  wait 
where  I  appointed  you. 

Sohl.  If  I  fail,  may  I  die  in  a  ditch.  [Exit. 

Ruth.  Now,  for  my  wild  colonel.  '  Firft,  here's  a 
'  note,  with  my  Lady  Day's  feal  to  it,  for  his  releafe; 

*  if  that  fails,  (as  he  that  fhoots  at  thefe  rafcals  muft 
'  have  two  firings  to  his  bow)    then  here's  my   red- 
'  coat's  fkin  to  difguife  him,  and  a  firing  to  draw  up  a 

*  ladder  of  cords,  which  I  have  prepar'd  againft  it  grows 

*  dark.     One  of  them  will  hit  fure.     I  muft  have  him 
'  out ;    and  I  muft  have  him,  when  he  is  out.     I  have 

*  no  patience  to  expeft.'    Within  there — ho  !— 

Enter  Keeper, 

Ruth.  Have  not  you  a  prifoner,  Sir,  in  your  cuftody, 
one  Colonel  Carelefs  ? 

Keep.  Yes,  Miftrefs ;  and  committed  by  your  father, 
Mr.  Day. 

*  Ruth.  I  know  it;    but  there  was  a  miftake  in  it. 
'  Here's  a  warrant  for  his  delivery,  under  his  hand  and 

*  feal. 

*  Keep.    I  wou'd  willingly   obey   it,    Miftrefs ;    but 

*  there's  a  general  order  come  from  above,  that  all  the 
'  king's  party  fhou'd  be  kept  clofe,  and  none  releas'd, 
4  but  by  the  ftates  order. 

«  Ruth.  This  goes  ill.' — May  I  fpeak  with  him,  Sir? 

Keep.  Very  freely,  Miftrefs ;  there's  no  order  to  for 
bid  any  to  come  to  him.  To  fay  truth,  'tis  the  moft 
pleafant'ft  gentleman — I'll  call  him  forth.  [Exit. 

Ruth.  O*  my  confcience.  every  thing  muft  be  in  love 
with  him.  Now  for  my  laft  hopes  j  if  this  fail,  I'll  ufe 
the  ropes  myfelf. 

Enter  Keeper  and  Carelefs. 

Car.  Mr.  Day's  daughter  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Keep.  Ay,  Sir,  there  fhe  is.  [Exit. 

Ruth.   Oh,  Sir,  does  the  name  of  Mr,  Day's  daughter 

trouble 
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trouble  you?   You  tove  the  gentlewoman,  but  hate  hi* 
daughter. 

Car.  Yes,  I  do  love  the  gentlewoman  you  fpeak  of, 
rnoft  exceedingly. 

Ruth.  And  the  gentlewoman  loves  you.  But  what 
luck  this  is,  that  Day's  daughter  fliould  ever  be  with  her, 
to  fpoii  all  1 

Car.  Not  a  whit,  one  way ;  I  have  a  pretty  room 
within,  dark,  and  convenient. 

Ruth.  For  what  ? 

Car.  For  you  and  I  to  give  counter-fecurity  for  our 
kindnefs  to  one  another. 

Ruth.  But  Mr.  Day's  daughter  will  be  there,  too. 

Car.  'Tis  dark ;  we'll  ne'er  fee  her. 

Ruth.  You  care  not  who  you  are  wicked  with.  Me- 
thinks  a  prifon  fhou'd  tame  you. 

*  Car.  Why,  d'ye  think  a  prifon  takes  away  blood 
'  and  fight  ?  As  long  as  I  am  fo  qualified,  I  am  touch- 
'  wood  j  and  whenever  you  bring  fire,  I  mail  fall  a  burn- 

•  ing. 

*  Ruth.  And  you  wou'd  quench  it. 

'  Car.  And  you  fliall  kindle  it  again. 

'  Ruth.  No,  you  will  be  burnt  out  at  laft,  burnt  to  a 

*  coal,  black  as  difuoneft  love.' 

Car.  Is  this  your  bufinefs  ?  Did  you  come  to  diflurb 
my  contemplations  with  a  fermon  ?  Is  this  all  ? 

Ruth.  One  thing  more— I  love  you,  it's  true ;  but  I 
love  you  honeftly.  If  you  know  how  to  love  me  virtu- 
oufly,  I'll  free  you  from  prifon,  and  run  all  fortunes 
with  you. 

Car.  Yes,  I  cou'd  love  thee  all  manner  of  ways :  '  if 
'  I  cou'd  not,  freedom  were  no  bait ;  were  it  from  death, 
'  I  ftiou'd  defpife  your  offer,  to  bargain  for  a  lie — * 
But 

*  Ruth.  Oh  noble  !'— But  what  ? 

Car.  The  name  of  that  rafcal  that  got  thee.  Yet  I 
lie  too ;  he  ne'er  got  a  limb  of  thee.  Pox  on't !  Thy 
mother  was  as  unlucky  to  bear  thee.  But  how  fliall  we 
falve  that  ?  Take  off  but  thefe  incumbrances,  and  I'll 
purchafe  thee  in  thy  fmock  j  but  to  have  fuch  a  flaw  in. 
jny  title 

Ruth.  Can  I  help  nature  ? 

Can 
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Car.  Or  I  honour  ?  Why,  hark  you  now  ;  do  but 
fwear  me  into  a  pretence ;  do  but  betray  me  with  an 
oath,  that  thou  were  not  begot  on  the  body  of  Gillian, 
my  father's  kitchen-maid. 

Ruth.  Who's  that  ; 

Car.  Why,  the  honourable  Mrs.  Day,  that  now  is. 

Ruth.  Will  you  believe  me  if  I  fwear  ? 

Car.  Ay,  that  I  will,  though  I  know  all  the  while 
'tis  not  true. 

Ruth.  I  fwear,  then,  by  all  that's  good,  I  am  not 
their  daughter. 

Car.  Poor,  kind,  perjur'd,  pretty  one,  I  am  behol 
den  to  thee.  Wou'dfl  damn  thyfelf  for  me  ? 

Ruth.  You  are  miftaken.      I  have  try'd  you   fully. 

*  You  are  noble,  and  I  hope  you  love  me.     Be  ever 

*  firm  to  virtuous  principles.'     My  name  is  not  fo  godly  a 
one   as   Ruth,  but   plain   Anne,    daughter  to   Sir  Ba!)l 
Thorowgood  ;    *  one,  perhaps,  that  you  have  heard  of, 
'  iince  in  the  world  he  has  ftill  had  fo  loud  and  fair  a  cha- 
'  rafter.'     'Tis  too  long  to  tell  you  how  this  Day  got  me, 
an  infant,  and  my  eftate,  into  his  power,  and  made  me 
pafs  for  his  own  daughter,  *  my  father  dying  when  I  was 

*  but  two  years  old.     This  I  knew  but  lately,  by  an  un- 
'  expected  meeting  of  an  ancient  fervant  of  my  father's.' 
But  two  hours  fince,  Arbella  and  I  found  an  opportunity 
of  ftealing  away  all  the  writings  that  belong'd  to  my 
eftate,  and  her  compolition.     In  our  flight  we  met  your 
friend,  with  whom  I  left  her,  as  foon  as  I  had  intelligence 
of  your  misfortune,  to  try  to  get  your  liberty  ;  which  if 
I  can  do,  you  have  your  eftate,  for  I  have  mine. 

Car.  'I  hou  more  than 

Rutb.  No,  no,  no  raptures  at  this  time.  Here's  your 
difguife,  purchas'd  from  a  true-hearted  red-coat.  *  Here 

*  is  a  bundle.'     Let  this  line  down  when  'tis  almoftdark, 
and  you  fiiall  draw  up  a  ladder  of  ropes.  '  If  the  ladder  of 

*  ropes  be  done  fooner,  I'll    fend  it  by  a  Ibldier  that  I 

*  daretruft,  and  you  may.  Your  window's  large  enough.' 
As  foon  as  you  receive  it,  come  down  j   '  if  not,  when 

*  'tis  dark,  let  down  your  line,'  and  at  the  bottom  of  the 
window  you   fhall  find  yours,  more  than  her  own,  not 
Ruth,  but  Anne, 

Car.  I'll  leap  into  thy  arms— — 

R*tb* 
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Ruth.  So  you  may  break  your  neck.  If  you  do,  I'll 
jump  too.  Bat  time  fteals  on  our  words — ObferTe  all  I 
told  you.  So,  farewel. 

Car.  Nay,  as  the  good  fellows  ufe  to  fay,  let  us  not 
part  with  dry  lips Onekifs. 

Ruth.  Not  a  bit  of  me,  'till  I  am  all  yours. 

Car.  Your  hand,  then,  to  Ihew  I  am  grown  reafonable. 
A  poor  cosnpounder. 

Ruth.  Pith  !  there's  a  dirty  glove  upon't. 

*  Car.  Give  me  but  any  naked  part,  and  I'll  kifs  it  at 

*  a    fnail    creeps,  and  leave  fign    where   my  lips  (lid 

*  along 

*  Ruth.  Good  fnail,  get  out  of  your  hole  firft;  think 

*  think  of  your  bufmefs.     So,  fare ' 

Car.  Nay,  pr'ythee  be  not  afhained  that  thou  are  loth 
to  leave  me.  'Slid,  lama  man;  but  I  am  as  arrant  a 
rogue  as  thy  quondam  father,  Day,  if  I  could  not  cry,  to 
leave  you  a  brace  of  minutes. 

Ruth.  Away  !  we  grow  foolilh — farewel — yet,  be 
careful Nay,  go  in. 

Car.  Do  you  go  firfr. 

Ruth.  Nay,  fit:,  go  in. 

Car.  We'll  fairly,  then,  divide  the  victory,  and  draw 
off  together. — So — I  will  have  the  laftlook. 

[Exeunt  feverally,  looking  at  one  anottxr» 
Enter  Col.  Blunt,  and  Soldier. 

Blunt.  No  more  words.  I  do  believe,  nay,  I  know 
thou  art  honeft.  I  may  live  to  thank  thee  better. 

Sol.  I  fcorn  any  encouragement  to  love  my  king,  or 
thofe  that  ferve  him  ;  I  took  pay  under  thefe  people, 
with  a  defign  to  do  him  fervice.  The  lieutenant  knows  it. 

Blunt.  He  has  told  me  fo.  No  more  words.  Thou 
art  a  noble  fellow.  Thou  art  fure  his  window's  large 
enough  ? 

Sol.  Fear  it  not. 

Blunt.  Here,  then,  carry  him  this  ladder  of  ropes. 
So;  now,  give  me  the  coat.  Say1  not  a  word  to  him^ 
but  bid  him  difpatch,  when  he  fees  the  coair.  clear.  He 
fhall  be  waited  for,  at  the  bottom  of  his  window.  Give 
him  thy  fword,  too,  if  he  de fires  it. 

Sol.  I'll  difpatch  it  inihntly  j  therefore  get  to  your 
place.  [  Exit. 

Blunt. 
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Blunt.  I  warrant  ye. 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  Have  you  done  every  thing,  then  ?  By  my  fliouf, 
now,  yonder  is  the  man  with  the  hard  name;  that  man, 
now,  that  I  made  drunk  for  thee;  Mr.  Tay's  ralcal. 
He  is  coming  along  there  behind  j  now,  upon  my  flioul, 
that  he  is. 

Blunt.  The  rafcal  comes  for  fome  mifchief,  Teague, 
now  or  never  play  the  man. 

Tea.  How  fhould  1  be  a  man,  then  ? 

Blunt.  Thy  matter  is  never  to  be  got  out,  if  this  rogue 
gets  hither  ;  meet  him  therefore,  Teague,  in  the  moft 
winning  manner  thou  canft,  and  make  him  once  more 
drunk,  and  it  fhall  be  called  the  Second  Edition  of  Oba- 
diah,  put  forth  with  Irifh  notes  upon  him  j  and  if  he  will 
nor  go  drink  with  thee— — — 

Tea.  \  will  carry  him  on  my  back,  if  he  will  not  go  ; 
and  if" he  will  not  be  drunk,  I  will  cut  his  throat  then, 
that  I  will,  for  my  fweet  mafternow,  that  I  will. 

Blunt.  Difpatch,  good  Teague ;  and  difpatch  him  too,  if 
he  will  not  be  conformable  ;  and  if  thou  canft  but  once 
more  be  victorious,  bring  him  in  triumph  to  Lieutenant 
Story's,  there  (hall  be  the  general  rendezvous.  Now,  or 
never,  Teague. 

Tea.  I  warrant  you,  I  will  get  drink  into  his  pate,  or 
I  will  break  it  for  him,  that  I  will,  I  warrant  you.  He 
fhall  not  come  after  you  now.  [Exit. 

*  Blunt.  Good  luck  go   with  thee!  [Exit  Teague. J 
'  The  fellow's  faithful  and  ftout ;  that  fear's  over.     Now 

*  to  my  ftation.  [Exit, 

*  Col.  Carelefs,  as  in  prifon. 

*  Car.  The  time's  almoft  come  :  how  flow  it  flutters. 

*  My  defires  are  better  winged.     How  I  long  to  counter- 

*  feit  a  faintnefs  when  I  come  to  the  bottom,  and  fink  into 

*  the  arms  of  this  dear  witty  fair  ! Ha,  who's  this  ? 

«  Enter  SoUler. 

*  Sol.  Here,  Sir,  here's  a  ladder  of  ropes  j  faften  it  to 

*  your  window,  and  defcend :  you  fhall  be  waited  for. 

*  Car.  The  careful  creature  has  lent  it — but,  d'ye  hear, 

*  Sir,  could  you  not  fpare  that  implement  by  your  fide? 

*  k  might  fervc  to  keep  off  fnull  curs, 

«  Sol. 
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*  Sol.  You'll  have  no  need  on't,  but  there  it  is ;  malce 

*  hafte,  the  coaft  is  clear.  [Exit. 

*  Car.  O  this  pretty  (he  captain  general  over  my  foul 
«  and  body ;  the  thought  of  her  mutters  every  faculty 
«  I  have  :  flie  has  fent  the  ropes,  and  ft  ays  for  me ;  no 
(  dancer  of  the  ropes  ever  flid  down  with  that  fwiftnefs, 
,  or  delire  of  hafte,  that  I  will  make  to  thee.          [Exit, 

*  Enter  Blunt  in  his  Soldier's  Coat. 
'  Blunt.  All's  quiet,  and  the  coaft  clear  ;  fo  far  it  goes 

*  well ;  that  is  the  window  ;  in  this  nook  I'll  ftand,  'till 

*  I  fee  him  coming  down.  [Steps  in. 

'  Col.  Carelefs  above,  in  hi*  foldier*!  habit,  lets  down  the 

*  ladder  of  ropes,  andfyealu. 
1  Car.  I  cannot  fee  my  north  ftar  that  I  mutt  fail  by  ; 

*  'tis  clouded:  perhaps  fhe  ftands  clofe  in  fome  corner; 

*  I'll  not  trifle  time ;  all's  clear.     Fortune,  forbear  thy 

*  tricks,  but  for  this  fmall  occafion.' 

Enter  Blcmt  and  Carelefs. 

Blunt.  What's  this  ?  a  foldier  in  the  place  of  Carelefs  ? 
I  am  betrayed,  but  I'll  end  this  rafcal's  duty. 

Car.  How,  a  foldier  ! — Betray 'd  !  this  rafcal  fhan't 
laugh  at  me.  [Both  draw* 

Blunt.  Dog. 

Car.  How,  Blunt! 

Blunt.  Carelefs ! 

Car.  You  guefs  flirewdly.  Plague,  what  contrivance 
hath  fet  you  and  I  a  tilting  at  one  another  ? 

Blunt.  How  the  devil  got  you  a  foldier's  habit  ? 

Car.  The  fame  friend,  for  ought  I  know,  that  furnifti'd 
you — This  kind  gentlewoman  is  Ruth  ftill.  Ha,  here 
flie  is !  I  was  j  wft  ready  to  be  fufpicious. 

Enter  Ruth. 
Ruth.  Who's  there  ? 
Car.  Two  notable  charging  red -coats. 
Ruth.  As  I  live,  my  heart  is  at  my  mouth. 
Car.  Pr'ythee,  let  it  come  to  thy  lips,  that  I  may  kifs 
it.     *  What  have  you  in  your  lap  ?' 

*  Ruth.  The  ladder  of  ropes ;  *  how  in  the  name 
of  wonder  got  you  hither  ? 

Car. 
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Car.  Why,  I  had  the  ladder  of  ropes,  and  came  down 
by  it. 

Rlunt.  Then  the  miibke  is  plainer  :  'twas  I  that  Cent 
the  foldier  with  the  ropes. 

Ruth,  What  an  efcape  was  this  !  Come,  let's  lofe  no 
time  ;  here's  no  place  to  explain  matters  in. 

Car.  I  will  ftrty  to  tell  thee,   I  (hall  never  deferve  thee. 

Ruth.  Tell  me  fo  when  you  have  had  me  a  little  while. 
Come,  follow  me ;  4  put  on  your  plaineil  garb  ;  not 

*  like  a  dancing  matter,  with  your  toes  out.     Come  along. 

*  \&\M}\  pulls tlM-ir  Ijati  over  their  eyes.]   Hang  down  your 

*  head,  as  if  you  wanted  p.iy. — So.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  Mrs.  Day,  and  Mrs.  Chat. 

Mrs.  Day.  Are  you  lure  of  this,  neighbour  Chat  ? 

Mrs,  Ch.  I'm  as  fureof  it,  as  I  am  that  I  have  a  nofe 
to  my  face. 

Mrs,  Day.  Is  my 

Mr.  Day.  Ay  !  is  my— — 

Mrs.  Dy.  You  may  give  one  leave,  methinks,  to  afk 
eut  one  queiVion.  Is  my  daughter  Ruth  with  her? 

Mrs.  Ch.  She  was  not,  when  I  law  Mrs.  Arbella  lad. 
I  have  not  been  to  often  at  your  honour's  hpufe,  but  that 
1  know  Mrs.  Arbella,  the  rich  heirefs,  that  Mr.  Abel 
was  to  have  had,  good  gentleman,  if  he  has  his  due. 
They  never  fufpefted  me  ;  for  I  ufed  to  buy  things  of  my 
neighbour  Story,  before  {he  married-  the  lieutenant ;  and 
llepping  in  to  fee  Mrs.  Story  that  now  is,  my  neighbour 
Wifti-well  that  was,  I  faw,  as  I  told  you,  this  very  Mrs. 
Arbella  ;  and  I  warrant  Mrs.  Ruth  is  not  far  off. 

Mrs.  Day.  Let  me  advife  then,  hufband. 

Mr.  Day.  Do,  good  duck  ;  I'll  warrant  'em- 
Ma.  Day.  You'll  warrant,  when  I  have  done  the  bufi- 
neft. 

Mr.  Day.  I  mean  fo,   duck. 

Mrs.  Day.  Well,  pray  fpare  your  meaning  too.  Firft 
then,  we'll  go  ourfelves  in  perfon  to  this  Story's  houfe,  in 
the  mean  time  fend  Abel  for  foldiers  ;  and  when  he  has 
brought  the  foldiers,  let  them  flay  at  the  door,  and  come 
uphimfelf;  and  then,  if  fair  means  will  not  do,  foul 
(hall. 

Mr.  Day.  Excellent  well  advifed,  fweet  duck.     Ah  ! 

et  thee  alone.    Begone,    Abel,    and  oblerve  thv  ni'>- 

G  ther's 
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ther's  direction.  Remember  the  place.  We'll  be  re- 
veng'd  for.  robbing  us,  and  for  all  their  tricks. 

Abel.  I  (hall  perform  ir. 

Mrs.  Dcy.  Come  along,  neighbour,  and  fliew  us  tie 
beft  way  ;  '  and  by  and  by  we  fhall  have  news  from  Oba- 
'  dian,  who  is  gone  to  give  the  other  colonel's  gaoler 
'  a  double  charge,  to  keep  the  wild  youth  clofe.  Come, 

*  hulbind,    let's   haften.'      Mrs.   Chat,    the  itate   fhali 
know  what  good  fervice  you  have  done. 

Mrs.  Chat.  I  thank  your  honour.  \Extunt. 

Enter  Arbella  and  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  Pray,  Madam,  weep  no  more  !  fpare  your  tears 
till  you  know  they  have  mifcarried. 

*  Arb.  'Tisawoman,  Sir,  that  weeps:  we  want  men's 

*  reafons,  and  their  courage  to  pratftiie  with. 

*  Lieu.  Look  up,  Madam,  and  meet  your  unexpected 

*  joys!' 

Enter  Ruth,  Carelefs,  and  Blunt. 

Arb.  Oh,  my  dear  friend  !   My  dear,  dear  Ruth  ! 

Car.  Pray,  none  of  thele  phelgmatic  hugs.  There, 
take  your  colonel;  my  captain  and  I  can  hug  afrefli 
every  minute. 

Ruth.  When  did  we  hug  laft,  good  foldier  ? 

Car.  I  have  done  nothing  but  hug  thee  in  fancy,  ever 
fince  you  Ruth  turned  Annice. 

Arb.  You  are  welcome,  Sir:  I  cannot  deny  I  fhar'd 
in  all  your  danger. 

*  Lrcu.  If  flie  had  deny'd  ir,  colonel,  I  would  have 

*  betrayed  her.' 

Blunt.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  nor  how  to  tell,  how 
dearly,  how  well — I  love  you. 

4  Arb.  Now  can't  I  fay  I  love  him  ;  yet  I  have  a  great 

*  mind  to  tell  him  too. 

*  Rtttb.   Keep't  in  and  choak  yourfelf,    or  get  the 
'  riling  of  the  lights. 

*  Arb.  What  Hiall  I  fay  ? 

*  Ruth.  Say  Ibmething,  or  he'll  vanifli. 

*  Blunt.  D'ye  not  believe  I  love  you  ?    Or  can't  you 
'  love  me  ?    Not  a  word. — Cou'd  you but ' 

Arb.  No  more  ;  I'll  fave  you  the  labour  of  counfhip, 
which  fhould  be  too  tedious  to  all  plain  and  honeft  na 
tures.  It  is  enough ;  I  know  you  love  me. 

Blunt. 
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Slant,  Or  may  I  perifli,  ubilft  I  am  (wearing  it. 
Enter  Pratt  Ice, 

Lieu.  How  now,  Jack  ? 

Soy.  Oh,  mailer,  undone  !  Here's  Mr.  Day  the  com 
mittee-man,  and  iiis  fierce  wife,  come  into  the  (hop. 
Mrs.  Chat  brought  them  in,  and  they  fay  they  will 
come  up;  they  know  that  Mrs.  Arbella,  and  their, 
daughter  Ruth,  are  here.  Deny  'em  if  you  dare,  they 
fay. 

Lieu.  Go  down,  boy,  and  tell  'em  I'm  corning  to 
'em.  [Exit  Bay.]  '  This  pure  jade,  my  neighbour  Chat, 

*  has  betray'd  us.     What  fliall  I  do  ?  I  warrant  the  raf- 

*  cal  has  foldiers  at  his  heels.     1  think  I  could  help  the 

*  colonels  out  at  a  back  doer. 

*  Blunt.  I'd  die  rather  by  my  Arbella.      Now  you. 

*  fliall  fee  I  love  you. 

4  Car.  Nor  will  1  Charles  forfake  you,  Annice.' 

Ruth.  Come,  be  chearful ;  I'll  defend  you  all  againft 
the  aflaults  of  captain  Day,  and  major-general  Day,  his 
new  drawn-up  wife.  Give  me  my  ammunition,  [70  Ar 
bella.]  the  papers,  woman.  So,  if  I  do  not  rout  'em, 
fall  on ;  let's  all  die  together,  and  make  no  more  grave* 
but  one. 

Blunt.  'Slife,  I  love  her  now,  for  all  fhe  has  jeer'd 
me  fo. 

Ruth.  *  Go  fetch  'em  in,  lieutenant.  [Exit  ticute- 
'  rtaat.y  Stand  you  all  drawn  up  as  my  referve — fo — I 
for  the  forlorn  hope. 

*  Car.  That  we  had  Teague  here  !    to  quarrel  with 
the  female  triumphing  Day,  whilft  I  threw  the  male 
Day  out  of  the  window.     Hark,  I  hear  the  troop  march 
ing  ;  I  know  the  me  Day's  flamp,  among  the  tramples 

*  of  a  regiment.' 

Arb.  They  cgme,  wench;  charge 'em  bravely;  I'll 
fecond  thee  with  a  volley. 

Ruth.  They'll  not  Hand  the  firft  charge,  fear  not ; 
now  the  Day  breaks. 

Car.  Wou'd  'twere  his  neck  were  broke. 
Enter  Mr.  Day,  and  Mrs.   Day. 

Mrs.  Day.  Ah,  ha!  My  fine  run-aways,  have  I  found 
you  ?  What,  you  think  my  hufband's  honour  lives  with 
out  intelligence.  Marry,  come  up. 

G  z  Mr. 
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Mr.  Day.  My  duck  tells  you  how  'tis  — We — 

Mrs.  Day.  Why  then  let  your  duck  tell  'em  how  'tis ; 
yer,  as  I  was  faying,  you  ft.all  perceive  we  abound  in  in 
telligence  :  elfe  'twere  not  for  us  to  go  about  to  keep  the 
nation  quiet ;  but  if  you,  Mrs.  Arbella,  will  deliver  up 
what  you  have  ftolen,  and  fubmit,  and  return  with  us, 
and  this  ungracious  Ruth 

Ruth.  Anne,  if  you  pleafe. 

Mrs.  Day.  Who  gave  you  that  name,  pray  ? 

Ruth.  My  god- fathers  and  god-mothers; on,  for- 

footh,  I  can  anfwer  a  leaf  farther. 

Mr.  Day.  Duck,  gocd  duck,  a  word  :  I  do  not  like 
this  name  Annice. 

M/s.  Day.  You  are  ever  in  a  fright,  with  a  (hrivell'd 
heart  of  your  own. — Well,  gentlewoman,  you  are  merry. 

Arl.  As  newly  come  out  of  our  wardlhips.  I  hope 
Mr.  Abel  is  well. 

Mrs.  Day.  Yes,  he  is  well ;  you  (hall  fee  him  prefent- 
ly  ;  yes,  you  fhall  fee  him. 

Car.  That  is,  with  mirmidons.  Come,  good  Anne, 
no  more  delay,  fall  on. 

Ruth.  Then,  before  the  furious  Abel  approaches  with 
h;s  red-coats,  who  perhaps  are  row  marching  under  the 
cenducl  of  that  expert  capta'-n  in  weighty  matters,  know 
the  articles  of  our  treaty  are  only  thefe :  this  Arbellu 
will  keep  her  eibte  and  not  marry  Abel,  but  this  gen-, 
tic-man;  and  I  Anne,  daughter  to  Sir  Bafil  Thorow- 
goud,  and  not  Ruth,  as  hns  been  thought,  have  taken 
iny  own  eftate,  together  with  this  gentleman,  for  bet 
ter  lor  worf'e.  \Ve  were  model},  though  thieves,  only 
plundered  our  own. 

Mn.  Day.  Yes,  gentlewoman,  you  took  fomething 
elfe,  and  that  my  huftand  can  prove  ;  it  may  coil  you 
\our  necks,  if  you  do  not  fubmit. 

Kuth.  Truth  cn't  is,  we  did  take  fomething  elfe. 

Mrs.  Dqv.  Oh,  did  you  fo  ? 

Ruth.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  one  word  in  private 
with  my  father  D«iy  ? 

1  Mrs.  Dav.  Do  fo,  do  fo  ;  are  you  going  to  compound  ? 
Oh,  'tis  father  Day,  now! 

Ruth.  D'ye  hear,  Sir;    how  long  is't  fince  you  have 
d  phylk?  [Takes  him  afile. 

Mrs. 
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Mr.  Day.  Phyfic  !  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Ruth  I  mean  phyfic.  Look  ye,  here's  a  fmall  pre- 
fcription  of  yours.  D'ye  know  this  hand-writing  ? 

Mr.  Day.  I  am  undone. 

Ruth.  Here's  another  upon  the  fame  fubjecl:.  This 
young  one,  I  believe,  came  into  this  wicked  world  for 
want  of  your  preventing  dofe  ;  it  will  not  be  taken  now 
neither.  It  feems  your  wenches  are  wilful :  nay,  I  do 
not  wonder  to  fee  'em  have  more  conference  than  you 
have. 

Mr.  Day.  Peace,  good  Mrs.  Anne  !  I  am  undone,  if 
you  betray  me. 

Enter  Abel,  goes  to  bis  father. 

Aid.  The  foldiers  are  come. 

Mr.  Day.  Go  and  fend  'em  away,  Abel ;  here's  no 
need,  no  need,  now. 

Mrs.  Day.  Are  the  foldiers  come,  Abel  ? 

dbcl.  Yes,  but  my  father  biddeth  me  lend  them  away. 

Mr.  Day.  No,  not  without  your  opinion,  duck  ;  but 
fmce  they  have  but  their  own,  1  think,  duck,  if  we  were 
all  friends——— 

Mrs.  Day.  Oh,  are  you  at  your  ifs  again  ?  D'you 
think  they  fhall  make  afoul  of  me,  though  they  make  an 
als  or  you  ?  Call  'em  up,  Abel,  if  they  will  not  fubmic  ; 
call  up  the  foldiers,  Abel. 

Ruth.  Why,  your  fierce  honour  fhall  know  the  bufi- 
refs  that  makes  the  wife  Mr.  Day,  inclinable  to  friend- 
fnip. 

Mr.  Day.  Nay,  good  fweet-heart,  come,  I  pray  let 
us  be  friends. 

Mrs.  Day.  How's  this !  What,  am  I  nor  fir  to  be 
trufted  now  ?  HHTC  you  built  your  credir  and  reputation 
upon  my  counfel  and  labours,  and  am  I  not  fit  now  to 
be  trufted  ? 

Mr.  Day.  Nay,  good  fweet  duck,  I  confefs  I  owe  all 
to  thy  wifdom.  Good  gentlemen,  perfuade  my  tiuck> 
that  we  may  be  all  friends. 

Car.  Hark  you,  good  Gillian  Day,  be  net  fo  fierce 
upon  the  hulband  of  thy  bofom  ;  'twas  but  a  finall  ilart 
ot  frailty  :  fay  it  were  a  wench,  or  fo  ? 

Ruth.  As  I  live,  he  has  hit  upon't  by  chance.  Now 
we  fliall  have  fporu  \Afidt* 
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Mrs.  Day.  How,  a  wench,  a  wench  !  Out  upon  the 
hypocrite.  A  wench  !  Was  not  I  fnfficient  ?  A  wench  ! 
I'll  be  revenue!,  let  him  be  afhamed  if  he  will ;  call  the 
fbldiers,  Abel. 

*'  Car.  Stay,  good  Abel  ;  march  not  off  fo  haftily.'  _ 

Arb.  Soft,  gentle  Abel,  or  I'll  difcuver,  you  are  in 
bonds  ;  you  (ball  never  be  releas'd,  if  you  move  a  Itep. 

Ruth.  D'ye  hear,  Mrs.  Day,  be  not  fo  furious,  hold 
your  peace  :  you  may  divulge  your  hufband's  fhame,  if 
you  are  fo  fimple,  and  caft  him  out  of  authority  ;  nay 
and  have  him  try'd  for  his  life:  read  this.  Remember 
too,  I  know  of  your  bribery  and  cheating,  and  fome- 
thing  elfe :  you  guefs.  Be  friends,  and  forgive  one 
another.  Here's  a  letter  counterfeited  from  the  king, 
to  beftow  preferment  upon  Mr.  Day,  if  he  would  turn 
honeft  ;  by  which  means,  I  fuppofe,  you  cozen'd  your 
brother  cheats ;  in  which  he  was  to  remember  his  fer- 
vice  to  you.  I  believe  'twas  your  indicling.  You  are 
the  committee-man.  'Tis  your  beft  way,  (nay,  never 
demur)  to  kifs  and  be  friends.  Now,  if  you  can  con 
trive  handfomely  to  cozen  thofe  that  cozen  all  the  world, 
and  get  thefe  gentlemen  to  come  by  their  eftates  eafily, 
and  without  taking  the  covenant,  the  old  fum  of  five 
hundred  pounds,  that  I  ufed  to  talk  of,  ftiall  be  yours 
yet. 

Mrs.  Day.  We  will  endeavour. 

Ruth.  Come,  Mrs.  Arbella,  pray  let's  all  be  friends. 

A>b.  With  all  my  heart. 

Ruth.  Brother  Abel,  the  bird  is  flown  ;  but  you  fliall 
be  releafed  from  your  bonds. 

Abel.  I  bear  my  affliclions  as  I  may. 

Enter  Teague,  leading  Obadiah  in  a  baiter,  and  a 
Mujician. 

Tea.  What  is  this  now  ?  Who  are  you  ?  Well,  are 
pot  you  Mrs.  Tay  ?  Well,  I  will  tell  her  what  I  fhould 
lay  now  !  Shall  l'  then  ?  I  will  try  if  I  cannot  laugh  too, 
as  I  did,  or  think  of  the  muftard  pot. 

Car.  No,  good  Teague,  there's  no  need  of  thy  mef- 
fage  now  :  but  why  dolt  thou  lead  Obadiah  thus  ? 

Tea.  Well,  I  will  hang  him  prefently,  that  I  will. 
Look  you  he|ef  Mrs,  Tay,  here's  your  man  Obadiah, 
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do  you  fee  ?  he  would  not  let  me  make  him  drunk,  fo  I 
did  take  him  in  this  firing,  and  I  am  going  to  choak  him 
>by  the  throat. 

Blunt.  Honeft  Teague,  thy  mailer  is  beholden  to  thee, 
in  fome  meafure,  for  his  liberty. 

•Car.  Teague,  I  fhall  requite  thy  honefty. 

Tea.  Well,  (hall  I  hang  him  then  ?  It  is  a  rogue  now, 
who  wou'd  not  be  .drunk  for  the  king. 

Olad.  I  do  befeech  you,  gentlemen,  let  rne  not  be 
bi ought  unto  death. 

Tea.  You  fhall  be  brought  to  the  gallows,  you  thief 
.o'the  world. 

Car.  No,  poor  Teague,  'tis  ,enough  j  we  are  all 
friends.  Come,  let  him  go. 

Tea.  Are  you  all  friends  ?  Then  here,  little  Obid, 
take  ihe  firing,  and  go  and  hang  yourfelf. 

'  Car.  D'ye  hear  my  friend,  [To  the  Mujician.] 

*  is  any  of  your  companions  with  you  ? 

*  Muf.  Yes,  Sir.' 

*  Car.  As  I  live,  we'll  all  daace  ;  it  fliall  be  the  cele- 
«*  bration  of  our  weddings.     Nay,  Mr.  Day,  as  we  hope 

*  to  continue  friends,  you  and  your  duck  fhall  trip  it  too. 
'  Tea.  Ay,  by  my  flioul  will  we ;  Obadiah  fliall  be 

*  my  woman  too,  and  you  fhall  dance  for  the  king,  that 

*  you  fliall. 

'  Car.  Go,  and  flrike  up  then~No  chiding  now,  Mrs. 
•4  Day.  Come,  you  muft  not  be  refractory  Tor  once. 

Mrs.  Day.  Well,  hufband,  fince  thefe  gentlemen  will 
.'  have  it  fo,  and  that  they  may  perceive  we  are  friends, 

*  dance. 

*  Blunt.  Now.,    Mr.  Day,   to  your  bufinefs ;    get  it 

*  done  as  foon  as  you  will,  the  five  hundred  pounds  fhall 

*  be  ready. 

Car.  «  So,  friends ;'   thanks,    honeft  Teague  j  thou 
(halt  flourifli  in  a  new  livery  for  this.     Now,  Mrs.  An- 
jjice,   I  hope  you  and  I  may  agree  about  killing,  and 
compound  every  way.     Now,  Mr.  Day, 
If  you  will  have  good  luck  in  every  thing, 
Turn  cavalier,  and  cry,  God  blefs  the  king. 

[Exeunt. 
END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 

EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 


UT  »otu  the  greatejl  thing  is  left  to  do, 

More  juft  Committee,  to  compound  with  you  ; 
Tor,  till  your  equal  cenfures  Jhall  be  known, 
7he  pact's  under fequeftration  : 
He  has  no  title  to  his  fmall  eftate 
Of  wit,  unlrfs  you  plcafc  to  Jet  the  rate. 
Accept  this  half  year's  purchafe  of  his  w/V, 
For  in  the  compafs  of  that  time  'twas  wit ; 
Not  that  this  is  enough  ;   he'll  pay  you  mere, 
If  you  yourfclves  believe  him  not  too  poor  : 
For  'tis  your  judgments  give  him  wealth  :  in  this, 
He's  jujl  as  rich  as  yoti  believe  he  is. 

Wot? Jail  Committees  cou V  have  done  like  you ', 
e  men  mire  rich,  and  by  their  pajmenti  too. 
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